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BY    J.  W.  LAKE. 


O  cr  the  \\w^  from  earliest  yeart  beloved. 
He  threw  his  fingers  hurriedly,  and  loiie-t 
Of  melancholy  beauty  died  away 
Upon  its  Btrind^s  of  sweetness. 


ved  for  the  present  age  to  produce 
ished  example  of  the  Muse  having 
|K)n  a  bard  of  a  wounded  spirit,  and 

0  to  tell  afHictions  of  no  ordinary 
it'tlictioi!s  orii'iuating  probably  in  that 
ibination  of  feeling  with  imagination 
een  called  the  poetical  tem|ierameut, 
IS  so  often  s;uldened  the  days  of  those 
las  been  conferred.  If  ever  a  man  was 
iv  claim  to  that  character  in  all  its 

m 

1  all  its  weakness,  with  its  unbounded 
oyment,  and  its  exquisite  sensibility 
tid  of  pain,  that  man  was  Lord  Uyron. 
*qiiirc  much  time  or  a  deep  acquaint- 
jm.-in  nature  to  discover  why  these 
^'  |)owi>rs  should  in  so  many  cases 
iited  mure  to  the  wretchedness  tlian 
II ess  of  their  possessor. 

igiiialion  all   compact*   which    the 
who  ever  lived  has  assigned  as  the 
g  badge  of  his  brethren,  is  in  every 
.Tous  gift.     It  exaggerates,  indeed, 
ons,  and  can  often  bid  its  possessor 
hope  in  lost  to  reason ;  but  the  delu- 
!  arising  from  these  visions  of  iuia- 
mbli's  that  of  a  child  whose  notice 
by  a  fragment  of  glass  to  which  a 
t  given  momentary  splendour.     Ife 
ic  spot  with  breathless  im|Kitience, 
c  object  of  his  cariosity  and  ex[iec- 
ally  vul(;ar  and  worthless.     Such  is 
({iiick  and  exalted  jKiwers  of  imagi- 
inrv  over-estimates  the  object  of  his 
)leusure,  fame,  distinction,  are  alter- 
ed, attained,  and  despised  when  in 
Like    the  enchanted  fruit   in    the 
rccrer,  the  objects  of  his  admiration 
Taction  and  value  as  soon  as  they 
)V  the  adventurer's  hand,    and  all 
is  regret  for  the  time  lost  in  the 
iidcr  at  the  hallucination  under  the 
chilli  it  was  undertaken.     The  dis-  j 
twceu  !io|h;  and  possession  which  is 
■n.  is  thus  doubled  to  those  whom 
dowed  with  the  power  of  gilding  a 
!cl  by  the  rays  of  imagination. 


We    think  that  many  points  of  resemblance 
may  be  traced   between   Dyron  and    Jlousscau. 
Both  are  distinguished  by  the  most  ardent  and 
vivid  delineation  of  intense  conception,  and  by 
a  deep  sensibility  of  passion  rather  than  of  af- 
fection.   Both,  too,  by  this  doable  |X)wer,  have 
held  a   dominion  over  the   sympathy  of   their 
readers,  hiv  beyond  the  range  of  those  ordinary- 
feelings  which  are  usually  excited  by  the  mere 
efforts  of  genius.   The  impression  of  this  interest 
still  accomfianies  the  perusal  of  their  writings; 
but  there  is  another  interest,  of  more  lasting  and 
far  stronger  power,  which  each  of  them  possessed, 
— which  lies  in  the  continual  embodying  of  the 
individual  character,  it  might  almost  be  said  of 
the  very  person  of  the  writer.     When  we  speak 
or  think  of  Rousseau  or  Byron,  we  are  not  con- 
scious of  s|)eaking  or  thinking  of  an  author.    We 
have  a  vague  hut  impassioned  remembrance  of 
men  of  surpassing  genius,  eloquence,  and  power, 
—  of  prodigious   capacity   both  of  misery  and 
happiness.  We  feel  as  if  we  luid  transiently  met 
such  beings  in  real  life,  or  had  known  them  in 
the  dim  and  dark  communion  of  a  dream.    Each 
of  their  works  presents,   in  succession,  a  fresh 
idea  of  themselves;  and,  while  the  pro4uctions  of 
other  great  men  stand  out  from  them,  like  some- 
thing they  Iiave  created,  theirs,  on  the  contrary, 
are  images,  pictures,  busts  of  their  living  selves, 
•^-clothed,  no  doubt,  at  different  times,  in  dif- 
ferent drapery,  and  prominent  From  a  different 
back-ground,— but  uniformly  impressed  with  the 
same  form,  and  mien,  and  lineaments,  and  not 
to  be  mistaken   for  the  representations  of  any 
other  of  the  children  of  men. 

But  this  view  of  the  subject,  though  universally 
felt  to  be  a  true  one,  requires  i>erha|)s  a  little  ex- 
planation. The  (wnional  character  of  whicli  we 
have  spoken,  it  should  be  understood,  is  not  alto- 
gether that  on  which  the  seal  of  life  Itas  been  set, 
—and  to  which,  therefore,  moral  approval  or 
condemnation  is  necessarily  annexed,  as  to  the 
language  or  conduct  of  actual  existence.  It  is  the 
character,  so  to  speak,  which  is  prior  to  conduct, 
and  yet  o{)en  to  good  and  to  il),— the  constitu- 
tion of  the  being  in  body  and  in  sool.     Ilach  ol 
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tlicse  illustrious  writers  has,  iu  this  iighC,  filled 
his  works  with  expressions  of  his  own  character, 

has  unveiled  to  the  world  thu  secrets  of  his  own 

being,  the  mysteries  of  the  framing  of  man.  They 
have  gone  down  into  those  depths  which  every 
man  may  sound  for  himself,  though  not  for 
another;  and  they  have  made  disclosures  to  the 
world  of  what  they  beheld  and  knew  there— dis- 
closures that  have  commanded  and  forced  a  pro- 
found and  universal  sympathy,  by  proving  that 
all  mankind,  the  troubled  and  the  untroubled, 
the  lofty  and  the  low,  the  strongest  and  the 
frailest,  are  linked  together  by  the  bonds  of  a 
common  but  inscrutable  nature. 

Thus,  each  of  these  wayward  and  richly-gifted 
spirits  made  himself  the  object  of  profound  inte- 
rest to  the  world,  and  that  too  during  periods  of 
society  when  ample  food  was  every  where  spread 
al>road  for  the  meditations  and  {Missions  of  men. 

Although  of  widely    dissimilar  fortunes  and 
birth,  a  close  resemblance  in  their  ]>assions  and 
their  genius  may  be   traced  too  between  Byron 
and  Robert  Bums.     Their  careers  were  short  and 
glorious,  and  they  both  perished  in  the  *>  rich 
summer  of  their  life  and  song,>  and  in  all  tlie 
splendour  of  a  reputation  more  likely  to  increase 
than  diminish.   One  was  a  peasant,  and  the  other 
was  a  peer;  but  nature  is  a  great  leveller,  and 
makes  amends  for  the  injuries  of  fortune  by  the 
richness  of  her  benefactions :  the  genius  of  Bums 
raised  him  to  a  level  with  the  nobles  of  the  land; 
by  nature,  if  not  by  birth,  he  was  the  {>eer  of 
Ryron.     They  lioth  rose  by  the  force  of  their  ge- 
nius, and  both  fell  by  the  strength  of  their  plo- 
sions ;  one  wrote  from. a  love,  and  the  other  from 
a  scorn  of  mankind ;  and  they  both  sung  of  the 
emotionik  of  their  own  hearts  with  a  vehemence 
and  an  originality  which  few  have  ecpialled,  and 
none  surely  have  surpassed. 

The  versatility  of  authors  who  have  been  able 
to  draw  and  snpitort  diameters  as  different  from 
each  other  as  from  their  own,  has  given  to  their 
productions  tlie  inexpressible  charm  of  variety, 
and  has  often  secured  them  from  that  neglect 
which  in  general  attends  what  is  technically  called 
mannerism.  But  it  was  reserved  for  Lord  Byron 
(previous  to  his  Don  Juan)  to  present  the  same 
character  on  the  public  stage  again  and  again, 
varied  only  by  the  exertions  of  that  powerful 
genius  which,  searching  the  springs  of  jiassion  and 
of  feeling  in  their  innermost  recesses,  knew  how 
to  combine  their  operations,  so  that  the  interest 
was  eternally  var^'ing,and  never  abated,  although 
the  most  important  person  of  the  drama  retained 
the  same  lineaments. 

•  But  that  noble  tree  will  never  more  bear  fmit 
or  blossom !  It  has  been  cut  down  in  its  strength, 
and  the   past  is  all  that  remains  to  us  of  By- 


ron.   That  voice  is  silent  for  ever,  which,  burst* ' 
ing  so  frequently  on  our  ear,  was  often  heard 
with. rapturous  admiration,  sometimes  with  re- 
gret, but  always  with  the  deepest  interest.*  —Yet 
the  impression  of  his  works  sitll  remains  vivid 
and  strong.   'I  he  charm  which  cannot  pass  awiy 
is    there, —  life  breathing  in   dead  words — tht'! 
stern  grandeur— the  intense  power  and  energy— 
the  fresh  beauty,  the  undimmed  lustre — the  im-  | 
mortal  bloom,  and  verdure,  and  fragrance  of  life,  | 
all  those  still  are  there.     But  it  was  not  in, these  I 
alone,  it  was  in  that  continual  impersonation  of 
himself  in  his  writings,  by  which  he  was  for  ever 
kept  brightly  before  the  eyes  of  men. 

It  might,  at  first,  seem  that  his  undisgnind 
revelation  of  feelings  and   passions,  whidi  the 
becoming  pride  of  human  nature,  jealous  of  it^  | 
own  dignity,  would  in  general  desire  to  hold  in  j 
unviolate<l  silence,  could  have  produced  in  the 
public  mind  only  pity,  sorrow,  or  repugnance. 
But  in   the  case    of  men  of  real   genius,   like 
Byron,  it  is  otherwise:  they  are  not  felt,  while 
we  read,  as  declarations  published  to  the  worid, 
but  almost  as  secrets  whispered  to  chosen  ears. 
Who  is  there  that  feels  for  a  moment,  that  the 
voice  which  reaches  the  inmost  recesses  of  his 
heart   is    speaking   to    the    careless  multitodes 
around   him?    Or  if  we  do  so   remember,  tlie 
words  seem  to  pass  by  others  like  air,  and  to  Bad 
their  way  to  the  hearts  for  whom  they  were  iu- 
tended;  kindred  and  sympathetic  spirits,  who 
discern  and  own  that  secret  language,  of  which 
the  privacy  is  not  violated,  though  spoken  in 
hearing  of  the  uninitiated,  because  it  is  not  un- 
derstood.    A  great  poet  may  address  the  whole 
world  in  the  language  of  intensest  passion,  con- 
cerning objects  of  which  rather  than  speak  fece 
to  face  with  any  one  human  being  on  earth,  he 
would  perish  in  his  misery.     For  it  is  in  solitude 
that  he  utters  what  is  to  be  wafted  by  all  the 
winds  of  heaven :  there  arc,  during  his  inspira- 
tion, present  with  him  only  the  shadows  of  men. 
He  is  not  daunted,  or  perplexed,  or  disturbed, 
or  repelled  by  real,  living,   breathing  features. 
He  can  updraw  just  as  much  of  the  curtain  as 
he  chuses  that  hangs  between  his  owo' solitude 
and  the  world  of  life.    He  there  pours  his  soul 
out  partly  to  himself  alone,  partly  to  the  ideal 
abstractions  and  impersonated  images  that  float 
around  him  at  his  own  conjuration  ;  and  partly 
to  human  beings  like  himself,  moving  iu  the  dark 
distance  of  the  cvery-day  worid.     He  -confesses 
himself,  not  before  men,  hot  before  the  spirit  of 
humanity ;  and  he  thus  fearlessly  lays  open  his 
heart,  assured  that  nature  never  promptt^d  unto 
genius  that  which  will  not  triumphantly  force  its 
wide  way  into  the  human  heart. 
We  have  admitted  that  Byron  has  depicted  much 
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>l  hiiDKlf  id  alt  liii  hsroeii  but  •hrn  wc  Kem 
to  fte  tliF  pott  itudovrd  oat  In  all  thote  stain 
nt  .liK>r[lereJ  Iwing  which  hii  Childe  HamUt, 
i-iioun.  Conndi.  I^ros.  and  Al[u  eihibil,  ne 
jr-e  br  from  Wieviiig  lliat  his  own  mind  hu 
;;iiiii^  lhn>ii|>h  iboK  Malel  nf  diiordEr,  In  iUown 
I'ipericDce  ofclife.  We  merely  conceive  at  it  as 
lulling  fell  vrilhin  ibelF  the  capacitor  of  iuch 
.liswdeti,  and  ihtrefore  eihiliiliiig  iuelf  before 
■II  in  poNibilily,  Ttii)  i>  not  jjeneral,— it  is  rare 
Willi  peal  pMlB.  Ndiiher  Homer,  mir  Ehak- 
ipeire,  nor  Milton  evrr  so  (how  tliemselto  in 
the  characten  wbich  ihey  poartray.  Their  poeti- 
ral  perei)iia|-e9  have  no  rtfereiicn  to  ihemielf  e>, 
ire  diilinct,  imle pendent  creaturM  of  their 
nindi.  proHuced  in  ihe  full  freedom  of  intellcc- 
luat  power.  In  Byron  there  does  noi  >eem  thii 
)ri7edi)lii  of  pnwer— there  ii  little  appropriatiou 
of  characler  lo  evrnls.  Ctiaracler  it  lint,  and 
lit  in  all ;  it  ji  diclaCed,  compelled  liy  lonie  force 
it  own  mind— uecewlaling  him,_snd  Ihe 
»  obiry.  nil  poems,  therefore,  t 
JtMQ,    are    not   full  and  complvti 

wilhio  ICielF  a  pictnre  of  human  Mh.  They 
I  merely  bold,  confuted,  and  inrlmleni  (xemptifi- 
ni  of  certain  sweegring  ener^^es  and  ir 
le  pauion*:  Ihey  ore  fraQmenls  af  a  poe 
I  (iirk  dream  of  life.  The  Tery  penonages,  i 
Mrlty  as  they  ,ire  piclared,  are  yet  fell  to 
IiLiitiom,  >iid  dwive  their  chief  power  oter 


'|ueil  his  hiiiily  were  diiliii|piished,  not  merely 
for  iheir  cileusiie  maumn  in  Lancashire  and 
Dlher  paru  of  ihc  kingdom,  tml  (ot  ihuir  prowi-ss 
in  arms.  John  dc  Byron  attended  Edward  ilic^ 
firsl  in  Kverat  warhke  eipedilioni.  Two  (f  llir 
Ryrons  IpII  a[  the  ballte  of  Creuy.  Anotlier 
member  of  Ihe  family.  Sir  John  de  Syron,  ren- 
dered good  terrice  in  Boswurih  field,  to  the  Earl 
of  llicbiuond.  an<l  contributed  by  his  raluur. 
ID  irantfrr  the  cmwn  fhnn  tlie  head  of  Ilichanl 
the  tliinl  to  llial  of  Henry  the  nveiKh.  This 
Sir  iohn  was  a  man  of  hounur.aswBll  u  ■  brave 
warrior,  lie  was  very  iiUimalc  with  hit  neigh- 
bour Sir  Gervaae  CliftOBi  and,  allhaugh  Byron 
fought  under  Henry,  and  Cliflon  under  Richard, 
it  did  not  diminish  their  friendship,  bat,  on  ihe 
contrary,  put  it  to  n  severe  lest  Previous  to  the 
battle,  the  priie  of  which  was  a  kingdom,  they 
lud  mntually  promised  that  whichater  of  lllEm 
was  vanijuisbed.  the  other  sbonid  endeavour  lo 
prevenftbe  forfeiture  of  Itis&iend'satate.  While 
tpting  difion  was  bravely  fightiog  at  lbs  head  of  his 
troop,  be  was  struck  off  his  horse,  which  Byraii 
perceivini;.  he  quilled  the  ranks  and  ran  to  the 
relief  of  his  fi'iend,  whom  he  shielded,  but  who 
died  in  hit  arms.  Sir  John  de  Byron  kepi  his 
word;  he  interceded  with  thekin^:  the  estate 
wn*  preserved  to  the  Clifton  family,  and  it  now 
in  the  ptHiession  of  a  deacendont  of  Sir  Gvrvate. 
Ill  the  wart  between  Charle*  the  first  and  the 
parliament,  Ihe  Byront  adhered  loiheroyal  cause. 
Sir  Nicholas  Byron,  ibe  eldest  brother  and  repre- 
senlalivB  of  ihe  family,  was  an  eminent  loyalist, 
who,  having  distinguiihed  himself  in  Ihi 


niibililyofpat^ 
nnd  less  capacity  oflumultnoui 


t'lKo  iheir  inppoieit  myslcrions 

ilie  poel  him*elf.  and,  it  may 

f«ch  ortier.    The  law  of  hit  n .,„_ „  „  ._        . 

body  fab  peruliar  feelingt  in  the  fbrms  of  other  ihe  Low  Countries,  was  ap]ioiiited  jjuternor  nf 
i:helsea,  in  M'-  Hi  liad  iwa  sons,  who  both 
died  without  issue;  and  his  younger  brother.  Sir 
John,  became  their  heir.  1'bis  person  was  made 
a  knight  of  the  Bath  at  the  eorunalioD  of  Jamea 
Ihe  first.  He  bid  eleven  sons,  most  of  whom 
diitingoished  tlnmsetves  for  their  loyalty  nod 
gallantry  on  the  tide  of  Charle*  the  tint.  Sevi-n 
of  these  brothers  wrre  engaged  at  the  bailie  of 
Mar»lon-mDor,ofwliom  four  fell  in  defence  of  the 
royal  eanso.  SirJohnByrou,  oneof  lliesorvlvon. 
was  appointed  to  many  important  commands, 
and  on  the  :i(>ih  of  October,  ili4:i,  was  createil 
I.ofd  Byron,  with  a  collateral  Kmninder  lo  hi* 
hrolhen.  On  the  decline  of  the  king's  afbin, 
he  was  appointed  governor  to  the  Duke  of  Turk, 
and,  in  this  oIKce,  died  vrilhout  issue,  in  France, 
in  i6Si;—npon  which  his  brother  llicbard,  a 
celebrated  cavalier,  became  the  second  Lord 
Byron.  He  wa*  governor  of  Appleby  Castle,  and 
distinguished  himself  .it  Newark.  He  died  in 
i6<j7.  aged  stfteiity-fonr,  anJ  was  succeeded  by 
bis  eldrti  sou  William,  who  married  bliiabrtb. 


boailing  admiration  of  ibi  _ 
nf  dlMltdMed  power,  and,  aliove  all,  a"sont-fell, 
deliglii  in  bcauly — a  beauly,  which,  in 
bu  wild  creation,  is  often  (cored  away  from  the 
afpWNl  aurfdce  of  life  by  stormier  pastions,  but 
'lidkttlkc  a  bird  of  calm,  is  lor  ever  relBrniiig, 
IM  106.  ulvery  wings,  ere  Ihe  black  swell  hot 
iiaally  aubaided  into  snntliine  aud  peacw. 

Tkina  reHeiiooi  naiarally  prrccile  tba  sketch 
wa  Tt  about  to  ftlEuipl  of  Lord  Byron's  lite- 
rory  and  private  life:  indeed  Iboyare  in  ■  man- 
ner farceil  opon  as  liy  his  poetry,  by  thesenli- 
inmtH  of  weariness  of  ciisieneeand  enmity  with 
tin  warld  wliich  it  so  frequeolly  PJpreuct,  and 
by  ifaa  tingolar  analogy  which  tuch  senlimeati 
hold  »ilh  the  real  incidenU  of  his  lif^. 

Lord  Byron  was  descended  from  an  illustriouE 
line  of  aoceslry.     Prom  the  period  of  the  con- 


ihc  daughter  of  John  ' 


II  rhuwonb,  of  the 
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kingdom  of  Ireland,  by  whom  he  had  five  sons, 
all  of  whom  died  young  except  William,  whose 
eldest  sou,  William,  was  bom  in  1723,  and  came 
to  the  title  in  1736. 

William,  Lord  Byron,  passed  the  early  part  of 
his  life  in  the  navy.  In  1763  he  was  made  mas- 
ter of  the  stag  hounds;  and  in  1765  was  sent  to 
the  Tower,  and  tried  before  the  House  of  Peers 
for  killing  his  relation  and  neighbour,  Mr  Cha- 
worth,  in  a  duel. — The  following  details  of  this 
fatal  event  are  peculiarly  interesting  from  subse- 
quent circumstances  connected  with  the  subject 
of  our  sketch. 

I'he  old  Lord  Byron  belonged  to  a  club  of 
which  Mr  Chaworth  was  also  a  member.  It  met 
at  the  Star  and  Garter  tavern,  Pall  Mall,  once  a 
month,  and  was  called  the  Nottinghamshire  Club. 
On  the  agth  January,  1765,  they  met  at  four 
o'clock  to  dinner  as  usual,  and  every  thing  went 
ngreeably  on,  until  about  seven  o'clock,  wlien  a 
dispute  arose  betwixt  Lord  Byron  and  Mr  Cha- 
worth concerning  the  quantity  of  game  on  their 
estates.  The  dispute  rose  to  a  high  pitch,  and 
Mr  Chaworth,  having  paid  his  share  of  the  bill, 
retired.  Lord  Byron  followed  him  out  of  the 
room  in  which  they  had  dined,  and,  stopping  him 
on  the  landing  of  the  stairs,  called  to  the  waiter 
to  show  them  into  an  empty  room.  They  were 
shown  into  one,  and  a  single  candle  being  placed 
on  the  table,-— in  a  few  minutes  the  bell  was  rung, 
and  Mr  Chaworth  found  mortally  wounded.  He 
said  that  Lord  Byron  and  he  entered  the  room 
together.  Lord  Byron  leading  the  w.ay;  that  his 
lordship,  in  walking  forward,  said  something 
relative  to  the  former  dispute,  on  which  he  pro- 
posed fastening  the  door;  that  on  turning  him- 
self round  from  this  acf,  he  perceived  his  lordship 
with  his  sword  half  drawn,  or  nearly  so:  on  which, 
knowing  his  man,  he  instantly  drew  his  own,  and 
made  a  thrust  at  him,  which  he  thought  had 
wounded  or  killed  him;  that  then,  perceiving  his 
lordship  shorten  his  sword  to  return  the  thrust,  he 
thought  to  have  parried  it  with  hislefthand;  that  he 
felt  the  sword  enter  his  body  and  go  deep  through 
his  back;  that  he  struggled,  and  being  the  stronger 
man,  disarmed  his  lordship,  aad  expressed  a  con- 
cern, as  under  the  apprehension  of  having  mor- 
tally wounded  him;  that  Lord  Byron  replied  by 
saying  something  to  the  like  effect,  adding  at  the 
same  time,  that  he  hoped  •  he  would  now  allow 
him  to  be  as  brave  a  man  as  any  in  the  kingdom. « 

For  this  offence  he  was  unanimously  convicted 
of  manslaughter,  but,  on  being  brought  up  for 
judgment,  pleaded  his  privilege  as  a  peer,  and 
was,  in  consequence,  discharged.  After  this  affair 
he  was  abandoned  by  his  relations,  and  retired 
to  Newstead  Abbey;  where,  though  he  lived 
in  a  state  of  perfect  exile  from  persons  of  his 


own  rank,  his  unhappy  temper  found  abundant 
exercise  in  continual  war  with  his  neigbboun 
and  tenants,  and  sufficient  punishment  in  their 
hatred.  One  of  his  amusements  was  feeding 
crickets,  which  were  his  only  companions,  lie 
had  made  them  so  tame  as  to  crawl  over  him; 
and  used  to  whip  them  with  a  wi^  of  straw,  if 
too  familiar.  In  this  forlorn  condition  he  lin- 
gered out  a  long  life,  doing  all  in  his  power  to 
ruin  the  paternal  mansion  for  that  other  branch 
of  the  family  to  which  he  was  aware  it  must  past 
at  his  death,  alljiis  own  children  having  descended 
before  him  to  the  grave. 

John,  the  next  brother  to  William,  and  bom 
in  the  year  after  him,  that  is  in  1733,  was  of  a 
very  different  disposition,  although  his  career  in 
life  was  almost  an  unbroken  scene  of  misfortunes. 
The  hardships  he  endured  while  accompanying 
Commodore  Anson  in  his  expedition  to  the  South 
Seas  are  well  known,  from  his  own  highly  popu- 
lar and  atTectiiig  narrative.     His  only  son,  bom 
in   175 1,  who  received  an  excellent  education, 
and  whose  father  procured  for  him  a  commissioB 
in  the  guards,  was  so  dissipated  that  he  was 
known  by  the  name  of  «mad  Jack  Byron.*     Uc 
was  one  of  the  handsomest  men  of  his  time; 
but  his  character  was  so  notorious  that  his  fa- 
ther was  obliged  to  desert  him,  and  his  company 
was  shunned  by  the  better  part  of  society,     lu 
his  twenty-seventh  year  he  seduced  the  Mar- 
chioness of  Carmarthen,  wlio  had  been  but  a 
few  years  married  to  a  husband  with  whom  she 
had  lived  in  the  most  happy   state,   until   sht 
formed  tliis  unfortunate  connexion.     After  one 
fruitless    attempt  at    reclaiming   his  lady,   the 
marquis  obtained  a  divorce;  and  a  marriage  was 
brought  about  between  her  and    her  seducer ; 
which,  after  the  most  brutal  conduct  on  his  part* 
and  the  greatest  misery  and  keenest  remorse  on 
hers,  was  dissolved  in  two  years  by  ber  sinking 
to   the  grave,   the   victim  of  a  broken  heart. 
About  three  years  subsequently,  Captain  ByroD 
sought  to  recruit  his  fortunes  by  matrimony* 
and  having  made  a  conquest  of  Miss  Catherine 
Gordon,  an  Aberdeenshire  heiress  (lineally  de^ 
scended  from  the  Earl  of  Huntley  and  the  Prin-* 
cess  Jane,  daughter  of  James  11.  of  Scotland),  be 
united  himself  to  her,  ran  through  her  property 
in  a  few  years,  and,  leaving  her  and  her  only 
child,  the  subject  of  this  memoir,  in  a  destitute 
and  defenceless  state,  fled  to  France  to  avoid  his 
creditors,  and  died  at  Vajokdeunes,  in  1791. 

In  Captain  Medwin*s  •  Conversations  of  Lord 
Byron,*  the  following  expressions  are  said  to  have 
follen  from  his  lordship  on  the  subject  of  liis  un- 
worthy fother: — 

« 1  lost  my  father  when  I  was  only  six  years 
of  age.     My  mother,  when  she  was  in  a  rage 
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wilh  me  (and  I  gavi  her  cause  enough).  umiI  Iu 
My,  "Alil  yon  little^  ilog,  yoa  are  a  Byron  all 
ovw;  youanat  baduyoniblhert'  IcrajTCty 
iliFlcrenl/roin  Mn  Malaprojii  uyiD^. 'Ah!  good 
tlcarl^Malapnip!  1  neict  loTed  hioi  till  lie  wai 
il<-ail.'  Bill,  ill  FacI,  my  (albet  wai,  in  hli  youth, 
auy  tiling  liul  a  '  CElebi  in  tearch  of  a  witc.'  He 
wold  have  made  a  bad  hero  Tur  llanaoh  More, 
lis  nu  uut  iLiee  tbrtnnei,  and  married  or  ran 
oilh  ihrM  wotoeu  i  aud  once  oanled  a  gui- 


sMmed  born 


B  for 


I  have 


id  Ihat  of  the 
br|;au  by^duciiig  L«Uy  Cirniar- 
ind  tpeul  for  tier  four  tliousiud  poundt  a- 
>u<l,  ool  cnnleut  «ilh  one  ad  JRture  of  thit 
kind,  afterwanlB  eloped  wiA  Mist  Gordon.  Thit 
inarna|;e  was  not  detlined  la  be  ■  very  fortauale 
une  «ither,  and  [  don't  irouder  at  ber  diFEeriug 
from  Sheridan't  widow  in  Ihe  pUy ;  ihey  cer- 
tiinly  could  not  bava  cbimed  ■  ihe  Hitch.'  • 

(j^eoTgc  Dyrou  Gonlou  ([or  to  h«  wat  called  on 
HConntof  lEieni^lect hit  faSer't  family  hod showi 
10  bit  Dotlier)  wot  born  at  Dover, 
Jinuary,  178S.  On  the  unnatural  deterlian  ol 
hit  bdier,  the  entire  care  nf  bit  infant  yean 
ileiolved  upon  hit  mother,  wbo  retired  to  Aber- 
ileeni  where  the  lived  In  almoil  perfect  teclutiun, 
on  the  rains  of  hcc  fortune.  Her  undivided  atfec- 

wii  her  darliuc;  and  when  lie  only  went  out  fiir 
*a  ordiaary  walk,  the  would  entreat  hi 
the  liar  glittening  in  her  eye,  to  lake 
buelf,  as  -  the  had  nDllung  on  earth  but 
Aim  ID  live  fori>  a  conduct  not 
lo  hit  adveiituroui  spirit;  the  more  eipecially. 
It  mme  of  bit  compaDioni,  who  wilneucd  the  af- 
would  laugh  and  ridicule  biin 


■  of  nature  around  bim;  the  feelinj;  thai  he 
ugvu  hilU  where 

■  Foreign  lynot  neitr  Imd , 

ntircoiine  with  a  people  whole  chief  amnse- 

ts  consisted  in  the  recital  of  beroic  tales  of 

other  times,  teats  of  ttreogth,  and  a  display  of 

lence,  blended  with  the  wild  supema- 

iries  )iecnliar  to  remote  anil  thiuly-|iea- 

pled  ditlricts ;— all  Ibeie  were  calculated  10  foiler 

aelical  CceliiiG  iiioate  in  bit  cliaracler. 

in  George  was  levea  years  of  ^e,  hit  mo- 

cut  biro  lo  the  grammar-ichool  at  Mkt- 

where    be  remnined    till  hit  removal    Iu 

Harrow,  with  the  eiceplion  of  tome  inlervalt  of 

isence,  wbicb   were   deemed  requisite  for  tbe 

itablishmeut  of  his  health.    Hit  piogreu  beyond 

iBl  of  the  general  run  of  his  clau-ftllowt  wds 

ever  to  remarkabls  at  after  ihote  occasioiiil  in- 

Tvuli,  when,  in  a  few  dayi,  he  would  moilBr 

n  Igurciset  which,  in  the  tdiool  routine,  it  had  re- 

if  quired  weeks  to  accomplish.     Hut  nben  be  hail 

^rlaken   the  ritl  of  tbe  class,  be  alwayi  re- 

Uied  bis  exeniont,  aud,  contenting  hunteU'wiih 

being  wniidered  a  tolerable  scholar,  never  made 

luy  uliiordiiiBry  effort  to  place  himself  at  tbe 

head  of  the  highest  form.      It  waa  out  of  tcbool 

that  be  aipired  to  be  the  leader  of  every  Ihia); ; 

all  Uiyiih  games  and  amauineab^  he  would 

be  first  if  possible.     For  thit  he  was  eminently 

ikulaled  1  quick,  enterpriting,  and  daring,  the 


Til's  ei 

.ciofjhal 


nalin 


w  iirrrji|n-  lo  childhood,  doubtlcK  coiitrihuled 
Id  theJbm'tioir  of  tile  leu  pleasing  featarei  of 
Iflrd  Byron's  4>a[acter.  It  must,  however,  be 
retnemliercd,  In  Mrs  Byron^i  extenuation,  not 
onlv  that  the  circomstancet  in  wiiiuh  the  ^d 
lieen  left  wilh  her  ton  were  of  a  very  peculut 
iiatarc,  but  also  that  a  slight  malfbrmalioa  ol 
one  of  bis  feel,  and  great  weaknett  of  consti- 
tuiion,   naturally  sulii^ited  for  bim  in  the  heari 

•ml  very  early  10  t^ool,  but  wai  allowed  lo  ea- 
faiu\  hu  inngt,  aiiB  brace  hit  litnbt,  upon  thi 
■Bonntuns  of  the  neighbourhood.  Thit  wit  evi- 
<lenlly  ihe  most  judiciout  method  fijr  imparling 
tiengiL  to  Lit  bodily  frame;  and  llie  teijuel 
'bowed  that  it  wnt  far  from  the  wortt  E)r  giving 
The  Mvago  gran- 


t 


eue^ 


of  bit  mind  enabled  li 


the  impcdioKUtt  which  nature  had  thrown  in 
hit  way.  Even  al  that  early  period  (trum  eight 
to  leii  yeart  of  age),  oil  hit  sgiortt  were  of  a 
manly  character;  fishing,  thoo ting,  iwimming, 
and  managing  a  horse,  or  itceriug  aud  Iriroming 
the  tails  of  a  boat,  consiituted  his  chief  delights, 
aud,  to  the  superBcial  observer,  teemed  his  sole 

lie  was  exceedingly  brave,  and  in  thejavenile 
wart  of  the  school,  he  generally  gained  Ihe  vic- 
lory;  upon  ona  occasion,  a  boy  puri~ned  by  an- 
other tnok  refuge  in  Mrs  Uyrau't  houiei  the 
latter,  who  bad  been  much  abused  by  llie  fui^ 
iner,  proceeded  to  take  vengeance  on  him  even  on 
the  landing-place  of  the  drawing-room  ttairt, 
wlien  George  interposed  in  hit  defence,  dectariog 
iliat  nobody  should  he  ill-used  wUle  under  hit 
roof  and  protection.  Upon  Ihii  the  aggr 
dared  him  to  light,  and,  altbough  the  former 
was  by  much  the  tironger  of  the  two,  the  spirit 
of  young  Byron  wat  10  deleruiined,  that  aflrv 
llic  combat  had  lasted  for  npafty  two  huiirt,  il 
wat  tiupended  becauie  hotb  tbe  boys  were  en- 
tirely exhausted. 
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A  school-fallow  of  Byron's  had  a  very  small 
Shetlaud  pony  which  his  father  had  bought  him, 
and  one  day  they  went  to  the  banks  of  the  Don 
to  bathe,  but  having  only  one  pony,  they  were 
ol)li{;ed  to  follow  the  good  old  practice  called 
in  Scotland  «  ride  and  tie.  •  When  they  came  to 
the  bridge  over  that  dark  romantic  stream,  Byron 
bethought  him  of  the  prophecy  which  he  has 
rjuoted  in  Don  Juan : 

M  Bri(»  of  Bulgounie,  black 's  your  u»«'  ; 
VVr  a  vrife'n  ae  son  and  a  inearV  aefoal, 
Doun  ye  sliull  fu'.n 

lie  immediately  stopped  his  companion,  who  was 
then  riding,  and  asked  him  if  he  rememl>ered 
the  prophecy,  saying,  that  as  they  were  both 
oidy  sons,  and  as  the  pony  might  be  •  a  mare's 
ae  foal,»  he  would  rather  ride  over  first;  because 
he  had  only  a  mother  to  lament  him,  should  the 
propliecy  be  fulfilled  by  the  falling  of  the  bridge, 
whereas  the  other  had  both  a  father  and  a  mo- 
ther (o  grieve  for  him. 

It  is  the  custom  of  the  grammar-school  at 
Aberdeen,  that  the  boys  of  all  the  five  classes  of 
which  it  is  composed  should  be  assembled  for 
prayers  in  the  public  school  at  eight  o'clock  in 
the  morning;  after  prayers  a  censor  ca]lf  over 
the  names  of  all,  and  those  who  are  absent  are 
punished.  The  first  time  that  Lord  Byron  had 
come  to  school  after  his  accession  to  his  title, 
the  rector  had  caused  his  name  to  be  inserted  in 
the  censor's  book,  Gcorgius  Dominns  de  Byrun, 
instead  of  Geoi^ius  Byron  Gordon,  as  formerly. 
The  boys,  unaccustomed  to  this  aristocratic  sound, 
set  up  a  loud  and  involuntary  shout,  which  had 
such  an  effect  on  his  sensitive  mind  that  he  burst 
into  tears,  and  would  have  fled  from  the  school 
had  he  not  been  restrained  by  the  master. 

An  answer  which  Lord  Byron  made  to  a  fellow 
scholar,  who  questioned  him  as  to  the  caase  of 
the  honorary'  addition  of  «  Dominus  de  Byron* 
to  his  name,  ser\cd  at  that  time  when  he  was 
only  ten  years  of  age,  to  point  out  that  he  would 
be  a  man  who  would  think,  speak,  and  act  for 
himself— who,  whatever  might  be  his  sayings  or 
his  doings,  his  vices  or  his  virtues,  would  not 
condescend  to  take  them  at  second  hand.  This 
hap|>ened  on  the  very  day  after  he  had  been 
menaced  with  being  flogged  round  the  school  for 
a  fault  which  he  had  not  committed ;  and  when 
the  question  was  put  to  him  he  replied,  «it  is 
not  my  doing ;  Fortune  was  to  whip  me  yesterday 
for  what  another  did,  and  she  has  this  day  made 
me  a  lord  for  what  another  has  ceased  to  do.  1 
need  not  thank  her  in  either  case,  for  I  have 
asked  nothing  at  her  hands." 

On  the  17th  of  May,  1798,  William,  the  fifth 
l.ord  Byron,  de(>artcd  this  life  at  Newstead.  As 
the  son  of  this  eccentric  nobleman  had  died  when 


George  was  five  yean  old,  and  as  the  descent  bsik 
of  the  titles  and  estates  vms  to  heirs  male,  tW 
latter,  of  course,  succeeded  his  great  uncle.  Upsi 
this  change  of  fortune  Lord  Byron, -no 


of  age,  was  removed  from  the  immediatsare  ef 
his  mother,  and  placed  as  a  ward  under  tkt 
guardianship  of  the  Earl  of  Carlisle,  whose  father 
bad  married  Isabella,  the  sister  of  the  precedii| 
Lord  Byron.  In  one  or  two  points  of  character 
this  great  aunt  resembled  the  bard:  she  abs 
wrote  beauliftil  poetry,  and  after  adorning  thi 
gay  and  fashionable  world  for  many  yem, 
she  left  it  tHthout  an^  apparent  cause  and  witk 
perfect  in^ffierence,  and  in  a  great  measure  t^ 
eluded  henaf  from  society. 

Tlie  young  nobleman  s  guardian  decided  thai 
he  should  receive  the  usual  education  given  ts 
England's  titled  sous,  and  that  he  should  in  tin 
first  instance  be  sent  to  the  public  school  at 
Harrow.  He  was  accordingly  placed  there  under 
the  tuition  of  the  Bgv.  Dr  Dmry,  to  whom  be 
has  testified  his  grarfnde  in  a  note  to  the  fourth 
canto  of  Childe  Harold,  in  a  manner  which  doa 
equal  honour  to  the  tutor  and  the  pupil.  A 
change  of  scene  and  of  circumstances  so  unfore- 
seen and  so  rapid,  would  have  been  haxardooi 
to  any  boy,  but  it  was  doubly  so  to  one  of 
Byron's  ardent  mind  and  previous  habits.  Taken 
at  once  from  the  society  of  boys  in  humble  life, 
and  placed  among  youths  of  his  own  newly-ae- 
quired  rank,  with  means  of  gratification  whicb 
to  him  must  have  appeared  considerable,  it  is  bf 
no  means  surprising  that  he  should  have  beM 
betrayed  into  every  sort  of  extravagance :  none 
of  them  appear,  however,  to  have  l)een  of  a  very 
culpable  nature. 

«  Though  he  was  lame,"  says  one  of  his  school- 
fellows, «  he  was  a  great  lover  of  «porU,  and 
preferred  hockey  to  Horace,  reliwqraicd  even 
Helicon  for  '  duck-puddle,'  and  gave  w  the  best 
poet  that  ever  wrote  hard  Latin  fonT^ttme  of 
cricket  on  the  common.  He  was-not  remarkable 
(nor  was  he  ever)  for  his  learning,  but  he  was 
aj^rays  a  clever,  plain-spoken,  and  undaunted 
boy.  I  have  seen  him  fight  by  the  hour  like  a 
Irujan,  and  stand  up  against  the  disadvantage 
of  his  lameness  with  all  the  spirit  of  an  ancient 
combatant.  *  Don't  you  remember  your  battle 
with  Pitt?'  (a  brewer's  son)  said  I  to  him  in 
a  letter  (for  1  had  witnessecl^ t ),  but  it  seems 
that  be  had  forgotten  it.  •  ySi  are  mistaken,  I 
think,'  said  he  in  reply;  ♦it  must  have  l>een 
with  Bice-Pudding  Morgan,  or  Lord  Jocelyn,  or 
one  of  the  Douglases,  or  George  Raynsford,  or 
Pryce  (with  whom  I  had  two  conflicts),  or  with 
Moses  Moore  (the  ctod)^  or  with  somebody  else, 
and  not  with  Pitt;  for  with  all  the  alK)vc- 
named  and  other  worthies  of  the  fist  had  I  an 
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nterchange  of  black  eyes  aiid  bloody  noses,  at  of  soiig,«    he  carried  off  the  lady,  to  the  great 


various  and  sundry  periods;    however  it  may 
have  happened  for  all  that/> 

I'he  annexed  anecdotes  are  characteristic: 
The  boys  at  Harrow  had  mutinied,  and  in 
their  wisdom  had  resolved  to  set  fire  to  the  scene 
of  all  their  ills  and  troubles — the  school-room: 
Byron,  however,  was  against  the  motion,  and  by 
pointing  out  to  the  young  rebels  the  names  oi 
their  fathers  on  the  walls,  he  prevented  the  in- 
tended conflagration.  This  early  specimen  of 
his  power  over  the  passions  of  his  school-fel- 
lows, his  lordship  piqued  himself  not  a  little 
upon.  0 

Uyron  long  retained  a  friendship  for  several 
of  his  Harrow  school-fellows;  Lord  Clare  was 
one  of  his  constant  correspondents;  Scroope  Da- 
vies  was  also  one  of  his  chief  companions  before 
his  lordship  went  to  the  continent.  This  gentle- 
man and  Uyron  once  lost  all  their  money  at 
•  chicken  hazard,*  in  one  of  the  hells  of  St. 
James's,  and  the  next  morning  Davies  sent  for 
Byron's  pistols  to  shoot  himself  with;  Byron  sent 
a  note  refusing  to  give  them,  on  the  ground  that 
ihcy  would  be  forfeited  as  a  deodand.  This  comic 
excuse  had  the  desired  effect. 

Byron,  whilst  living  at  Newstead  daring  'the 
Harrow  vacation,  saw  and  became  enamoured  of 
Miss  Chaworth :  she  is  the  Mary  of  his  poetry, 
Awand  his  beautiful  •  Dream*  relates  to  their  loves. 
^  Miss  Chaworth  was  older  than  his  Lordship  by  a 
I  few  years,  was  light  and  volatile,  and  though, 
I  BO  doubt,  highly  flattered  by  his  attachment,  yet 
the  treated  our  poet  less  as  an  ardent  lover  than 
IS  a  younger  brother.     She  was  punctual  to  the 
assignations  which  took  place  at  a  gate  dividing 
the  grounds  of  the  Byrons  from  the  Chaworths, 
and  accepted  his  letters  from  the  confidants;  but 
her  antweri,  it  is  said,  were  written  with  more 
of  the  cantiou  of  co(]uetry  than  the  romance  of 
•  love's  jouii^  dream;*  she  gave  him,  however, 
her  picture,  but  her  hand  was  reserved  for  an- 
other. 

It  was  somewhat  remarkable  that  Lord  Byron 
and  Miss  Chawortli  should  both  have  been  under 
the  guardbnship  of  Mr  White.  This  gentleman 
particularly  wished  that  liis  wards  should  be 
married  togetlier;  but  Miss  C,  as  young  ladies 
generally  do  in  such  circumstances,  differed  from 
him,  and  was  resolved  to  please  herself  in  the 
choice  of  a  husband.  The  celebrated  Mr  M., 
commonly  kuown  by  die  name  of  Jack  M.,  was 
at  this  time  quite  the  rage,  and  Miss  C.  was  not 
subtle  enough  to  conceal  the  penchant  she  had 
for  this  jack-u-dniu//;  and  though  Mr  W.  took 
her  from  one  watering-place  to  another,  still  the 
lover,  like  an  evil  spirit,  followed,  and  at  last, 
being  somehow  more  persuasive  than  the  «  child 


grief  of  Lord  Byron.  The  marriage,  however, 
wauiot  a  happy  one ;  the  parties  soon  separated, 
ana  Mrs  M.  afterwartls  proposed  an  interview 
with  her  former  lover,  which,  by  the  advice  of 
his  sister,  he  declined. 

From  Harrow  Ixird  fi^Ton  was  removed,  and 
entered  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge;  tlierc, 
however,  he  did  not  mend  his  manners,  nor  hold 
the   sages  of    antiquity  in  hi(;her  esteem   than 
when  under  the  command  of  his  reverend  tutor 
at  Harrow.     He  was  above  studying  the  poetics, 
and  held  the  rules  of  the  Stagyrite  in  as  little 
esteem  as  in  after  life  he  did  the  «  invariable 
principles*    of  the   Ilev.    Mr  Bowles.     Reading 
after  the  fashion  of  the  studious  men  of  Cam 
was  to  him  a  bore,  and  he  held  a  senior  wrangler 
in  the  greatest  contempt.    Persons  of  real  genius 
are    seldom   candidates  for  college  prizes,   and 
Byron  left  « the  silver  cup*  for  those  plodding 
characters  who,  perhaps,  deserve  them,  as   the 
guerdon  of  the  unceasing  labour  necess.ir^'  to 
overcome  the  all  but  invincible  natural  dullnes.s 
of  their  intellects.      Byron,  instead  of  reading 
what  pleased  tutors,  read  wliat  pleased  himself, 
and  wriie  what  could  not  fail  to  displease  tliose 
political  weathercocks.     He  did  not  admire  their 
system  of  education,   and  they,  as  is   the   cast; 
with  most  scholars,  could  admire  no  other.      He 
took  to  quizzing  them,  and  no  one  likes  to  Ije 
laughed  at;  doctors  frowned,  and  fellows  fumed, 
and  Byron  at  the  age  of  nineteen  left  the  uni- 
versity without  a  degree. 

Among  other  means  which  he  adopted  to  show 
his  contempt  for  academical  honours,  he  kept  a 
yonng  bear  in  his  room  for  some  time,  which  he 
told  all  his  friends  he  was  training  up  for  a 
fellowship;  but  however  much  the  fellows  of 
Trinity  may  claim  acquaintance  with  the  *  ursa 
major,*  they  were  by  no  means  desirous  of  asso- 
ciating with  his  lordship's  Sieve. 

When  about  nineteen  years  of  age.  Lord  Bynin 
bade  adieu  to  the  university,  and  took  up  liiii  re- 
sidence at  Newstead  Abbey.  Here  his  pursuits 
were  principally  those  of  amusement.  Among 
others  he  was  extremely  fond  of  the  water,  in 
his  aquatic  exercises  he  had  seldom  any  other 
comjianion  than  a  large  Newfoundland  dog,  to 
try  whose  sagacity  and  fidelity  he  would  some- 
times fall  out  of  the  boat,  as  if  by  accident,  when 
the  dog  would  seize  him,  and  drag  him  ashore. 
On  losing  this  dog,  in  the  autumn  of  1808,  he 
caused  a  monument  to  be  erected,  with  an  in- 
scription commemorative  of  its  attachment.  (Sec 
page  53i  of  this  edition.) 

The  following  descriptions  of  Newstead's  hal- 
lowed pile  will  be  found  interesting : 

This  abbey  was  fbnnded  in  the  year  1170,  by 
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Henry  II.,  as  a  priory  of  Black  Canons,  and  dedi- 
cated to  the  Virgin  Mary.     It  continued  in  the 
family  of  the  Byrons  until  the  time  of  th^i^te 
lord,  who  sold  it  first  to  Mr  Clanghton  for  the 
sum  of  i4o,ooo/.,  and  on  that  gentleman's  not 
)>eing  able  to  fulfil  the  agreement,  and  thus  pay- 
ing 3o,ooo/.  of  a  forfeit,  it  uras  afterwards  sold 
to  another  person,  and  most  of  the  money  vested 
in  trustees  for  the  jointure  of  the  41on.  Mrs  By- 
ron.   The  greater  part  of  the  edifice  still  remains. 
The  present  possessor,  Major  Wildroan,  is,  with 
genuine   Gothic   taste,    repairing   this   beautiful 
specimen  of  architecture.     The  late  Lord  Byron 
repaired  a  considerable  part  of  it;  but,  forgetting 
the  roof,  he  had  turned  his  attention  to  the  in- 
side, and  tlic  consequence    was  that,  in  a  few 
years,  the  rain  paying  a  visit  to  the  apartments, 
soon  destroyed  all  those  elegant  devices  which 
his  iordship  had  contrrved.     His  lordship's  own 
study  was  a  neat  little  apartment,  decorated  with 
some  good  classic  busts,    a  select  collection  of 
books,  an  antique  cross,  a  sword  in  a  gilt  case, 
and,  at  the  end  of  the  room,  two  finely  polished 
skulls  on  a  pair  of  light  fancy   stands.     In  the 
garden,    likewise,  was  a  great  numbeip  of  these 
skulls,  taken  from  the  burial-ground  of  lb  abbey, 
and  piled  up  together;  but  afterwards  they  were 
recommitted  to  the  earth.    A  writer,  who  visited 
it  soon  after  Lord  Byron  had  sold  it,  says :  « In  one 
comer   of  the  servants'  hall  lay  a  stone  coffin, 
in  which  were  fencing  gloves  and  foils,  and  on 
the  walls  of  the  ample  but  cheerless  kitchen  was 
painted  in  large  letters,  'Waste  not —  want  not.* 
During  the  minority  of  Lord  Byron,  the  abbey 

was  in  the  possession  of  Lord  G ,  his  bounds* 

and  divers  colonies  of  jackdaws,  swallows,  and 
starlings.  Ihe  internal  traces  of  this  Goth  were 
swept  away;  but  without,  all  appeared  as  rude 
and  unreclaimed  as  he  could  have  left  it.  With 
the  exception  of  the  dog's  tomb,  a  conspicuous 
and  elegant  object,  I  do  not  recollect  the  slightest 
trace  of  culture  or  improvement.  The  late  lord, 
a  stem  and  desperate  character,  who  is  never 
mentioned  by  the  neighbouring  peasants  without 
a  significant  shake  of  the  head,  might  have  re- 
turned and  recognized  every  thing  about  him, 
except,  perhaps,  an  additional  crop  of  weeds. 
There  still  slept  that  old  pond,  into  which  he  is 
said  to  have  hurled  his  lady  in  one  of  his  fits  of 
fury,  whence  she  was  rescued  by  the  gardener,  a 
courageous  blade,  who  was  the  lord's  master,  and 
diastised  him  for  his  barbarity.  There  still,  at 
the  end  of  the  garden,  in  a  grove  of  oak,  two 
towering  satyrs,  he  with  bis  goat  and  club,  and 
Mrs  Satyr  with  her  chubby  clovcn-fuoted  brat, 
placed  on  pedestals  at  the  intersections  of  the 
narrow  and  gloomy  pathways,  struck  for  a  mo- 
ment with  their  grim  visa^,  and  silent  shaggy 
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forms,  the  fear  into  your  bosom  which  is  felt  by 
the  neighbouring  peasantry  at  ^th'oud  lairfi 
devils.'  I  have  frequently  asked  the  coanHy 
people  near  Newstead,  what  sort  of  a  man  \k 
lordship  (our  Lord  Byron)  was.  The  impressioBrf, 
his  eccentric  but  energetic  character  was  evi 
in  the  reply,  *  He 's  the  devil  of  a  fellow  for 
mical  fancies.  He  flogs  th'  oud  laird  to  uothi 
but  be 's  a  hearty  good  fellow  for  all  that.'i 

Walpole,  who  had  visited  Newstead,  gives,  ii 
his  usual  bitter,  sarcastic  manner,  the  fbllowi^ 
account  of  it: 

•  As  I  returned  I  saw  Newstead  and  Althoipe; 
I  like  bsth.  The  former  is  the  very  abbey.  Tbt 
great  east  window  of  the  church  remains,  lad 
connects  with  the  house;  the  hall  entire,  the  re- 
fectory entire,  the  cloister  untouched,  with  the 
ancient  cistern  of  the  convent,  and  their  arm 
on  it:  it  has  a  private  chapel  quite  perfect.  Tbe 
park,  which  is  still  charming,  has  not  been « 
much  un profaned.  The  present  lord  has  bit 
large  sums,  and  paid  part  in  old  oaks,  five  thoa* 
sand  pounds  worth  of  which  have  been  cut  new 
the  house.  En  rcvatu:he,  he  has  built  two  bsbr 
forts,  to  pay  his  country  in  castles  for  damage 
done  to  the  navy,  and  planted  a  handful  of  Scotdt 
firs,  that  look  like  ploughboys  dressed  in  old  fa- 
mily liveries  for  a  public  day.  In  the  hall  is  a 
very  good  collection  of  pictures,  all  animals.  Tbe 
refectory,  now  the  great  drawing-room,  is  full  of 
Byrons:  the  vaulted  roof  remaining,  but  the 
windows  have  new  dresses  making  for  them  by  i 
Venetian  tailor.* 

This  is  a  careless  but  happy  description  of  one 
of  the  noblest  mansions  in  England,  and  if,  will 
now  be   read  with   a  far  deeper  interest  tliaa 
when  it  was  written.     Wal|)ole  saw  the  seat  of 
the  Byrons,  old,  majestic,  and  venerable;  but  he 
saw  nothing  of  that  magic  beauty  which  fiime 
sheds  over  the  habitations  of  genius,  and  which 
now  mantles  every  turret  of  Newstetd  Abbey.  He 
saw  it  when  decay  was  doing  its  work  on  tbe 
cloister,  the  refectory,  and  the  chapel,  and  all 
its  honors  seemed  mouldering  into  oblivion.     He 
could  not  know  that  a  voice  was  soon  to  go  forth 
from  those  antique  cloisters,  that  should  be  heard 
through  all  future  ages,  and  cry,  'Sleep  no  more 
to  all  the  house.'     Whatever  may  be  its  future 
fate,  Newstead  Abbey  must  henceforth  lie  a  me- 
morable abode.     Time  may  she )  its  wild  flowers 
on  the  walls,  and  let  the  fox  in  upon  the  court- 
yard and  the  cbamliers;   it  may  even  pass  into 
the  hands  6f  unlettered  pride,  or  plebeian  opu- 
lence; but  it  has  been  the  mansion  of  a  mighty 
poet.  Its  name  is  associated  with  glories  that  can- 
not perish,  and  will  go  down  to  posterity  in  one 
of  the  proudest  [Uiges  of  our  annals. 

Lord  Byron  showed,  even  in  his  earliest  years. 
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iiIuH  b.id  added  lo  the  advaiiUi^H  of  lii|;li 
Li  ihc  richui  gifd  of  i;eiiini  snd  of  fancy. 
nil  own  Cale  ii  partly  told  in  two  Han  of  Lara : 

Hi*  Tinit  literary  adventore  iiid  it)  TutF  are  nell' 
rcmcmliFrcd,  Ihe  pMidi  whicb  he  puLliahrd  in 
bit  minority  had,  iniJE«l,  iLok  ^dIii  of  conception 
:tioii  vthivfa  rir«  inivpnrable  from  javcnile 


,  esq.   [wiili  whon 


'■npt.,  . 


other 


sidered  at.  imitative  of  vhal  had  canght  the  ear 

and  fancy  oF  the  youthbl  author,  than  »  cihi- 

liiting  origiiuitity  of  concrpIioD  and  ex]ins«ion, 

II  wai  like  (lie  fint  eisay  of  the  singing-bird, 

catchiofj  m  and  imitating  the  noin  of  it'^  fKireat. 

e  habit    and    lime  have  ^<teo  (he   fnliieu  of 

ne,  confidence,  and  KJf-putMition  vrhich  ren- 

■r  auistunce   unnecesMry.      Vet    ihougli  ihere 

were  inaoy,  and  (hoie  not  the  >Toral  judgei,  whrj 

teemed  in  hit  .  lloun  of  Idletieu.  a  depth  of 

ought  andfelieily  of  eipieuion  which  pmmiied 

Qch  at  a  more  mature  age,   the  work  did  not 

cape  (lie  critical  lash  of  the  ■  Scotch  Reviewers,. 

bo  ronld  not  resist  the  opportunity  of  pouncing 

xin  a  titled  poet,  of  showing  off  their  own  wii, 

and  of  seeking  to  entertain  their  readen  with  a 

flippant  article,  without  much  respect  to  the  leel- 

ingi  of  the  author,  or  even  to  the  indications  ol 

merit  which   the  work  displayed.      The  review 

was' read,   and  excited  mirth;    the  poems  wen 

neglected,  the  author  wis  irritated,  and  took  bis 


venge  i 


at  the  < 


pmted  the  injustice  of  the  offending  ci 


ripening 


lalenLi  of  the  hanl.     Ha< 


id  [gnat  ion  aga 


their  readers,  and  put  all  the  tangbler  on  hissiilt 
Lord  Byron  went  abroad,   and  tlia  conlmversy 
II  for  Mme  years  furgutten. 
It  was  at  Newsteail,  jost  before  hit  coming  of 
■e,  be  liod  planned  his  fature  travels,  and  bis 
'i|pnal  intention  included  a  much  larger  portion 
uf  the  world  than  that  which  he  afierwnnls  vi- 
liled.     He  first  thought  of  Penia,  to  whicb  idea 
indeed  he  tor  a  Ion];  time  adhered.      He  after- 
wards tnennt   to  tail  for  India,  and  hnd  lO  far 
contemplated  thiii  project  ai  to  write  for  infbr- 
nHtian    from  the  Arabic  professor  at  Cambridge, 
and  to  atk  hit  mother  to  inijuire  of  a  friend  who 
had  lived  in  India,  what  things  would  be  neces- 
tary  For  bis  voyage.     He  tbrmed  his  plan  of  Ira- 
Telling  npon  very  difterent  grounds 
which  be  afierwanli  advanced.     All  nten  should 
travel  at  one  time  or  anolhexi  he  thought, 
had  then  no  conneiiont  to  prevent  him ;  w 
might  enter  into  political  li 

loindgeofmenby 


ge).  Lor,i  Byn 
en^u-ked  at  Falmonth  for  Liilion,  and  then 
prSeedeil,    liy  the  miithern  proiincei  of  Spain, 

the  Mediterranean.     The  object!    ' 
with  as  far  as  Gibraltar  seem  to  hove  occuraed 

Ihe.  lem[iorary  eiclusion  of  ' 
glonmy  and  misanthropic  ihooghls;  hr  a  let 
which  he  wrote  to  his  mother  from  thence  ci 
laint  no  indication  of  them,  but,  on  the  eo 
Irary,  much  playful  deBcri|ilian  of  the  sco 
ihrougb  whicb  he  had  passed.  At  Seville,  Lord 
Byron  lodged  in  the  bonse  of  two  single 

of  whom,  however,  was  about  to  be  ra; 
Though  he  remained  there  only  three  days,  she 
paid  bim  the  most  pam'cnlar  attention 
their  parting,  embraced  him  with  grej 

illingDETalocltof  bit  hair,  and  preien ling 
lb  one  of  her  own.  With  Ibii  •perinen 
of  Sjianish  female  manners,  he  proceeded  to  Co- 
dhi.  where  varioos  incidents  occurred  to  confirm 
I  formed  at  Seville  of  the 
ind  which  made  bim  leave 
Cailii  with  regret,  and  determine  to  return  la 
it.  Lord  Byron  wrote  lu  bii  mother  from 
Moha.^^DO^cing  bit  tat^y,  and  again  from 
Previsa,  in  >ovember.  Upon  arriving  at  Vanlna, 
Lord  Byron  found  that  All  Pacha  wai  with  hit 
troop  in  lllyrium,  liesie^ing  Ibrahim  Pacha 
in  Herat;  hut  the  viiier,  bnving  heard  that  ■ 
English  nobleman  wat  in  bis  country,  had  given 
orders   at    Vanina    to    nipply    bim    with   e*ery 

Yaoinn,  Lord  Byron  weut  to  Tepaleen. 
wat  lodged  in  the  palace,  and  the  ncil  day  intro- 
duced 1o  AJi  Pacha,  who  declared  that  be  knew 
him  to  be  a  man  of  rank  from  the  imalhieu  of 
his  ears,  bit  curling  hair,  and  hit  whiu  handi, 
and  who  tent  him  a  variety  of  sweelmeatt,  fruilt, 
and  other  Inmriet.  In  going  in  a  Turkith  ibif 
of  war,  provided  for  him  by  Ali  Pacha,  from  Pre- 
visa, inleoding  to  sail  for  Palrat,  Lord  Kyro 


r  Inst 


gale  of  wind. 


from  the  igiiomnce  nf  the  Turkith  officers  and 
sailors,  and  was  driven  on  the  coaM  of  Suli. 
instance  of  disinterested  hoipitality  in  the  chief 
of  a  Sniiote  village  occurred  to  Lord  Byron,  i 
coDMquence  of  his  disasters  in  the  Turkish  gal- 
liot. The  honest  Albanian,  after  attisting 
in  his  dittrest.  supplying  bit  wanit,  and  lodging 
him  and  bis  suite,  refused  to  receive  any  n 
neration.    When  Lord  Byron  preued  bin  to  take 


pay  ni 


I  wish 


dlov 


iroduced    to  Hussein  Bey  and  Mahmont  Pa 
two  young  children  nf  Ali  Pacha.    Subseque: 


II  length,  in  July,  i 


impany«i 


Ih  John    I 
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On  the  3tl  of  May,  1810,  vrhilethis  fri(jate  w»s 
lyiii(r  at  anchor  in  the  Dardnnelles,  lAird  Byron, 
accom|Kiiiiecl  by  Lieutenant  Ekenhead,  swaiBf^he 
Hellespont  from  the  Eunipean  shore  to  the  Asia- 
tic—about  tAvo  miles  wide.      The   tide   of  the 
Dardanelles  runs  so  stron(;,  that  it  is  impossible 
either  to  swim  or  to  sail  to  any  {;ivcn  point.  Lord 
Byron  went  from  the  ciistle  to  Abydos,  and  landed 
ou  tlic  opposite  shore,  full  three  miles  l>elow  his 
meditated  place  of  approach.     He  had  a  boat  in 
attendance  all  the  way ;  so  that  no  dan(;er  could 
l>e  apprehended  even  if  his  strength  had  failed.  His 
lonlship  records,  in  one  of  his  minor  poems,  that 
he  got  the  ague  by  the  voyage ;    but  it  was  well 
known,  that  when  he  landed,  he  was  so  much 
exhausted,  that  he  gladly  accepted  the  offer  of  a 
Turkish  fisherman,  and  reposed  in  his  hut  for  se- 
veral hours;  he  was  then  ver^'  ill,  and  as  Lieute- 
nant FJieidiead  was  compelled  to  go  on  board  his 
frigate,  he  was  left  alone.    The  Turk  had  no  idea 
of  the  rank  or  conse(j[uencc  of  his  inmate,  but 
paid  him  most  marked  attention.     His  wife  was 
his  nurse,  and,  at  the  end  of  five  days,  he  left  the 
shore,  completely  recovered.  When  he  was  about 
to  embark,   the  Turk  gave  him  a  lai^e  loaf,  a 
cheese,  and  a  skin  filled  with  wine,  and  then  pre- 
sented him  with  a  few  [taras  (about  a  penny  each), 
prayed  Allah  to  bless  him,  and  wished  huu  safe 
home.     His  lordship  made  him  no  return  to  this, 
more  than   saying  he   felt  much   obliged.      But 
when    he  airived  at  Abydos,  he  sent  over  his 
man  Stefano,  to  the  Turk,  with  an  assortment  of 
fishing-nets,  a  fowling  )>iece,  a  brace  of  pistols, 
and  twelve  yards  of  silk  to  make  gowns  for  his 
wife.     The  poor  Turk  was  astonished,  and  said, 
•  What  a  noble  return  for  an  act  of  humanity  !> 
He  then  foruied  the  resolution  of  crossing  the 
Hellespont,  and,  in  propria  ftersona,  thanking  his 
lordship.    His  wife  approved  of  the  plan ;  and  he 
had  sailed  about  half  way  across,  when  a  sudden 
squall  upset  his  boat,  and  the  poor  Turkish  fisher- 
man  found  a  watery  grave.    Lord  Byron  was 
much  distressed  when  he  heard  of  the  catastrophe, 
and,  with  all  that  kindness  of  heart  which  was 
natural  to  him,  he  sent  to  the  widow  fifty  dol- 
lars, and  told  her  he  would  ever  be  her  friend, 
lliis  anecdote,  so  highly  honorable  to  his  lord- 
ship's memory,  is  very  little  known.     Lieutenant 
Hare,  who  was  on  the  spot  at  the  time,  furnished 
the  |)articnlars,  and  added  that,  in  the  year  18 17, 
Lord  Byron,  then  proceeding  to  Constantinople, 
landed  at  the  same  spot,  and  made  a  handsome 
present  to  the  widow  and  her  son,  who  recollected« 
the  circumstance,  but  knew  not  Lord  Byron,  his 
dress  and  appearance  having  so  altered  him. 

It  was  nut  until  after  Lord  Byron  arrived  at 
Constantinople  that  he  decided  not  to  go  on  to 
Persia,  but  to  jiass  the  following  summer  in  the 


Morea.     At   Constantinople,   Mr   Hobhouse  Irft 
him  to  return  to  England.     On  losing  his  com- 
panion, Lord  Byron  went  again,  and  ahme,  over 
much  of  the  old  track  which  he  had  already  vi- 
sited,  and  stiiflied  the  scenery  and  manners,  of 
Greece  especially,  with  the  searching  eye  of  1 
poet  and  a  painter.    His  mind  appeared  occasion- 
ally to  have  some  tendency  towards  a  recovery 
from  the  morbid  state  of  moral  apathy   which 
he  had  previously  evinced,  and  the  gratificatioD 
which  he  manifested  on  observing  the  sujieriority, 
in  ever)'  respect,  of  England  to  other  couotries, 
proved  that  patriotism  was  far  from  being  extinct 
in  his  bosom.     I'he  embarrassed  state  of  his  af- 
fairs at  length  induced  him  to  return  home,  to 
endeavour  to  arrange  them;  and  he  arrived  ia 
the   Volage   frigate   on  the   ad   of  July,    iSir, 
having  been  absent  exactly  two  years.  His  health 
had  not  suffered  by  his  travels,  although  it  had 
been  interrupted  by  two  sharp  fevers;    but  be 
had  put  himself  entirely  on  a  vegetable  diet,  and 
drank  no  wine. 

Soon  after  his  arrival,  he  was  summoned  to 
Newstead,  in  consequence  of  the  serious  ilinev 
of  his  mother;  but  on  reachhig  the  abbey,  found 
that  she  had  breathed  her  last.    He  suffered  much 
fn>m  this  loss,  and  from  the  disappointment  of 
not  seeing  her  before  her  death;  and  while  his 
feelings  on  the  subject  were  still  very  acute,  he 
received  the  iutelligi^nce,  that  a  friend,  whom  he 
highly  esteemed,  had  been  drowned  in  the  CanL 
He  had  not  long  before  heard  of  the  death,  at 
Coinibra,  of  a  school-fellow,  to  whom  he  was 
much  attached.     These  three  melancholy  events, 
occurring  within  the  sjvice  of  a  month,  had,'  no 
doubt,  a  powerful  effect  on  Lord  Byron's  feeling 
Towards  the  termination  of  his  «  English  Bards 
and  Scotch  Reviewers,*  the  noble  author  had  de- 
clared, that  it  was  his  intention  to  break  off,  from 
that  jjcriod,   his  newly-formed   connexion   with . 
the  Muses,  and  that,  should  he  return  in  safety 
from   the    «  Minarets*    of    Constantinople,    the 
■  Maidens*  of  (Georgia,  and  the  «  Sublime  Snows* 
of  Mount  Caucasus,   nothing  on  earth    should 
tempt  him  to  resume  the  pen.     Such  resolutions 
arc  seldom  maintained.     In  February,  181  a,  the 
first  two  cantos  of  «Childe  Harold's  Pilgrimage* 
(with  the  manuscript  of  which  he  had  presented 
his  friend  Mr  Dallas)  made  their  appearance,  pro- 
ducing an  effect  upon  the  public  equal  to  that  of 
any  work#vliich  had  been  published  within  this 
or  the  last  century'. 

Tl'.is  poem  is,  peciiaps,  the  most  original  in  the 
English  language,  l)oth  in  conception  and  execu- 
tion. It  is  no  more  Jike  Beattie's  Minstrel  than 
Paradise  Lost  —  though  the  former  production 
was  in  the  noble  author's  mind  when  first  think- 
ing of  (<hilde  Harold.     A  great  poet,  who  gives 


LIFE  OF  LOUD  HYI10N. 


Iiimwlfuii  free  ami  uiiionfinrd  lc>  llw  imp 
of  bit  KBiiiai,  at  llyron  did  in  ibe  better  part  of 
lbi<  nni^lar  cnutian,  ahoHa  to  lu  a  ipiril 
«nt  out  from  tbe  biail<  of  nitnre,  to  rauge 
Ilie  eartb  and  the  mcietiei  of  ne'n.  Even  S 
tpears  biniwir  aubniit.  to  [he  ahacklei  of  hiatory 
and  (odety.  Bui  here  Byron  has  traverial  thi 
whalD  arlh,  borne  alDug  by  tbe  whiriwind  o: 
hit  own  ipirit.  Wherever  ■  forest  frowned,  o< 
a  temple  Blilletwl— tbero  he  was  privileged  n 
benil  Ilia,  Hight.  He  luddenly  tiaru  up  from  hii 
ioliiory  dream,  by  tbe  lecreybuntain  of  the  de- 
•erl,  and  deacenda  at  onc^nto  tba  iniinilt  of 
peopled  or  tbe  aifencc  of  deserted  cities.  WKat- 
everactoally  Eved— had  pcrithed  herelofon— or 
llul  had  wilhin  it  a  power  to  kindle  pauian, 
became  the  maUrwf  of  hia  all-embraciog  lonQ. 
Tbme  are  no  nitiliu  ol  lims  or  place  to  fetter 
bJra— and  we  fly  wilh  bim  from  hill-top  Id  hill- 
lDp,aii()  from  lower  la  tawer.ovurall  ibetoliiode 
ofnatan.aDdalllhemagnilicence  of  art.  When 
ibe  pait  paijeaDts  of  history  seemed  too  dim  and 
faded,  be  would  turn  In  the  «pleiidid  apeclaclci 
ibafhaie  dignified  oar  own  day,  and  ths  iinagei 
«f  king!  and  eonijnomra  of  old  gava  place  lo 
ihote  that  nrn'  yel  living  in  aovereigiity  and 
ulle.  Indeed  much  of  the  power  wlucb  Byroii 
iwueued  was  derived  from  ihisiaurce.  He  liied 
Id  (  aort  of  synipnlby  wilh  tlie  public  mind— 
lomelimM  wholly  distinct  from  il— sometimei 

Kith  il,— hui,  al  nil  limei,  in  all  his  tliu>i(;bu 
■r.d  acliont.  bearing  a  reference  to  ihe  pnblic 
niiuL  Hia  ipiril  needed  not  lo  go  back  into  the 
rut,— ihough  it  often  did  an,— lif  bring  ihe  ob- 
l«ti  of  its  love  back  lo  eartb  in  more  beauufnl 
life.  TheciislencebepaiDleilwae- ibe  present. 
Iheobjeclshe  preHinled  were  marked  out  lo  him 
1^  oieii'*  actual  regards.  It  was  hit  to  speak  uf 
ill  those  greal  polilical  evenit  which  were  objectf 
of  nch  passionate  and  nnivenal  sympathy.  But 
chiefly  he  spoke  our  own  feelinga,  eialted  in 
thought,  language,  and  pauioD.  Histrareltwere 
uu,  a(  Ant.  the  self-impelled  act  of  a  mind  se- 
rtriug  itself  ID  lonely  roaming  from  all  parti- 
ci|>aliaa  in  ilie  society  lo  wbicU  il  belonged, 
but  rather  obrjing  the  geuerol  nolion  of  the 
Bindof  thai  Hiuicty. 

Tbe  indicatiotia  of  a  bold,  powerhil,  and  ori- 
ginal mind  wliich  glanced  ibrongh  every  line  of 
Cbilde  Harold,  eleclritied  the  tastt  of  readers, 
and  placed  ai  once  apon  Lord  Bymu's  head  the 
prlaod  forwhirh  otbrrmeii  of  genint  have  toiled 
long,  and  nbicb  they  have  gained  late,  lie  was 
placed  pre-emineDl  among  Ihe  literary  men  of 
fait  conutry  by  general  utxlamatioa.  Those  wbo 
bad  to  rigomusly  cenmred  hiii  Juvenile  estay.i, 
aod  perbnps  ■  dreaded  such  aiioiber  field,'  »cte 


forts: 

CfaUde  Harold   much  lo  regret  and  to 
diinint  withhold  ibeir  iribnle  of  applsn 
depth  uf  iboughl,  tbe  power  and  force  of  ei|ires- 
sioo.ond  the  energy  of  tenlimeni  which  animated 
the  •Pilgrimage.-'  Thai,  as  all  admired  the  poem, 
all  were  prepared  to  greet  tbe  author  wilb  ibal 
fame  which   ia    the   jioet'i  best  reward,     tl  wat 
amidst  such  feelings  of  admiration  that  Lord  By- 
ron fully  eotered  on  thai  public  stage  where,  tol' 
clu>e  uf  bis  life,  he  made  so  diatiiiguiahed  a  G^pi 
Ever)'  thing  in  Us  manner,   person,  and  c( 
venation  tended  lo  maintain  the  charm  wbi 
hia  genius  had  flung  aronnd  hioi;  anrl  those  ad- 
mitted lo  bis  cnnvcrsalion,   far  ^m  Ending  that 
the  itis]>ired   poet  sunk  into  ordinary  mortality, 
fell  themselves  a  I  lacbed  to  him  not  only  by  many 
noble  qualities,  but  by  the  inleretl  ofamyite- 
riuua,  undelinecl,  and  almost  jiainful  curiosity. 

Il  is  well  knowu  bow  wide  the  doort  of  todely 
are  opeiieil  in  London  lo  literary 
a  degree  far  infer] ur  to  Lord  Byro 
is  only  necessary  to  be  honorably  dilliiiguitbeJ 
by  ibe  public  voice  lu  move  oi  a  denizen  in  ibe 
tint  drciei.  Tbii  passport  wat  not  neceuary  ta 
Ijird  Byion,  who  pouessed  the  herediiary  clainu 
of  binb  and  rank.  Bui  the  iuleiest  which  liii 
geiriut  allacbed  to  bit  presence,  and  lo  hit  c 
versalion,  wai  of  a  nature  far  beyond  what  tL 
hereditary  claims  could  of  tbeuuelves  have  o 
ferred,  and  his  reception  wa>  enthusiaitic  beyond 

ly  thing  imaginable.  Lord  Pyron  was 
of  tboie  literary  men  of  whom  iCmaybe  triilytaid, 
ninHi'lpREKiili&^niRni.  AcounteDance.eiipiiBilely 
modeled  to  the  eipretaioa  of  feeling  and  pattJOD, 
and  eibibiling  tbe  remarkable  contrast  of  very 
dark  bajr  and  eye-browi,  wilh  lighl  and  cipret- 
ive  eyes,  presented  to  ihe  pbyiiognomiit  Ihe  mi  ~ 
interesting  subject  for  tbe  eierciae  of  bit  a 
he  predominating  enpretaion  was  thai  of  deep 
id  babitoal  thought,  which  gave  way  to 
osl  rapid  play  of  features  when  he  engaged 
teresling  discutsioni  to  that  n  hrolher  ji 
impated  them  to  the  iculpture  of  a  hcaulifnl 
abastcr  vase,  only  teen  to  perfection  when 
lighted  up  from  within.  The  Hashes  of  mirth, 
gaiety,  joibgnation,  or  satirical  dislike  which  tre- 
i[uenlly    animated    Lord    Byron's    countenance, 

laken  by  a  itraiiger  for  its  habitual  expreasioa, 
00  easily  and  an  happily  was  it  formed  for  ibem 
^;  but  those  who  lud  an  opportunity  of  itudy- 
■  ■     "  for  a  length  of  time,  and  upon 

t,    both    of   r 
knew  that  ibeir  proper  langnage  was  that  of  me- 
'  incholy,       Somelimci  shades  of  this  gloom  ii 


upluJ  e 


s   gayos 


l,ap],y  n 
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ineuti;  and  the  roMawinj  len 
dropped  from  hi>  pen  to  cicc 
prcuion  of  melandioly  which  overclouded  the 


Mt  ihiwehu  Iheir 

Back  u>  m,  bruil  ll 

And  Ueid  wilbiu 


II  Wi 


Mice  rtejeclion  helonginj; 

t  age,  nor  the  inccess  of 
nithoDt  feeliug  an  inde- 


ncitber  to  tl 

(hii  young  n 

finabie  curioHty    to   ucertain  whether  il  had  a 

deeper  came  ihan  hsLit  or  conitiluliaiial  lempe- 

rament.  Il  wat  obvioutly  of  a  degree  incalculably 

more  wrioiu  than   thai   alluded  to  by  Prince 


Bat,  howioevsr  derived,  ibii,  joined  to  Lord  By- 


and., 


•*  if  he  coDlemned  ihem,  and  felt  that  hit  (phen 
wu  hr  slioYe  the  f^iihionable  and  friioluiu 
crowd  which  turrouiided  Lim,  g^ive  a  iirong  ef- 
fect of  coluuriog  ID  a  character  whose  linti 
were  olherwiK  decidedly  romantic.  >oLle  and 
far  deaceuded,  the  pilgrim  of  diitant  and  tavagc 
countriet,  eminent  ai  a  poet  among  the  (irtl 
whom  Britain  hai  produced,  aiid  hating  beiidei 
caat  around  him  a  myilerioui  cbann  ariaiog  from 
the  lonibre  looe  of  hii  poetry,  and  the  occaiionat 
melancholy  of  hii  depoitment.  Lord  Byron  oc- 
copied  the  eyes  and  intemted  the  bwlingg  of  at). 
The  enthuuaatic  looked  on  him  to  admire,  the 
lerioui  with  ■  with  to  admoniih,  and    the  aofc 

base  woHiliDu,  from  which,  perhapi,  ihii  age  ii 
more  free  than  any  other,  forgave  the  man  wfaoH 
■plendor  dimmed  the  Gime  of  hii  competiLon 
The  generality  of  Lord  Byton'i  diipojilioo,  hit 
reailinew  to  aHtil  merit  in  ditlrew,  and  to  briu^ 
il  forward  where  nnkoowD,  deieTvedand  obtained 
general  regard  awhile  hii  poetical  efFuiiona,  pour- 
ed forth  with  equal  force  and  fertility,  ihowed  at 
once  a  daring  confidence  in  hi*  own  powen,  aufl 
■  determination  (o  inainlain,  by  aralinued  efFbri, 
the  high  place  he  had  attained  in  Briliah  litar 

At  one  of  the  fuhioDable  partio  where  t 
noble  bard  vii  pretcnl.  Hit  Majctty,  then  Prii; 
Begent^  entered  the  room  :    Lord  Byron  wai 


diitance  at  the  lime,  but,  on  learning  who 

u,  Uii  Hoyal  Highneai  lent  a  gentleman  to 

lo  deiire  that  he  would  he  preaented.     Of 

u  the  preientatioa  tonli  place  j  the  Begirt 

axpreued  hii  adniration  of   ■  Childe  Harold'i 

Pilgrimage,!    and   entered    into  a  cc 

rhich  no  faicinated  the  poet,    that   . 

isen    for  an   accident  which    defern 

ntended  lo   have  been  held    the  next   day,  he 

n  unf»riuaate  iuUuence  counteracted  the  effect 
if*royal  praite,  and  Lord  Byron  [lennitted  him 
elF  to  write  and  \cnk   diir«|iectfully  of   the 

The  whale  of  Byron'i  political  career  may  be 
lummedup  in  the  fallowing  anecdote): 

TheEarlofCariiile  hating  decliued  Ic 

luce   lArd  Byron  Iiybe  Houie  of  Peen,  he  re- 

lolved    la    ialroduce    himielf,    and   accordingly 

went  there  a  little  before  the  umal  honr,   wbed    , 

he  knew  few  of  the  lordi  would  he  preieat.      On 

entering  he  appeared  rather  abashed  and  look 

very  pale,  hnt,   pauing  the  wooliack,  when  tl 

Chancellor   (Lord  Elduu)    wai  engaged  in  tea 

le  ordinary  routine  of  the  honie,    he  we 

:tly  to  ibe  (able,  where  the  oalhi  were  a 

slered    lo  him  in    the  uttial  maoner.     Tl 

Lord  Chancellonhen  approached,  and  offered  ba 


1   the 


I    fomiliai 


111  taking  poueuion  of  luf 
inly  placed  tlia  lip*  of  b 
tingera  in  the  Chancellor!  hand;  tha  loiter  ra- 
imed  to  hii  leat,  and  Byron,  after  lo«DgingB 
few  minutei  on  one  of  the  op|niitian  b«icha, 
retired.     To  ki>  friend,  Mr  Dallai.  who  followed 

he  gave  an  a  reason  for 
into  the  ipirit  of  the  Chancellor,  •  that  it  miiht 
have  been  lappowd  he  would  join 
party,  whereai  he  intended  to  haTe  nothing  at 
all  to  do  with  .    ' 

lie  only  addrea»ed  the  home  three  timei ;  the 
tinl  of  fail  ipceches  wai  on  the  Fraow-w 
Bill ;  the  lecond  in  favour  of  the  Catholic  clai 
which  gave  good  hopes  of  his  becoming  an  t 
tor;  and  the  other  related  to  a  petition  fromMajor 
CartwHght.  Byrou  liimulf  lays,  the  Lords  told 
him  I  bii  manner  was  not  dignified  eni>ugh  for 
them,  and  would  betler  >uit  the  lower  hou>e;> 
othera  lay,  they  gathered  round  him  while  ipeak- 
ing,  liilening  with  the  greatest  aileuiion— a  sign 
at  any  rate  that  he  wai  intereiting.  Ha  alvayi 
voted  with  the  oj>)>oiitian,  but  e\'ioced  no  like- 
lihood of  becoming  ihe  hbnd  putiian  of  ei 
lide. 

The  fbllowing  il 
neroiity,  the  delica 
volence  of  Byron'i  i 
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A  youiiB  todj  of  rami  JernMe  tnlcrlt,  bul  whi 
bod  never  been  abtr  la  luiiceed  in  turning  tlifn 
to  any  pralitable  accounl.  wai  reduced  la  f-rta 
hsrdihipi  lhrauQ;h  the  mlitartunei  of  lier  fa- 
mily. The  only  penout  from  whom  she  cauIJ 
hue  hopcid  far  relief  wen!  abroad,  aod  lo  nrgpd 
e  by  the  soFferingi  of  ihow  the  held 
dwr  ibin  by  her 
'ilion  to  wail  on  I^rd  Byron  at  hii  orarlmenl* 
1  (be  Albany,  lod  aik  hit  inbscriptiou  (o  e 
olnme  of  poemi:  ihe  had  no  preTioui  know- 
alRB  of  him  eirepi  from  his  work*,  but  from 
the  bolJiieic  and  feeling  rKpresHid  in  Ihem,  sh( 
coocludal  that  lie  muil  be  a  man  of  kind  heart 
amiable  diipoiilioii.  Eiperience  did  ni 
[ipolnl  her,  and  ihougli  iba  entered  lb 
nparinienl  iriib  faltering  tiept  and  a  palpiUliii 
beart,  >he  Htun  found  counge  to  ilate  her  re 
t]ue«i,  which  >be  did  in  Ibe  most  sim|ile  aa 
delicate  nunniir:  fie  bennt  it  wilh  tlie  mo! 
marked  atlenlioii  aud  the  keenett  tympaib  j ;  and 

lieu  (be  bad  ccawd  ipeakiug,  he,  at  if  1 
tor  thaoghls  from  a  lubjccl  which  could 
l>ul  painful  lo  ber,  began  to  converve  in  w 
Faacinaiing,  and  lanei  >o  gentle,  Ihal  ihe  hardly 
lived    be  had  been   writing,    until  be    jml 


BMwceH  bil  fbrUioe 


••ilj> 


I   folded    J 


p   ot  paiier 


I    her  band,  tsying 


■•  hit  tubi^criplion,  and  ihat  he  moti  heartily 
•riihed  ber  aucceu.  ■  But.-  added  he,  .  we  are 
both  young,  and  the  world  ii  very  ceniariooi, 
■od  to  if  I  were  lo  take  any  actiye  pari  in  pro- 
curiog  lubtcriben  to  your  poenu,  I  fear  it  would 
do  you  hana  mlher  than  good.-  The  young 
lady,  overpowered  by  (be  prudence  and  delicacy 
f  bil  condacl,  look  her  leave,  aid  upon  opening 
1  Ihe  (treat  the  paper,  which  in  her  agiution 
ha  had  not  prevloutly  looked  at,  the  found  il 
wat  •  dnfl  upon  bii  honker  for  Hlly  poundt! 

The  eomily  ihal  Byron  eiilertained  rawardt 
the  Carl  of  Carlisle  wai  owing  lo  Iwo  caivi: 
■he  earl  had  spoken  ralher  irreverently  nf  ihe 
Hourt  of  Mleneu,.  when  Byron  eipecled,  at 
relation,  that  he  wonld  have  countenunced  it. 
e  had  more<iver  nfuunP  lo  inlioduce  hu  klnt- 
lan  to  the  Houte  of  Lords,  even,  il  is  said, 
•omewhal  doubtinu  bit  right  lo  a  leul  in  that 
luHurable  houie. 

The  Earl  of  Carlisle  was  a  gn'at  admirer  of 
die  clattic  drama,  anil  once  publiebed  a  si(|ienny 
painphlet,inwhichhetlrenuau.ly  argued  ill  behalf 
of  ibe  propriety  and  iicccuily  of  imall  ihealivs: 
on  tlie  Kime  day  that  iliis  weighty  publication  ap- 
Tieared,  he  subvribeil  a  thousand  pounds  tur 
tome  public  purpose.  On  Ihis  occasion  Byrun 
composed  the  following  epiijram  : 


Byran  retained  hit  antipathy  to  ibii  relatiie 
the  lust.      On   reading  some  tinei  io  ibe  nrv 
papers  addrvtwd  la  Lady  Holland  by  the  Earl  of 
Carlisle,  persuading  her  lo   reject  ibe  inuff-boi 
bequeathed  to  ber^y  Napoleon,  beginaiug: 

He  immediately  wrote  the  following  parody  : 


Let  nol  seven  ilsniis  orillfll  hy  ■  bars 
Pmeal  r«ir  li^Tsfajp  from  ukinf,  ,aotf. 

SirLumley  SkrfGiiglon  had  wrillen  a  tragedy, 
called,  if  we  remember  rifiht,  -The  Mytteri 
Bride.  ■  which  was  fairly  damned  on  the  Rnl  nigbt : 
a  matijnerade  look  place  soon  after  this  fetal  ci 
tostropbe,  Id  which  wl'oI  John  Cam  Hohhouse.ai 
.Spanish  non  wha  bad  been  ravished  by  ibe  French 
army,  and  was  tinder  the  protection  of  bit  lord- 
ibip.  Skefiiiiglon,  compassionating  the  unfortunate 
young  woman,  aikeil,  in  a  very  teniimrntal  man- 
ner, of  Byron,  ■  wlio  <l  theT>  .  The  Mytlerioui 
Bride,!  replied  bit  lordship. 

On  Byron's  reiuni  from  his  Gnt  tour,  Mr.  Dallas 
called  npon  him,  and,  afler  ihe  usual  saluta 
had  pasted,  inquired  if  he  wai  prepared  with 
any  olber  work  lo  support  ihe  feme  which  be 
bad  already  acquired.  Byron  then  delivered  for 
hit  eiaminaliou  a  poem,  eniiilrd  •  llinu  from 
Horace,-  being  a  pirapbraie  of  tbeart  of  poelry. 
Mr.  Dallas  promised  lo  luperinlend  the  poblica. 
tion  of  ibis  piece  as  he  had  done  thai  ol'  ibi 
satire,  and,  accordingly,  it  was  carried  to  0  w- 
iborn  Ihe  bo.ikseller,  and  matters  ananged;  bul 
Mr  l)allas,no(  ihinkinj;  ibc  poem  likely  lo  increasi 
hit  lordship't  reputation,  allowed  it  to  linger  in 
the  pnss.     It  beg.in  thus: 


.V 

fluifl«ldn° 

l«lh> 

f  Liwtt 

ccfainil 

wilh. 

.'bikt 

.'J  Ul.. 

srJ  hi.  .rt. 

INjiu 

bluih 

S.wuI.R>awn 

li«ol,I  «n.e 

ein.  for 

hewer.. 

neni-i' 

suiii 

:^w  D-  (u 

ewncM 

.>i  Hen) 

Ikf 

n.de  iM\  ^r 

m^hic  iplr 

.11  il.li  6,n- 

IH't 

nniH 

Mr  Dallas  eipressed  his  sorrow  ibal  bis 

ip  bad  written  nothiiii;  elte.     Byron  ihei 
himtbalbehadoccasionallyct 
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h.i(l  visited.  «  They  are  not  worth  troubling  you 
with,*  said  his  lordship,  «  but  you  shall  have 
them  all  with  you :  •  he  then  took  •  Childe 
Harold's  Pil{;rima{;e  •  from  a  trunk,  and  de- 
livered it  to  him.  Mr  Dallas,  having  re4d  the 
poem,  was  in  raptures  with  it;  he  instantly 
resolved  to  do  his  utmost  in  suppressing  the 
•  Hints  from  Horace,*  and  to  bring  out  Childe  Ha- 
rold. He  urged  Dyron  to  puhlkh  this  last  poem  ; 
but  he  was  unwilling,  and  preferred  to  have  the 
«  Hints*  published.  He  would  not  be  convinced 
of  the  great  merit  of  the  «  Childe,*  and  as  some 
person  had  seen  it  before  Mr  Dallas,  and  ex- 
pressed disapprobation,  Dyron  was  by  no  means 
sure  of  its  kind  reception  by  the  world.  In  a 
short  time  afterwards,  however,  he  agreed  to  its 
publication,  and  requested  Mr  Dallas  not  to  deal 
with  Cawthorn,  but  offer  it  to  Miller  of  Albe- 
marle Street :  he  wished  a  fashionable  publish- 
er; but  Miller  declined  it,  chieBy  on  account 
of  the  strictures  it  contained  on  Lord  Elgin, 
whose  publisher  he  was.  Longman  hud  refused 
to  publish  the  «  Satire,*  and  Byron  woul4  not 
suffer  any  of  his  works  to  come  from  that  house: 
the  work  was  therefore  carried  to  Mr  Murray, 
who  then  kept  a  shop  opposite  St.  Dunstan's 
church  in  Fleet  Street.  Mr  Murray  had  ex- 
pressed a  desire  to  publish  for  Lord  Uyrun,  and 
rq|[retted  that  Mr  Dallas  had  not  taken  the  «  Eng- 
lish Bards  and  Scotch  Reviewers*  to  him ;  but 
this  was  after  its  success. 

Byron  fell  into  company  with  Hogg,  the  Et- 
trick  Shepherd,  at  the  Luikes.  The  Shepnerd  was 
standing  at  the  inn  door  of  Ambleside,  when  forth 
came  a  strapping  young  man  from  the  house, 
and  off  with  hin  hat,  and  out  with  his  hand. 
Hogg  did  not  know  him,  and,  appearing  at  a 
dead  halt,  the  other  relieved  him  by  saying,  «  Mr 
Hogg,  I  hope  you  will  excuse  me ;  my  name  is 
Byron,  and  1  cannot  help  thinking  that  we  ought 
to  hold  ourselves  acquainted.*  The  poets  ac- 
cordingly shook  hanils  immediately,  and,  while 
they  oin tinned  at  the  Lakes,  were  hand  and 
.  glove,  drank  furiously  together,  aud  laughed  at 
their  brother  bards.  On  Byron's  leaving  the 
Lakes,  he  sent  Hogg  a  letter  quizzing  the  Lakists, 
which  the  Shepherd  was  so  mischievous  as  to 
show  to  them. 

When  residing  at  Mitylene'in  the  year  1811, 
he  portioned  eight  young  girls  very  liberally, 
and  even  danced  with  them  at  the  marriage 
feast;  he  gave  a  cow  to  one  man,  horses  to  an- 
other, and  cotton  and  silk  to  several  girls  who 
lived  by  weaving  these  materials :  he  also  bought 
a  new  boat  for  a  fishennan  who  had  lost  his 
own  in  a  gale,  and  he  often  gave  Greek  testa- 
ments to  the  poor  children. 

While  at  Metaxatp,  in  iSiB,  an  emlMinkment, 


at  which  several  [>ersons  had  been  enga{;cd  digg- 
ing, fell  in,  and  burie<l  some  of  them  alive :  he 
was  at  dinner  when  he  heard  of  the  accident, 
and,  starting  up  from  the  table,  ran  to  the  spot, 
accompanied  by  his  physician,  who  took  a  supply 
of  medicines  with  him.  The  labourers  who  were 
employed  to  extricate  their  companions,  soon 
became  alarmed  fnr  themselves,  and  refused  to 
go  on,  saying,  they  believed  they  had  dug  oat 
all  the  bodies  which  had  been  covered  liy  the 
ruins.  Lord  Byron  endeavoured  to  indnce  them 
to  continue  their  exertions,  but  finding  menaces 
in  vain,  he  seized  a  spade  and  begau  to  d^  niMt 
zealously;  at  length  the  peasantry  joined  him, 
and  they  succeeded  in  saving  two  more  persons 
from  certain  death. 

It  is  stated  in  the  «  Conversations,*  that  Byron 
was  engaged  in  several  duels, — that  in  one  in- 
stance he  was  himself  principal  in  an  ■  affair  of 
honour*  with  Ilobliouse,'and  would  have  been 
so  in  another  with  Moore,  if  the  Bard  of  Erin's 
challenge  had  been  properly  forwardetl  to  him. 

On  the  ad  of  January,  181 5,  Lord  Byron  mar- 
ried, at  S<*nham,  in  the  county  of  Durham, 
Anne  Isaliella,  only  daughter  of  Sir  Halph  Mill- 
bank  (since  Noel),  Bart.  To  this  lady  he  had 
made  a  proposal  twelve  months  before,  but  wai 
rejected:  well  would  it  have  been  for  their  mo- 
tual  happiness  had  that  rejection  l)eeti  repeated. 
After  their  marriage.  Lord  and  Lady  Byron  took 
a  house  in  London;  gave  splendid  dinner-par- 
ties; kept  separate  carriages;  and,  in  short, 
launched  into  every  sort  of  fashionable  extravat- 
gance.  Thb  could  not  Tast  long ;  the  portion  which 
his  lordship  had  received  with  Miss  Millbank  (ten 
thousand  pounds)  soon  melted  away;  and,  at 
length,  an  execution  wat  actually  levied  on  the 
furniture  of  his  residence.  It  was  then  agreed 
that  Lady  Byron,  who,  on  the  i  otli  of  December, 
181 5,  had  presented  her  lord  with  a  daughter, 
should  pay  a  visit  to  her  father  till  the  stonn 
was  blown  over,  and  some  arrangements  had 
been  made  with  their  Creditors.  From  that  visit 
she  never  returned,  and  a  se()aration  ensued,  for 
which  various  reasons  have  been  assigned;  the 
real  cause  or  causes,  liowe\'er,  of  that  regretted 
event,  are  up  to  this  moment  involved  in  mys- 
tery, though,  as  might  l>e  expected,  a  wonderful 
sensation  was  excited  at  the  time,  and  every 
description  of  contradictory  rumour  was  in  active 
circulation. 

Byron  was  first  introduced  to  Miss  Millbank  at 

Lady 's.      In  going  up  stairs  he  stumbled, 

and  remarked  to  Moore,  who  accompanied  him 
that  it  was  a  l)ad  omen.  On  entering  the  room, 
he  perceived  a'  lady  more  simply  dressed  than 
the  rest  sitting  on  a  sofa.  He  asked  Moore  if  she 
was  a  humble  companion  to  any  of  the  ladies. 
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Tlie  Ullrc  rrplieJ,  ■  $he  ii  a  |;reBt  Leiresgj  )ou'd 
Ymarr]'  her,  niiil  npair  ihe  old  placs  New- 


■  There  wai  itoniething  piquant,  and  what 
term  pretty,  in  Uiu  Mitlliank  ;  hrt  fejilum  w 
nnall  and  tenrinine,  though  not  ngjular;  (he  had 
the  fiiimt  tbjn  imaginalile ;  berligarewai  pe 
fpct  Inr  her  h«i^hl,  ami  lUere  oat  a  liaiplicity, 
tiTiircd  muduiy  about  her,  wliith  wai  very  cha- 
raclen'ilic,  and  (onned  a  happy  contrail  to  i" 
rlilidal  fnroislily  and  itudied  litiffii 
i*  cglled  fauhion:  the  inleroled  nte  i 
fHdingly.  It  u  unneceuary  to  detail  the  pro- 
grcu  of  our  BCqnaintaDce  :  I  became  daijy  more 
attaebed  to  her,  and  it  ended  in  my  makiae  her 
a  prapotal  that  was  rejected ;  her  reFmal  wai 
Lttnclted  ill  temu  that  eould  not  ol^nd  me.  1 
fbu  beudu  penuaded  that  in  declining  my  offer 
the  ii^^a*prned  by  ihe  inSuence  of  her  mother; 
and  was  the  more  coufiriiied  iu  thit  opinioD  hy 
ber  reliving  our  cnrrcipondence  henelf  twelve 
moil tlu  after.  The  teiiuur  of  lier  letter  wai,  that 
although  ihe  could  not  loie  me,  tlie  deiired  my 
I  friendiiiip.  Friendship  ii  a  ilaiif^ruut  word  for 
ynunj;  ladic);  it  is  luvc  full-Hedged,  and  wailing 
for  a  fioe  day  to  Uy. 
I  •  I  vrai  not  so  young  when  my  fallier  died, 
but  that  I  perfectly  remember  him,  and  had  very 
early  a  horror  of  matrimony  from  the  il^\n  of 
ilometlic  broils :  tbii  feeling  came  oier  me  very 
ilnHigly  at  my  wedding.  Something  whispered 
me  ihat  I  wat  iealing  my  own  gdwith-wacrant. 
I  an  a  great  believer  io  preMUIiments ;  Socrjlei' 
ilfnoa  wat  not  a  fiction  i  Monk  Lewis  had  his 
nKinilur;  and  Napoleun  many  warnings.  At  the 
IjM  moment  I  would  have  retreated  if  I  could 
Lve  dnneioi  1  called  to  mind  a  fHeud  of  mine, 
who  had  m.irried  a  young,  beautiful,  and  rich 
gill,  aod  yet  was  miserable;  he  had  strongly 
urfjrd  me  againtl  putting  luy  Deck  in  the  same 
joke;  and.  to  show  you  how  firmly  1  was  re- 
•olvedto  attend  to  liis  advice,  I  belted  Hay  fifty 
eDitiMs  to  one  that  I  (huuld  always  rciuaiu  single. 
9ii  yean  afterwards  1  lent  hiiu  the  money  'the 
illy  heRire  I  proposed  to  Lady  Bytou,  1  bad  no 

.  II  had  been  predicted  hy  Mrs  Williams,  that 
tweaty-K^eii  »at  to  bo  a  dauijeroiis  age  lor  me ; 
the  brtune-lelling  witch  wa>  right,  it  was  des- 
tined Iu  prove  >o.  I  shall  uever  forget  the  jd 
of  Jaiiiury!  Lady  Uy too  [Byrn,  he  pronounced 
11}  was  Ihe  only  nnconcerned  person  present; 
Laily  NoeJ,  licr  mother,  cried;  I  trembled  like  a 
leat,  made  tlie  wrong  respoiues,  and,  afler  the 
ceremooy,  <:alled  her  Miu  Millhank. 


-  Thr, 


islory  . 


ached  to  the 


ring;  the  very  day  the  match  was  concluded,  i 
ring  of  my  mothiT's  that  bad  been  lost  was  dug 
np  by  the  gardener  at  Newgtead.  1  thought  il 
was  sent  on  purpose  for  (lie  wedding;  hut  loy 
mothers  marriage  bad  not  been  a  furtunale  one 
and  this  ring  was  Moomed  to  he  the  seal  of  ai 
uuhappier  uuiou  still. 

set  off  for  I 


-Afte 

the  onleal  was 

counlry 
at  the  ar 

what  ou 

»eal  ofSir  Italpb 
of  iiomour  to  ii 

between 

me  and  my  bn. 

early  Io 

auume  ti.e  hush 

dc.      It   H 


inbmit,  bnt  It  was  not  with  a  very  good  grace. 

•  I  have  been  accused  of  taying,  on  gelling 
intn  Ihe  curringe.  that  I  bail  married  Lady  Byro 
out  of  spite,  and  because  she  bad  refused  in 
twice.  Though  I  was  for  a  moment  veied  at  ha 
prudery,  or  whatever  it  may  b{  called,  if  I  hpd 
nude  tu  uncavalier,  not  to  My  brutal,  a  tpeach, 
1  am  couviuced  Lady  Byrou  would  instantly 
have  left  the  carriage  to  me  and  the  maid  (I 
mean  the  Jady's);  she  had  s[>irit  enough  to  have 
10,  aud  would  properly  have  resented  the 
aflrunt. 

Uur   houey-moon    was  not  all  sunshine,  it 


iobhoua 


e  lelleri 


which  would  serve  to  eiplaiii  the  rise  and  bll 
In  the  barometer;  but  it  was  uevcr  down  at  i 

•    A    cntioUB  thing  liappened  to  me   shortly 
after  the  honey-moan,  which  was  very  awkward 
al  the  time,  tint  has  since  aiDUtcd  me  much. 
so  happeneil  thai  three  married  women  were  ( 

wedding  visit  to  my  wifit  [and   in  the  ana 

be  all  birds  of  the  same  nest.     Fancy  the  scene 

on  fusion  ihal  eutued. 

The  world  sayi  I  married  Miu  Millbank  fur 

her  fortune,    because  ilie  was  a  great  hrireu. 

I  I  have  ever  received,  or  am  likely  to  r«i 

id  thai  hat  been  twice  paid  back   loo], 

,non^      My   own  iucume    al    litis  period  was 

small  and  somewhat  bespoke.      Newstead  wai  a 

nnprohlahle  estate,  and  brought  me  in  u 

i5oo(.  a  year;  the Luncasliire  property  was 

hampered  with  a  law-suit,  which  has  cost  me 

4oool.,  and  is  not  yet  finished. 

■  1  heard  afterwards  that  Mrs  Charlment  bad 

been  the  means  nf  poisoning  Lady  Noel's  mind 

agaiiul  me ;    that  she  had  employed  herself  aud 

s  in  watebiug  me  in  Looduu,  aud  hail  re~ 

ported  having  traced  me  lata  a  house  in  Port' 

"  Place.      There    was  one  act  unnorlhy    of 

IOC  but  *uch  a  cunridaul^   I  allude  lo  lb 

breaking  open  my   writing-desk :  a  book   wi 

found  iu  it  that  did  not  do  much  credit  Io  m 
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ried  woman  with  whom  1  had  beeft  iatimate 
before  my  marriage.  The  use  that  was  made  of 
the  latter  was  most  unjustifiable,  whatever  may. 
be  thought  of  the  breach  of  confidence  that  led 
to  their  discovery.  Lady  Byron  sent  them  to  the 
husband  of  the  lady,  who  had  the  good  sense  to 
take  no  notice  of  their  contents.  The  gravest 
accusation  that  has  }>een  made  against  mc  is  that 
of  having  intrigued  with  Mrs  Mardyn  in  my  own 
house,  introduced  her  to  my  own  table,  etc. ; 
tber6  never  was  a  more  unfounded  calumny. 
Being  on  the  Committee  of  Drury-Lane  1  heatre, 
1  have  no  doubt  that  several  actresses  called  on 
me;  but  as  to  Mrs  Mardyn,  who  was  a  beautiful 
woman,  and  might  ha>e  been  a  dangerous  visi- 
tress,  1  was  scarcely  acquainted  (to  speak)  with 
her.  I  might  even  make  a  more  serious  charge 
against than  employing  spies  to  watch  sus- 
pected amours.  1  had  been  shut  up  in  a  dark 
street  in  Londoi\  writing  *  Ihe  Siege  of  Corinth/ 
and  had  refused  myself  to  every  one  till  it  was 
finished.  1  was  surprised  one  day  by  a  doctor 
and  a  lawyer  almost  forcing  themselves  at  the 
same  time  into  my  room ;  1  did  not  know  till 
afterwards  the  real  object  of  their  visit.  1 
thought  their  questions  singular,  frivolous,  and 
somewhat  importunate,  if  not  impertinent;  but 
what  should  1  have  thought  if  I  had  known  that 
Chey  were  sent  to  provide  proofs  of  my  insanity? 
1  have  no  doubt  that  my  answers  to  these  emis- 
saries' interrogations  were  not  very  rational  or 
consistent,  for  my  imagination  was  heated  by 
other  things;  but  Dr  Baillie  could  not  conscien- 
tiously make  me  out  a  certificate  for  Bedlam, 
and  perhaps  the  lawyer  gave  a  more  favourable 
report  to  his  employers.  The  doctor  said  after- 
wards he  had  been  tohl  that  I  always  looked 
down  when  Lady  Byron  bent  her  eyes  on  me, 
and  exhibited  other  symptoms  equally  infallible, 
particularly  those  that  marked  the  late  king's 
ciise  so  strongly.  I  do  not,  however,  tax  I-ady 
Byron  with  this  transaction :  probably  she  was 
not  privy  to  it;  she  was  the  tool  of  others. 
Her  mother  always  detested  me,  she  had  not 
even  the  decency  to  conceal  it  in  her  own  house. 
Dining  one  day  at  Sir  Kalph's  (who  was  a  good 
sort  of  man,  and  of  whom  you  may  form  some 
idea,  when  J  tell  you  that  a  leg  of  mutton  was 
always  served  at  his  table,  that  he  might  cut  the 
same  joke  upon  it),  I  broke  a  tooth,  and  was  in 
great  pain,  which  1  could  not  avoid  showing.  *  it 
will  do  you  good,'  said  Lady  Noel ;  *  1  am  glad 
of  it !'     1  gave  her  a  look  ! 

•  Lady  Byron  had  good  ideas,  but  could  never 
express  them ;  W|rote  poetry  too,  but  it  was  only 
good  by  accident ;  her  letters  were  always  enig- 
matical,   often   unintelligible.     She   was  easily* 
made  the  dope  of  the  designing,  for  she  thooght 


^ 
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her  knowledge  of  mankind  infallible.  She  had 
got  some  foolish  idea  of  Madame  de  Stael's  into 
her  head,  that  a  person  may  be  better  known 
in  the  fiist  hour  than  in  ten  years.  She  had  the 
habit  of  drawing  people's  characters  after  she 
.bad  seen  them  once  or  twice.  She  wrote  pages 
on  pages  about  my  character,  but  it  was  as  unlike 
as  possible.  She  was  governed  by  what  she 
ctflled  fixed  rules  and  principles,  squared  mathe- 
matically, she  would  have  made-  an  excellent 
wrangler  at  Cambridge.  It  must  be  confessed, 
however,  that  she  gave  no  proof  of  her  boasted 
consistency ;  first  she  refused  me,  then  she  ac- 
cepted me,  then  she  separated  herself  from  me— 
so  much  for  consistency.  I  need  not  tell  you  of 
the  obloquy  and  opprobrium  that  were  cast  U|ion 
my  name  when  our  separation  was  made  public; 
1  once  made  a  list  from  the  journals  of  the  day 
of  the  different  worthies,  ancient  and  modem, 
to  whom  1  was  compared:  1  rc| member  a  few, 
Nero,  Apicius,  Epicurus,  Caligula,   iieliogabaliu,^ 

Henry  the  Eighth,  and  lastly,  the ^^11  my 

former'  friends,  even  my  cousin  George  Byron, 
who  had  been  brought  up  with  me,  and  whom  I 
loved  as  a  brother,  took  my  wife's  part :  he  fol- 
lowed the  stream  when  it  was  strongest  against 
me,  and  can  never  expect  any  thing  from  me; 
he  shall  never  touch  a  sixpence  of  mine.  1  was 
looked  upon  as  'the  worst  of  husbands,  the  most 
abandoned  and  wicked  of  men ;  and  my  wife  as 
a  suffering  angel,  an  incarnation  of  all  the  vir- 
tues and  pertiections  of  the  sex.  1  was  abused  in 
the  public  prints,  made  the  common  talk  of  pri- 
vate companies,  hissed  as  1  went  to  the  Uoose  of 
fjords,  insullad  in  the  streets,  afraid  to  go  to 
the  theatre,  whence  the  unfortunate  Mrs  MarJyn 
had  been  driven  with  insult.  The  Examiner 
was  the  only  paper  that  dared  say  a  word  in  my 
defence,  ami  Lady  Jersey  the  only  person  in  the 
fashionable  world  that  did  not  look  upon  me  as  a 
monster.  • 

m  In  addition  to  all  these  mortifications,  my 
affairs  were  irretrievably  involved,  and  almost 
so  as  to  make  me  what  they  wished.  1  was  com* 
pelled  to  part  with  Newstead,  which  I  never 
could  have  ventured  to  sell  in  my  mother's  life- 
time. As  it  i.H,  1  shall  never  forgive  myself  for 
having  done  so,  though  1  am  told  that  the  estate 
would  not  now  bring  half  as  much  as  1  got  for  it: 
this  does  not  at  all  reconcile  me  to  having  parted 
with  the  old  Abbey.  I  did  not  make  up  my 
mind  to  this  step  but  from  the  last  necessity ;  1 
had  my  wife's  portion  to  repay,  and  was  deter- 
mined to  add  io,ooo/.  more  of  my  own  to  it, 
which  I  did :  I  always  hated  being  in  debt,  and 
do  not  owe  a  guinea.  The  moment. I  had  pot 
my  affairs  in  train,  and  in  little  more  than 
eighteen  months  after  my  marriage,  I  left  Eng- 
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land,  an  involuntary  exile,  intending  it  should 
be  for  ever.* 

We  shall  here  avail  ourselves  of  some  obser- 
vations by  a  powerful  and  el^ant  critic/  whose 
opinions  on  the  personal  character  of  Lord'fiyron, 
as  well  as  on  the  merits  of  his  poems,  are,  from 
their  originality,  candour,  and  keen  discrimina- 
tion, of  considerable  weight. 

«  The  charge  against  Lord  Byron, v^ys  this 
writer,   m  is,  not  that  he  fell  a  victim  to  ex- 
cessive temptations,  and  a  combination  of  cir- 
cumstances, which  it  required  a  rare  and  extra- 
ordinary degre^  of  virtue,  wisdom,   prudence, 
and  steadiness  to  surmount;  but  that  he  aban- 
doned a  situation  of  uncommon  advantages,  and 
fell  weakly,  pusillaniroously,  and  selfishly,  when 
victory  would  have  been  easy,  and  when  defeat 
was  ignominious.     In  reply  to  this  charge,  I  do 
not  deny  that  Lord  Byron  inherited  some  very 
^    desirable,  and  even  enviable  privileges  in  the  lot 
^  of  life  which  fell  to  his  share.    I  should  falsify 
my  a0tk  sentiments  if  1  treated  lightly  the  gift 
of  an  ancient  English  peerage,  and  a  name  of 
honor  and  venerable  antiquity;  but  without  a 
fortune  competent  to  that  rank,  it  is  not  '  a  bed 
of  roses,*  nay,  it  is  attended  with  many  and  ex- 
treme difBcuItics,  and  the  difficulties  are  exactly 
such  as  a  genius  and  temjier  like  Lord  Byron's 
were  least  calculated  to  meet— at  any  rate,  least 
calculated  to  meet  under  the  peculiar  collateral 
circumstances  in  which  he  was  placed.     His  in- 
come was  very  narrow;   his  Newstead   property 
left  him  a  very  small  disposable  surplus;    his 
Lancasliire  property  was,  in  its  condition,   etc. 
unproductive.     A  profession,  such  as  the  army, 
might  have  lessened,  or  almost  annihilated  the 
difficulties  of  his  peculiar  position ;  but  probably 
his  lameness  rendered  this  impossible.     He  seems 
to  have  had  a  love  of  independence,  which  was 
noble,  and  probably  even  an  intractability;  but 
this  temper  added  to  his.  indisposition  to  bend 
and  adapt  himself  to  his  lot.     A  dull,  or  supple, 
or  intriguing  man,  without  a  single  good  quality 
of  head  or  heart,  might  have  managed  it  much 
better ;  he  might  have  made  himself  subservient 
to^ovemmen^  and  wormed  himself  into  some 
lucrative  place;  or  he  might  have  lived  meanly, 
c(mformed  himself  stupidly  or  cringingly  to  all 
bumoars,  ai:d  been  borne  onward  on  the  wings 
of  iociaty  with  little  personal  expense. 

•  Lord  Byron  was  of  another  quality  and  tem- 
perament. If  the  world  wonid  not  conform  to 
bim,  still  less  would  he  conform  to  (he  world.  He 
had  all  the  manly,  baronial  pride  of  his  ances- 
tors, though  he  had  not  all  their  wealth,  and 


I  Sir  Egerton  Brytlc^  Bsrt.  who  has  written  to  dif- 
fawly  and  so  ably  on  Lord  Bjron*s  genius  and  character. 


their  means  of  generosity,  hospitality,  and  pa- 
tronage. He  bad  the  will,  alas!  without  the 
power. 

«  With  this  temper,  these  feelings,  this  genius, 
exposed  to  a  combination  of  such  untoward  and 
trying  circumstances,  it  would  indeed  have  been 
inimitably  praise-worthy  if  Lord  Byron  could 
have  been  always  wise^  pnident,  calm,  correct, 
pure,  virtuous,  and  unassailable :  —  if  he  could 
have  shown  all  the  force  and  splendour  of  \i\» 
mighty  poetical  energies,  latbout  any  mixture* 
of  their  clouds,  their  banefnllightnings,  or  their 
storms:— if  he  could  have  preserved  all  hb  sensi- 
bility to  ever)'  kind  and  noble  passion,  yet  have 
remained  placid,  and  unaffected  by  the  attack  of 
any  blameable  emotion;  — that  is,  it  would  have 
been  admirable  if  he  had  been  an  angel,  and  not 
a  man !  • 

,  ■  Unhappily,  the  outrages  he  received,  tht* 
gross  calumnies  which  were  heaped  upon  him, 
even  in  the  time  of  his  highest  favour  with  the 
public,  turned  the  delights  of  his  ver)'  days  of 
triumph  to  poison,  and  gave  him  a  sort  of  moody, 
fierce,  and  violent  despair,  which  led  to  humours, 
acts,  and  words,  that  mutually  aggravated  the  ill 
will  and  the  offences  between  him  and  his  assail- 
ants. There  was  a  daring  spirit  in  his  temper 
and  his  talents,  which  was  always  inflamed  rather 
than  corrected  by  opposition. 

m  In  this  most  un[vropitious  state  of  things, 
every  thing  that  went  wrong  was  attributed  to 
Lord  Byron,  and,  when  once  attributed,  was  as- 
sumed and  argued  upon  as  an  undeniable  fact. 
Yet,  to  my  mind,  it  is  quite  clear,  —  quite  unat- 
tended by  a  particle  of  doubt,— that  in  many 
things  in  which  he  has  been  the  most  blamed,  he 
was  the  absolute  victim  of  misfortune;  that  un- 
propitious  trains  of  events  (for  1  do  not  wish  to 
shift  the  blame  on  others)  led  to  explosions  and 
consequent  derangements,  which  no  cold,  prudent 
pretender  to  extreme  propriety  and  correctness 
conld  have  averted  or  met  in  a  manner  less 
blameable  than  that  in  which  Lord  Byron  met  it. 
•  It  is  not  easy  to  conceive  a  character  less 
fitted  to  conciliate  general  society  by  his  manners 
and  habits  than  that  of  Lord  Byron«  It  is  pro- 
bable that  he  could  make  his  address  and  con- 
versation pleasing  to  ladies  when  he  chose  to 
please;  but,  to  the  young  dandies  of  fashion,  noble 
and  ignoble,  he  must  have  been  very  repulsive  : 
as  long  as  he  continued  to  be  the  ton, — the  lion, 
—they  may  have  endured  him  without  opening; 
their  mouths,  because  he  had  a  frcwn  and  a  lash 
which  they  were  not  willing  to  encounter;  but 
when  his  back  was  turned,  and  they  thought  it 
safe,  I  do  not  doubt  that  they  burst  out  into  full 
cry !  I  have  heard  complaints  of  his  vanity,  his 
peevishness,  his  desire  to  monopolize  distincuon, 
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his  dislike  of  all  hobbies  bat  his  own.  It  is  not 
improbable  that  there  may  have  been  some  foun- 
dation for  these  complaints :  I  am  sorry  for  it  if 
there  was ;  I  regret  such  littlenesses.  And  then 
another  part  of  the  story  is  probably  left  untold : 
we  Jiear  nothing  of  the  provocations  given  him  ; 
—sly  hints,  curve  of  the  lip,  side  looks,  treache- 
rous smiles,  flings  at  poetry,  shrugs  at  noble  au- 
thors, slang  jokes,  idiotic  l>ets,  enigmatical  ap- 
pointments, and  boasts  of  being  senseless  brutes! 
.We  do  not  hear  repeated  the  jest  of  the  glory  of 
the  Jew,  that  buys  fte  ruined  peer's  falling  castle; 
the  d— d  good  fellow,  that  keeps  the  finest  stud 
and  the  best  hounds  in  the  country  out  of  the 
snippings  and  odds  and  ends  of  his  contract;  and 
the  famous  good  match  that  the  duke's  daughter 
is  going  to  make  with  Dick  Wigly,  the  son  of  the 
rich  slave  merchant  at  Liverpool !  We  do  not 
hear  the  clever  dry  jests  whispered  round  the 

table  by  Mr ,  eldest  son  of  the  newandrich 

Lord ,by  young  Mr ,only  son  of  Lord— , 

the  ex-lords  A.,  B.,  and  C,  sons  of  the  three  Irish 
Union  earls,  great  borough-holders,  and  the  very 

grave  and  sarcastic  Lord ,  who  believes  that 

he  has  the  monopoly  of  all  the  talents  and  all  the 
political  and  legislative  knowledge  of  the  king- 
dom, and  that  a  poet  and  a  bellman  are  only  fit 
to  be  yoked  together. 

«  Thus,  then,  was  this  illustrious  and  mighty 
poet  driven  into  exile !  Yes,  driven !  who  would 
live  in  a  country  in  which  he  had  been  so  used, 
even  though  it  was  the  land  of  his  nativity,  the 
land  of  a  thousand  noble  ancestors,  the  land  of 
freedom,  the  land  where  his  head  had  been 
crowned  with  laurels,— but  where  his  heart  had 
been  tortured,  where  all  his  most  generous  and 
most  noble  thoughts  had  been  distorted  and  ren- 
dered ugly,  and  where  his  slightest  errors  and 
indiscretions  had  been  magnified  into  hideous 
crimes. » 

Lord  Byron* s  own  opinions  on  the  connubial 
state  are  thus  related  by  Captain  Parr^- : — 

m  There  are,»  said  his  lordship,  «  so  many  un- 
defiuable,  and  nameless,  and  not-to-be  named 
causes  of  dislike,  aversion,  and  disgust,  in  the  ma- 
trimonial state,  that  it  is  always  impossible  for 
the  public,  or  ,  the  best  friends  of  the  parties,  to 
judge  between  man  and  wife.  Theirs  is  a  relation 
about  which  nobody  but  themselves  can  form  a 
correct  idea,  or  have  any  right  to  speak.  As  long 
as  neither  party  commits  gross  injustice  towards 
the  other;  as  long  as  neither  the  woman  nor  the 
man  is  guilty  of  any  iiffcnce  which  is  injurious  to 
the  community;  as  long  as  the  husband  provides 
for  his  offspring,  and  secures  the  public  against 
the  dangers  arising  from  their  neglected  educa- 
tion, or  from  tlie  charge  of  supporting  them;  by 
what  right  docs  it  censure  him  for  ceasing   to 


dwell  under  the  tame  roof  with  a  woman,  who 
is  to  him»  because  he  knows  her,  while  others  do 
not,  an  object  of  loathing?  Can  any  thing  be 
more  monstrous  than  for  the  public  voice  to  com- 
pel individuals  who  dislike  each  other  to  con- 
tinue their  cohabitation?  This  is  at  least  the 
effect  of  its  interfering  with  a  relationship,  of 
which  it  has  no  possible  means  of  judging,  it 
does  nolNndeed  drag  a  man  to  a  woman's  bed 
by  physical  force;  but  it  does  exert  a  moral  force 
continually  and  effectively  to  accomplish  the 
same  purpose.  Nobody  can  escape  this  force  bat 
those  who  are  too  high,  or  those  who  are  too  low, 
for  public  opinion  to  reach;  or  those  hypocrites 
who  are,  before  others,  the  loudest  in  their  ap- 
probation of  the  empty  and  unmeaning  forms  of 
society,  that  they  may  securely  indulge  all  their 
propensities  in  secret.  I  have  sufliered  amazingly 
from  this  interference;  for  though  I  set  it  at  de- 
fiance, I  was  neither  too  high  nor  too  low  to  be  ^. 
reached  by  it,  and  I  was  not  hypocrite  enough  T 
to  guard  myself  from  its  consequences. 

«  What  do  they  say  of  my  family  afEnirs  in 
England,  Parr)?    My  story,  1  suppose,  like  other 
minor  events,  interested  the  people  for  a  day, 
and   was  then   forgotten  ?»     I   replied,  no;    I 
thought,  owing  to  the  very  great  interest  the  pol>> 
lie  took   in   him,  it  was  still  remembered  and 
talked  about.     I  mentioned  that  it  was  generally 
supposed  a  difference  of  religious  sentiments  be- 
tween him  and  Lady  Byron  had  caused  the  pab- 
lic  breach.    «  No,  Parry,*  was  the  reply;  ■  Lady 
Byron  has  a  liberal   mind,   particularly  at  to 
religious  opinions;  and  1  wish,  when  I  married 
her,  tliat  1  had  possessed  the  same  command  over 
myself  that  I  now  do.  Had  I  possessed  a  little  more 
wisdom,  and  more  forbearance,  we  might  have 
been  happy.     1  wished,  when  I  was  first  married, 
to  have  remained  in  the  country,  particularly  till 
my  pecuniary  embarrassments  were  over.   I  knew 
the  society  of  Londoa;   1  knew  the  characters  of 
many  of  those  who  are  called  ladies,  with  whom 
Lady  Byron  would  necnsarily  have  to  associate, 
and  I  dreaded  her  contact  with  them.  But  1  have  I 
too  much  of  my  mother  about  me  to  be  dictated 
to :   I  like  freedom  from  constraint ;  I  hate  arti- 
ficial regulations :   my  conduct  has  always  been 
dictated  by  my  own  feelings,  and  I^dy  Byron 
jwas  quite  the  creature  of   rules.     She  not  not 
permitted  either  to  ride,  or  run,  or  walk#  bat  at 
the  physician  prescribed.     She  was  not  sofiircd 
to  go  out  when  I  wished  to  go ;  and  then  the  ol^ 
house   was  a   mere  ghost-house;    I  dreamed  of 
ghosts,  and  thought  of  them  waking.     It  was  an 
existence  I  could  not  support.  •    Here  Lord  Byron 
broke  off  abruptly,  saying,  «  1  hate  to  speak  of 
my  family  affairs;  though  X  have  been  compelled 
to  talk  nonsense  concerning  them  to  some  of  my 
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of  (heirimpurtunitia.  I  long  to  he  again  ou  iho 
.oouuuini,  I  am  land  ol  ioJilude.  anJ  thoul.l 
■icver  talk  nooume  ii  I  always  lound  plain  mcti 
laialklo.. 

la  the  tpring  of  1816,  Ijird  Byron  quitted 
Mngland,  to  relam  in  it  no  more,  lie  cmued 
OTcr  to  France,  llirou|;h  whicli  he  pau«d  rapidly 
to  fimuels,  Inking  in  liii  way  a  survey  of  the  Beld 
uf  Walerlw).  He  then  procfeded  lo  CoblenU, 
and  up  the  Khiiie  lo  Baile.  He  paued  llie  sammer 
»u  the  banki  of  the  lake  oFUeneva.  With  nbat 
ealLuiiuiD  he  eujoyett,  and  nilh  irhnl  conlem- 
pUtiani  lie  dwell  ainoDg  iti  iceucry,  hit  own 
IKMlry  10011  eihiliiled  lo  the  world.  His  third 
canto  of  Childe  Harofil,  hii  Manfred,  and  bit 
Pritoner  of  (Jbillon  were  coid[huihJ  at  the  Cam- 
pagno  Diodali,  at  C^igny.  a  mile  from  Ueneia. 

TliCi*  prodflctiuna  evitlcnlly  proved  that  ibe 
unfortuiuiu;  even U  which  hadinJiiud  Lurd  Byron 
to  become  a  volaalary  etile  from  his  nalice  land, 
however  they  might  have  eucetlialed  hii  feel- 
lugs,  had  ill  no  meniiire  cliUUU  bi«  poetical  Grc. 

The  aaecdolei  that  bllow  are  given  H  bii 
lordibip  related  them  to  Cjptain  Medwia: 

'  SwiUerland  it  a  country  t  have  been  latufied 
wilh  leeiog  ouce  j  Turkey  I  couU  live  in  for  ever. 
I  never  forget  my  predileclioni.  I  wnt  in  a 
wretched  itaie  of  health,  and  worse  ipiritt,  when 
I  irai  at  Geneva;   but  quiet  atid  the  lake,  phyii- 

never  led  to  moral  ■  life  as  during  my  residence 
in  thai  country;  bull  (joined  no  credit  by 
Where  there  it  a  morliliialion,  ibcre  ought  la 
reward.     On  Ibe  coillrary,  lUu're  is  no   slory 
abiitrd  thai  they   did  not  invent  at  my  coiL 
was  watched  by  gtSMes  on  die  oppotile  side  at 
the  lake,  and  by  (jlatiet  tno  tb.-it  must  have  had 
very  distorted  oplics.   I  was  wayLiid  in  my  1 
iiig  drivei  —  I  was  accused  of  cormpting  a 
yrimUa  in  the  rue  Daiie.      I  lielieve  that   tbey 
looked  upon  me  as  a  iDan-iDOLiiler  worse  llian  tli 


.  1  knew  very  fe- 

V  of  the  Oen 

evete.     Itentth 

was  very  evil  to  m 

;  and  1  have 

a  great  retpect 

tor  Sismoodi.  I  wai  forced  to  return  the  civil 
of  one  of  their  profcitort  by  atking  hiiu,  anr 
old  gentleoun,  ■  friend  of  Gray's,  lo  dine 
me.  I  had  gone  oui  lo  sail  early  in  the  morn 
■nil  th»  wind  pre*ent«d  me  fmra  lemming  in 
li^Hlor  diniMr,  I  understand  that  t  offended 
^■Boortally.     Poliilori  did  the  honours, 

qiuinlitices;  Shelley,  Moi>k  Lewis,  and  Hobhouse 
were  tdmott  the  only  English  people  1  lai 
wonder)  I  showed  a  distnite  for  society 
lioM,  and  went  little  among  the  Genevei 
tides,  t  could  not  speak  Freucb.    What  is  I 


if  my  boatman  and  boat?  I  itippote  the  is 
en  1  she  was  never  worth  much.  When  1 11 
he  lour  of  the  lake  in  her  with  Shelley  and  Hob- 
loutc,  she  was  nearly  wrecked  near  the  very 
ipol  where  Sslnt-Preui  and  Julia  were  in  danger 
of  being  drowned.  It  would  have  been  clavical  to 
have  been  lost  there,  but  uol  to  agreeable.  Shel- 
ley was  on  the  lake  much  ofleoer  than  I,  at  all 
hours  of  the'  uight  and  day :  be  abnost  lived  on 
it ;  his  great  r.-ige  is  a  host.  We  are  both  build' 
ing   now  at  Genoa,  1  a  yacht,  and  be  an  open 

-  SoD^ebody  potsested  Madame  de  Slael  with 
an  opinion  of  i^  immorality.  I  used  occat 
ally  to  visit  her  at  Coppet!  and  once  she  invited 
me  to  a  family-dinner,  and  I  found  the  room 
of  strangers,  who  had  come  In  stare  a(  me  e 
some  outlandish  beast  in  a  raree-show.  One  of 
the  Indies  minted,  and  the  rest  looked  as  if  his 
Satanic  niajetiy  had  been  among  them.  Madame 
de  .Stael  took  the  lilierly  to  read  me  a  lecture  lie- 
fore  this.crawd,  to  which  I  only  made  her  a  low 

-  Hit  lordship's  travelling  equipage  was  ralher 
a  singular  one,  and  afforded  a  tltange  catalogoe 
for  the  Uogana;  seven  servants,  live  carriages, 
nine  horses,  a  monkey,  a  bulk-dog  and  masliff, 
two  cats,  ibrcc  pea-fowls  and  some  heat  (I  dc 
know  whether  I  have  classed  them  in  order  of 
rank],  fbnned  port  of  his  live  slack;  these,  and 
all  bit  books,  contittingof  a  very  largo  Ubrary 
of  modem  works  (tor  he  bonght  all  the  best 
MflAtHi,  together  with  a  vast  quantity  of  fi 
^JKl^hl  well  be  termed,  with  Caisar,  •  in 

From  abonl  the  commenceineot  of  the  ■ 
1817  to  that  of  1810,  Lord  Byron's  prbcipal  ro- 
lidence  was  Venice,  Here  he  continued  to  employ 
himielf  in  poetical  composition  wilh  an  em 
tlill  increasing.  He  wrote  ihe  Lament  of  Ti 
tbe  fourth  canto  of  Childe  Harold,  the  dram: 
Marino  Fsliern,  and  the  Two  Poscari;  Bcppo, 
Haieppa,  ^d  the  earlier  canto*  of  Don  Juan,  etc. 

Considering  ibeie  only  wilh  regard  lo  intel- 
lectual activity  and  force,  there  can  be  no  diffe- 
rence of  opinion  i  ihongh  there  may  beas  lo  their 
degree  of  poetical  eicellence,  tbe  class  in  ihe 
scale  of  literary  merit  lo  which  they  belong,  and 
their  moral,  religious,  and  ]>nlitical  lenden  * 
The  Lament  of  Tatso,  which  in  every  line  aboundi 
in  the  roust  perfect  poetry,  is  liable  to  no  counter- 
vailing objection  on  tbe  part  of  the  moralist. 

lu  the  third  canto  of  the  •Pilgrimage,-  the 
disconlcnled  and  repining  spirit  of  Harold  had 
already  Income  much  softened: 

-  Jar  o-"  nol  >t«.yi  ibicol  fmm  hit  fict. 
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He  is  a  l)eing  of  still  gentler  mould  in  the  fourth 
canto ;  his  despair  has  even  sometinies  assumed 
a  smiliugness,  and  the  lovely  and  lively  creations 
of  the  poet's  hrain  are  less  painfully  alloyed,  and 
less  suddenly  checked  by  tlie  gloomy  visions  of  a 
morbid  imagination.  He  represented  himself, 
from  the  beginning,  as  a  ruin ;  and  ^hen  we  first 
gazed  upon  him,  vre  saw  indeed  in  abundance 
the  black  traces  of  recent  violence  and  convul- 
sion. The  edifice  was  not  rebuilt;  hut  its  hues 
were  softened  by  the  passing  wings  of  Time,  and 
the  calm  slow  ivy  had  found  leisure  to  wreath 
the  soft  green  of  its  melancholy  among  the  frag- 
ments of  the  decay.  In  so  far  th^  pilgrim  became 
wiser,  as  he  seemed  to  think  more  of  others  and 
witli  a  greater  spirit  of  humanity.  There  was 
something  fiendish  in  the  air  with  which  he 
surveyed  the  first  scene  of  his  wanderings ;  and 
no  proof  of  the  strength  of  genius  was  ever  exhi- 
bited so  strong  and  unquestionable  as  the  sudden 
and  entire  possession  of  the  minds  of  men  by 
such  a  being  as  he  then  appeared  to  be.  He  looked 
u|)on  a  bull-tight  and  a  field  of  battle  with  no 
variety  of  emotion.  Brutes  and  men  were,  in  his 
eyes,  the  same  blind,  stupid  victims  of  the  savage 
lust  of  power.  He  seemed  to  shut  his  eyes  to 
every  thing  of  that  citizenship  and  patriotism 
which  ennobles  the  spirit  of  the  soldier,  and  to 
delight  in  scattering  the  dust  and  ashes  of  his 
derision  over  all  the  most  sacred  resting-places 
of  the  scml  of  man.  Even  then,  we  must  allow, 
the  original  spirit  of  the  Englishman  and  the 
poet  broke  triumphantly,  at  times,  through  the 
chilling  mist  in  which  it  had  been  spontaneoQfly 
enveloped.  In  Greece,  above  all,  the  contemplation 
of  Actium,  Salamis,  Marathon,  Thermopyls,  and 
Plataea,  subdued  the  prejudices  of  him  who  had 
gazed  unmoved,  or  with  disdain,  upon  fields  of 
more  recent  glory.  The  nobility  of  manhood  ap- 
|teared  to  delight  this  moody  visitant;  and  he  ac- 
corded, without  reluctance,  to  the  shades  of  long 
departed  heroes  that  re%'erent  homage  which,  in 
the  strange  mixture  of  envy  and  8Cor%wherewith 
the  contemplative  so  often  regard  active  men,  he 
had  refused  to  the  living,  or  to  the  newly  dead. 

nut  there  would  be  no  end  of  descanting  on  the 
character  of  the  Pilgrim,  nor  of  the  moral  reflec- 
tions which  it  awakens;  we  therefore  take  leave  of 
Childe  Harold  in  his  own  beautiful  language: 

Farrwcll !  a  word  that  miMt  be,  and  hath  been — 
A  sound  which  mukes  ut  linijcr; — yet,  farcvrell! 
Vi: !  wlio  huvc  traced  the  Pilgrim  to  the  scene 
Which  is  his  last,  if  in  TOur  ineniorirs  dwell 
A  thoii(*lit  which  once  wus  his,  if  on  yc  swell 
A  siii(;lu  recollcrtioD,  not  in  vain  . 

He  wore  liis  sandul-slioon  and  scallo|Mhcll{ 
Fanrwcll!         ••••«• 

.\las!  we  nmst  now  say  farewell  «  for  ever.* 

J*' 


Manfred  .was  the  first  of  Lord  Byron's  dramatic 
poems,  and,  we  think,  the  finest.  The  spirit  of 
his  genius  seems  there  wrestling  with  the  spirit  of 
his  nature,  the  struggle  being  for  the  palm  of 
sublimity.  Manfred  has  always  appeared  to  as 
one  of  the  most  genuine  creations  of  the  noble 
bard's  mind.  The  melancholy  is  more  heartfelt: 
the  poet  does  not  here  seem  to  scowl  his  brows, 
but  they  drop  under  the  weight  of  his  thoughts; 
his  intellect,  too,  is  strongly  at  work  in  it,  and 
the  stem  haughtiness  of  the  principal  character 
is  altogether  of  an  intellectual  cast :  the  con- 
ception of  this  character  is  Miltonic.  The  poet 
has  made  him  worthy  to  abide  amongst  those 
■  palaces  of  nature,*  those  «  icy  halls,*  «  where 
forms  and  falls  the  avalanche.*  Manfired  stands 
up  against  the  stupendoiu  scenery  of  the  poem, 
and  is  as  lofty,  towering,  and  grand  as  the  motu- 
tains :  when  we  picture  him  in  imagination  he 
assumes  a  shape  of  height  and  independent  dig- 
nity, shining  in  its  own  splendour  amongst  the 
snowy  summits  which  he  was  accustomed  to 
climb.  The  passion,  too,  in  this  composition,  is 
fervid  and  impetuous,  but  at  the  same  time  deep 
and  full,  which  is  not  always  the  case  in  Byron's 
productions ;  it  is  serious  and  sincere  throughout. 
The  music  of  the  language  is  as  solemn  and  as 
touching  as  that  of  the  wind  coming  through 
the  bending  ranks  of  the  inaccessible  Alpine 
forests;  and  the  mists  and  vapours  rolling  down 
the  gullies  and  ravines  that  yawn  horribly  on  the 
eye,  are  not  more  wild  and  striking  in  tlieir  ap- 
pearance than  are  the  supernatural  creations  of 
the  poet's  fancy,  whose  magical  agency  is  of 
mighty  imftort,  but  is  nevertheless  continoally 
surmounted  by  the  high  intellectual  power,  in- 
vincible will,  and  Ihtrepid  philosophy  of  Man- 
fred. 

The  first  idea  of  the  descriptive  passages  of 
this  beautiful  poem  will  be  easily  recognised  in 
the  following  extract  from  Lord  Byron's  travelling 
memorandum  book. 

m  Sept.  a  J,  1816.  Left  Thun  in  a  boat,  which 
carried  us  the  length  of  this  lake  in  three  hours. 
The  lake  small,  but  the  banks  fine— rocks  down 
to  the  water's  edge— landed  at  Newhouse.  Passed 
In terlachen— entered  upon  a  range  of  scenes 
beyond  all  description  or  previous  conception. 
Passed  a  rock  bearing  an  inscription — two  bro- 
thers—one murdered  the  other— just  the 
for  it.  After  a  variety  of  windings  came 
enormous  rock — arrived  at  the  foot  of  the 
tain  (the  Jungfraw)— glaciers— torrents— one 
these  900  feet  visible  descent — lodge  at  the  cu- 
rate's—set out  to  see  the  valley — heard  an  ava- 
lanche full,  like  thunder! — glaciers  enormous — 
storm  comes  on— thunder  and  lightning,  and 
hail!  all  in  perfection  and  beautiful.     The  tor- 
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t<-nl  ii  in  tbape,  carving  over  Ibe  rocL.  lilie  ihe 
Lull  of  ihe  white  ffirse  >lreauiinB  in  the  wioJ  — 
jiut  ai  might  Ik  cflDccived  woulJ  be  tliat  nf  the 
■  Pale  Hone,'  an  which  Death  i<  uiouuted  in  the 
ApocaljfiM.  It  i)  iieilher  mill  nor  water,  but 
a  lomething  betweeu  bolhi  lis  immenae  height 
gitCf  it  a  irave,  a  curve,  a  ipreailing  here,  a  coa- 
deatiea  there —vrauJerfuI  ^indescribable. 

•  StpL  ]3.  Atcenl  of  the  Wingren,  the  Dent 
itaryrnt  (bluing  like  truth  on  one  aide,  on  the 
other  the  cluudi  roae  front  the  oppoiiie  valley, 
cuHiog  op  perpendicular  precLpLceA,  like  the  foam 
r.f  ibr  Bfran  cf  Ml  duriny  a  ipriag  lidc!  It  woi 
white  and  sulphury,  and  immiaturably  deep  in 
nppraraQce.  The  tide  ice  aicendcd  was  of  coune 
uai  of  M  predpitons  a  nature,  but  ou  arriving 
at  the  Mimmil  we  looked  down  ud  Ihe  other  aide 
upaD  a  boiling  aea  of  cloud,  dothing  sguiiut  the 
crag  on  which  we  blood.  Arrived  al  the  lirtea- 
•lerwoldj  munuled  and  rode  to  the  higher  gla* 
cier — IwiligUt.  but  diilinct— very  fine— gUcier 
like  ■  fmien  hurricane — tlailight  beautiful  — the 
mIioIc  of  tlie  day  was  Cue,  and,  in  poiul  of  wea- 
ilier,  u  the  da;  in  uhlch  Parndiie  was  made. 
L'ii»ed  whole  woods  of  withered  pincB^all  wi- 
iliered — trunki  ittipped  and  llleleu— done  by  a 

Of  Lord  Byron*!  tragediej  we  shall  merely  re- 
mark, with  reference  to  the  jurticular  ualiire  of 
their  tragic  characler,  that  the  effect  oF  them  all 
it  rather  grand,  lerrihle,  and  terrific,  than  miil- 
li^ing,  tuliduiu^,  or  ]iathetic.  As  dramatic  poeiUA 
they  posiGo  much  beauty  and  oriyiunlily^ 

TIm  style  and  nature  of  the  poem  of  Don  Juan 
forvu  I  (iugnlarly  felicitous  tniilure  ofburlesque 
and  pathos,   of  ' 
elements 


f    hlUOTOI 

soipct" 
)h  JAugua 


•ral  ibe  Engliib  language  {£(100001  into  more 
luiBtiuua  iianias  ihaa  in  Don  Juan :  like  the 
ilolphin  sporting  in  il<  native  wave!,  at  every 
lam.  however  grotesque,  dispLijIng  a  new  hue 
and  a  new  beauty,  10  the  noble  author  there 
ibowi  an  absolute  control  over  hii  means,  and 
•I  every  cadonce,  rhyme,  or  conslructiau,  how- 
oer  wbiinriral,  delight.*  us  with  noTel  and  ma- 
l.i.al  aatociatious.  We  with,  we  heartily  wish, 
'liiJt  the  line  poetry  which  is  so  richly  scattered 
Miiijiigh  the  sixteen  caatot  of  thi(  most  original 
iii'l  moil  astonishing  prodoclidn,  had  uot  lieen 
iniieJ  Dp  with  very  muuh  that  is  equally  frivo- 
lunl  w  fooliRi ;  and  sincerely  do  we  reijret,  that 
Ibe  alloying  dross  of  sensuality  should  run  so 
IWely  through  the  otherwise  rich  vein  of  the  au- 
tliur's  verse. 

Whilst  at  Venice. Byron  displayed  a  most  nobto 
nutauwof  |;enerosity.  The  hnuse  oF  a  shoemaker, 
our  hit  lacilsbip's  retidence  fci  St  Samuel,  was 
hBnil  to  the  ground,  with  every  article  it  con- 


tained, and  the  proprietor  reduced  with  3  lai^e 
Family  to  the  greatest  indigence  and  waat.  When 
Lord  llyrou  ascertained  the  afnicting  circnm- 
slances  of  that  calatuity,  he  not  only  ordered  a 
new  and  so^wrior  habitation  to  be  immediately 
built  fur  the  sufferer,  the  whole  eipeme  of  which 
was  home  by  his  lordship,  but  also  pr^^ented 
the  onforLunale  tradesolau  with  a  sum  equal  in 
value  to  the  whole  of  his  lost  stock  in  trade  and 

LonI  Uyron  avoided  a^  much  as  pouihle  any 
intercourse  nilli  his  countrymen  at  Venicej  this 
seems  to  have  been  iu  Mreat  measure  iieeensary, 
in  order  16  prevant  t&Vmtrusion  of  impertinent 
curiniity.     In  an  appendii  to  one  of  his  poems, 

author  of  wliich  disclaimed  any  wish  10  lie  in- 
troduced to  the  noble  lord,  he  loftily  and  mt- 
castically  chastises  the  incivility  of  such  a  gra- 
Initoo*  declaration,  expresses  his  ■  ntler  abhor- 
rence of  any  contact  with  the  tratelliug  English;' 
and  thus  concludes :  ■  Kiccjil  Lords  Lansdowiie, 
Jersey,  and  Lauderdale,  Mesun.  Scott,  HamuMUid,- 
S\r  Humphrey  Davy,  the  late  Mr  Uwii,  W. 
Bankes,  M.  Hoppner,  Thomas  Moori-,  Lord  K-iu- 
oaitd,  his  hrulher,  Mr  Joy,  and  Kir  Hobhouse. 
t  do  not  recollect  to  have  eichanged  a  word  with 
Buother  Englishman  since  1  left  tlJHr  country, 
and  almost  all  these  I  bad  known  before.  The 
others,  and  Rod  knows  there  were  some  bun- 
dreils.  who  bored  me  wilb  letters  or  visils,  I  re- 
fused to  have  any  communication  with;  and  ^all 
be  proud  and  happy  when    that  wish  becomes 

After  a  rosiJenie  of  three  years  Ht  Venice, 
Lard  ilyroii  removed  (o  llavcnna,  towards  the 
close  oF  the  year  iHig.  Here  he  wrote  the  Pro- 
phecy of  Dante,  which  eibibiled  a  new  specinkeu 
of  the  aitonlshiug  variety  uF  strength  and  ex- 
pansion  of  fuculties  he  ]H)sseued  and  ciercited. 
About  the  same  time  he  wrote  Sardanapalus,  ■ 
tragedy  ;  Cain,  a  mystery  ;  and  Heaven  Bud  EarlU, 
a  mystery.  Though  there  are  some  obvious  rea- 
sons wbich  render  Sardanajulus  unfit  tor  the 
English  stage,  it  ii,  00  the  whole,  the  twitl 
splendid  specimen  which  our  language  affords  ol 
that  species  of  tragedy  which  was  the  eiclnsive 
object  of  I«ril  Kyron's  admiratian.  Cain  a  one 
if  the  productioiu  which  has  subjected  * 


iibes 


ipiety  alleged  againit  iti  as  it 
seems  to  have  a  tendeucy  to  call  in  quntion  the 
benevolence  of  Pratideuce.  lit  Mswer  to  tin 
luud  and  general  outcry  which  Im^iroduclion 
occasioned,  Lord  Byron  observed,  in  a  letter  to 
his  publisher,  -  IF  '  Cain'  lie  blaiphemoui,  •  Pa- 
radise UHt'  is  blasphemous,  and  the  words  of 
tlie  Oiford  eeutleman,  '  Evil,  bo  thou  my  c"^-' 


are  from  that  very  poem  from  the  mouth  of 
Satan ;  and  is  there  any  thing  more  in  that  of 
Lucifer  in  the  mystery?  *  Cain'  is  nothing  more 
than  a  drama,  not  a  piece  of  argument:  if  Lu- 
cifer and  Cain  speak  as  the  first  rebel  and  first 
murderer  may  be  supposed  to  speak,  nearly  all 
the  rest  of  the  personages  talk  also  according  to 
their  characters;  and  the  stronger  passions  have 
ever  been  permitted  to  the  drama.  I  have' 
avoided  introducing  the  Deity  as  in  Scripture, 
though  Milton  does,  and  not  very  wisely  either : 
but  have  adopted  his  angel  as  sent  to  Cain  in- 
stead, on  purpose  to  avoid  shocking  any  feelings 
on  the  subject,  by  fallin^Vhort  of  wh&t  all  un- 
inspired men  must  fall  short  in,  viz.  giving  an 
adequate  notion  of  the  effect  of  the  presence  of 
Jehovah.  The  old  mysteries  introduced  him 
liberally  enough,  and  all  this  I  avoided  in  the 
new  one.» 

An  event  occurred  at  Ravenna  during  his 
lordship's  stay  there,  which  made  a  deep  impres- 
sion on  him,  and  to  which  he  alludes  in  the  fifth 
canto  of  Don  Joan.  The  military  commandant 
of  the  place,  who,  though  suspected  of  being 
secretly  a  Carbonaro,  was  too  powerful  a  man  to 
be  arrested,  was  assassinated  opposite  to  Lord 
Byron's  palace.  His  lordship  had  his  font  in  the 
stirrup  at  the  usual  hour  of  exercise,  when  his 
horse  started  at  the  report  of  a  gun:  on  looking 
up,  Lord  Ryron  perceived  a  man  throw  down  a 
carbine  and  run  away  at  full  speed,  and  another 
man  stretched  upon  the  pavement  a  few  yards 
from  himself;-  it  was  the  unhappy  commandant. 
A  crowd  w<is  soon  collected,  but  no  one  ventured 
to  offer  the  least  assistance.  Lord  Byron  directed 
his  servant  to  .  lift  up  the  bleeding  body,  and 
carry  it  into  his  palace;  though  it  was  repre- 
sented to  him  that  by  doing  so  he  would  confirm 
the  suspicion,  which  was  already  entertained,  of 
his  belonging  to  the  same  party.  Such  an  appre- 
hension could  have  no  effect  on  Byron's  mind 
when  an  act  of  humanity  was  to  be  perfbimed; 
he  assisted  in  bearing  the  victim  of  assassination 
into  the  house,  and  putting  him  on  a  bed.  He 
was  already  dead  from  several  wounds:  «  he  ap- 
|)eared  to  have  breathed  his  last  without  a  strug- 
gle,* said  his  lordship,  when  afterwards  recount- 
ing the  affair.  •  I  never  saw  a  countenance  so 
calm.  His  adjutant  followed  the  corpse  into  the 
house;  I  remember  his  lamentation  over  him  :— 
*  Povero  diavolo !  non  aveva  fatta  male,  anchd 
ad  un  cane.'  •  The  following  were  the  noble 
writer's  poetical  reflexions  (in  Don  Juan)  on  view- 
ing the  dead  body : 


— «I  ijareH  (as  oft  I  gazed  the  same) 

To  try  if  I  couJfl  wiriich  aii(*ht  ont  of  death. 
Which  thodd  coafirm,  or  ihake,  or  nuke  a  £aith ; 


Biit  it  was  all  a  mystery: — here  wc  are. 
And  there  we  |to  .-—hut  wher«|(Five  bits  of  lead. 

Or  three,  or  two,  or  one,  send  very  fur. 

And  is  tliis  blood,  then,  fbrm'd  but  to  be  shed  ?  ' 

Can  every  clement  our  elements  mar  T 
And  air,  earth,  water,  fire, — live,  and  we  dead  T 

We  whose  minds  comprehend  all  tluu(;s?-^o  more: 

But  let  us  to  the  story  as  before. » 

That  a  being  of  such  glorious  capabilities 
should  abstractedly,  and  without  an  attempt  to 
throw  the  resjionsibility  on  a  fictitious  personage, 
have  avowed  such  startling  doubts,  was  a  daring 
which,  whatever  might  then  have  been  his  private 
opinion,  he  ought  not  to  have  hazarded. 

«  It  is  difficult,*  observes  Captain  Medwin,  «  to 
judge,  from  the  contradictory  nature  of  hit  wri- 
tings, what  the  religious  opinions  of  Lord  Byron 
really  were.  From  the  conversations  1  held  with 
him,  on  the  whole,  1  am  inclined  to  think  that  if 
he  were  occasionally  scejitical,  and  thought  it,  as 
he  says  in  Don  Juan, 


«c  A  pleasant  voyajje,  perhaps,  to  float 

Like  Pyrrho,  in  a  sea  of  speculation.* 

yet  his  wavering  never  amounted  to  a  disbelief 
in  the  divine  Founder  of  Christianity. 

«  Calling  on  him  one  day,»  continues  the  Cap- 
tain, «  wc  found  him,  as  was  sometimes  the  case, 
silent,  dull,  and  sombre.  At  length  he  said: 
'Here  is  a  little  book  somebody  has  sent  me 
about  Christianity,  that  has  made  me  very  un- 
comfortable; the  reasoning  seems  to  me  very 
strong,  the  proofs  are  very  staggering.  I  don't 
think  you  can  answer  it,  Shelley,  at  least  1  am 
sure  I  can't,  and  what  is  more,  I  don't  wish  it.' 

•  Speaking  of  Gibbon,  Lord  Byron  said:  'L— 

B thought  the  question  set  at  rest  in  the 

History  of  the  Decline  and  All,  but  1  am  not  so 
easily  convinced.  It  b  notS  matter  of  volition 
to  uubelieve.  Who  likes  to  own  that  he  has 
been  a  fool  all  his  life, — to  unlearn  all  that  he 
has  been  taught  in  his  youth,  or  can  think  that 
some  of  the  best  men  that  ever  lived  have  been 
fools?  1  don't  know  why  I  am  considered  an 
unbeliever.  1  disowned  the  other  day  that  I 
was  of  Shelley's  school  in  metaphysics,  though 
1  admired  his  poetr)' ;  not  but  what  he  has 
changed  his  mode  of  thinking  very  much  since 
he  wrote  the  notes  to  « Queen  Mab,»  which  I 
was  accused  of  having  a  hand  in.  1  know,  how- 
ever, that  /  am  considered  an  ijifidel.  My  wife 
and  sister,  when  they  joined  parlies,  lent  me 
prayer-books.  There  was  a  Mr  Mulock,  who 
went  about  tlie  continent  preaching  orthodoxy 
in  politics  and  religion,  a  writer  of  bad  sonnets, 
and  a  lecturer  in  worse  prose,— he  tried  to  con- 
vert me  to  some  new  sect  of  Christianity.  He 
was  a  great  anti-9aterialist,  and  abused  Locke.* 

■  On  another  occasion  he  said:  'I  have  just 
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I  letter  fieom  a  Mr  ShepparJ,  inclosing 
made  for  my  welfiire  by  his  wife  a  few 
re  her  death.  The  letter  states  that  he 
he  misfortane  to  lose  this  amiable  wo- 

had  seen  mc  at  Ramsgate,  many  years 
b]in(«  among  the  cliffs;  that  she  had 
ressed  with   a  sense    of  my  ifreligion 

teuoar  of  my  works,  and  had  often 
rvently  for  my  conversion,  jmrticularly 
It  moments.     The  prayer  is  beautifally 

I  like  devotion  in  women.  She  mast 
1  a  divine  creature.  I  pity  the  man 
lost  her!  I  shall  write  to  him  by  re- 
he  courier,  to  condole  with  him,  and 
that  Mrs  S.  need  not  have  entertained 
em  for  my  spiritual  affairs,  for  that 

more  of  a  christian  than  I  am^  whatever 
ngs  may  have   led  her  and  others  to 

ve  given  the  above  extracts  from  a  sense 
to  the  memory  of  Lord  Byron ;  they  are 
g  and  consolatory'  evidences  that  his 
s  far  from  being  sheathed  in  unassailable 
n,  and,  as  such,  ought  not  to  be  omitted 
ace  to  his  works. 

autumn  of  1811,  the  noble  bard  re- 
)  Pisa,  in  Tuscany.  lie  took  up  his  re- 
here  in  the  Lanfranchi  palace,  and  en- 
an  intrigne  with  the  beautiful  Guiccioli, 
:he  count  of  that  name,  which  connex- 
h  more  than  hb  usual  constancy,  he 
ed  for  nearly  three  years,  during  which 
ie  countess  was  separated  from  her  hus- 
I  an  application  from  the  latter  to  the 


illowing  is  a  sketch  of  this   «  fair  en- 
»,»  as  taken  at  the  time  the  liaison  was 
between  her  and  Byron.     «  The  coun- 
renty-three  years  of  age,  though  she  ap- 
more  than  seventeen  or  eighteen.  Unlike 
the  Italian  women,  her  complexion  is 
y  fair.     Her  eyes,  large,  dark,  and  lan- 
,   are  shaded  by  the  longest  eye-lashes 
^orld,  and  her  hair,  which  is  ungathered 
lead,  plays  over  her  falling  shoulders  in 
ion  of  natural  ringlets   of  the  darkest 
Her  figure  is,  perhaps,  too  much  em- 
t  for  her  height ;  but  her  bust  is  perfect, 
ares  want  little  of  possessing  a  Grecian 
ly  of  outline;  and  she  has  the  most  beau- 
uth  and  teeth  imaginable.     It  is  impos- 1 
see  without  admiring— to  hear  the  Guic- 
eak  without  being  fascinated.     Her  aroa- 
nd  gentleness  show  themselves  in  every 
on  of  her  voice,  which,  and  the  music  of 
feet  Italian,   gives  a   peculiar  charm  to 
ling  she  utters.    Grace  and  elegance  seem 
ent  parts  of  her  nature.  Notwithstanding 


that  she  adores  Lord  Byron,  it  it  evident  that 
the  exile  and  poverty  of  her  aged  fjther  some- 
times affect  iier  spirits,  and  [throw  a  shade  of 
melancholy  on  her  countenance  which  adds  to 
the  deep  interest  this  lovely  woman  creates.  Her 
conversation  is  lively  without  being  learned;  she 
has  read  all  the  best  authors  of  her  owd  and  the 
French  laiupage.  She  often  conceals  what  she 
knows,  froA  the  fear  of  being  thought  to  know 
too  much,  possibly  from  being  aware  that  Lord 
Byron  was  not  fond  of  blues.  He  is  certainly 
very  much  attached  to  her,  without  being  ac- 
tually in  love.  His  deMfiption  of  the  Georgioni 
in  the  Manfrini  palace  at  Venice  is  meant  for  the 
countess.  The  beautiful  sonnet  prefixed  to  the 
*  Prophecy  of  Dante'  was  addressed  to  her.» 

The  annexed  lines,  written  by  Byron  when  he 
was  about  to  quit  Venice  to  join  the  countess  at 
Ravenna,  will  show  the  state  of  his  feelings  at 
that  time  : 


«  River  >  that  roltbst  by  the  ancient  walls 
Where  dwells  the  lady  of  my  love,  when  she 

Walks  by  the  brink,  and  there  perchance  recals 
A  Caint  and  fleeting  memory  of  me : 


«  What  if  thv  deep  and  ample  stream  should  he 
A  mirror  of  my  heart,  where  she  may 

The  thousand  thoughts  I  now  betray  to 
Wild  as  thy  wave,  and  headlong  as 


inouiu  DC 

th^peed 
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«  What  do  I  say — a  mirror  of  my  heart  ? 

Arc  not  thv  waters  sweeping,  dark,  and  strong 
Such  as  iriy  feelings  were  and  are,  thou  art ; 

And  such  as  thou  art,  were  my  pas&ioos  long. 

«Time  may  have  somewhat  tamed  them ;  not  forever 
Tlinu  overflow' St  thy  banks;  and  not  for  aye 

Thv  bosom  overboils,  congenial  river! 
Thy  floods  subside,  and  mine  have  sunk  away — 

uBiit  left  long  wrecks  behind  them,  and  agab 
Borne  on  our  old  unr.hanfred  career,  we  move; 

Thou  tendeat  wildly  onward  to  the  main. 
And  I  to  loving  one  I  should  not  love. 

«  The  cnrrent  I  behold  will  sweep  beneath 
Her  native  walls,  and  murmur  at  her  feet; 

Her  eyes  will  look  on  thee,  when  she  shall  breathe 
The  twilight  air,  unharm'd  by  summer  s  heat. 

«  She  will  look  on  thee ;  I  have  look'd  on  thee 
Full  of  that  thought,  and  from  th^t  moment  ne'er 

Thy  waters  could  I  dream  of,  name,  or  see. 
Without  the  inseparable  sigh  for  her. 

«c  Her  bright  eyes  will  be  imaged  in  thy  stream ; 
Yes,  tliev  will  meet  the  wave  I  gaze  on  now: 
Mine  cannot  witness,  even  in  a  dream. 
That  happy  wave  repass  mc  in  its  flow. 

«Tlie  wave  that  bears  my  tears  returns  no  more: 
Will  she  return  by  whom  that  wave  shall  sweep? 

Both  tread  thy  banks,  both  wander  on  thy  shore; 
I  near  thy  source,  she  by  the  dark-blue  deep. 

» The  Po. 
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mBuI  that  which  keepcth  us  apart  is  iiot 

Disunce,  nor  depth  of  wave,  nor  space  of  eartli. 

But  the  (listrartioii  of  a  various  lot, 
As  various  as  the  cHmatcs  of  onr  birth. 

«  A  stranf^er  loves  a  Indr  of  the  land, 

Born  fjr  bevond  the  mountains,  but  his  blood 

Is  all  meridian,  as  if  never  funn*d 
By  the  bleak  wind  that  chills  the  polar  flood. 

«  My  blood  is  all  meridian  ;  were  it  not, 
I  hiid  not  left  my  vlime; — I  «h.dl  not  be, 

In  spite  of  tortures  ne'er  to  Ix*  foq^ot, 
A  slave  a(;ain  of  love,  at  lea^t  of  thee. 

a'Tisvain  to  struggle — Ictnc  perish  yonng — 
Live  as  I  lived,  and  love  us  I  have  loved: 

To  dust  if  I  return,  from  du-U  I  sprun(;. 

And  then  at  least  my  heart  can  ne'er  be  uovcd.i* 

It  is  impossible  to  conceive  a  more  unvaried 
life  than  Lord  Byrou  led  at  this  period  in  the 
society  of  a  few  select  friends.  Billiards,  convci^ 
sation,  or  reading,  filled  up  the  intervals  till  it 
was  time  to  take  tlie  evening-drive,  ride,  and 
pistol-practice.  ^ 

He  dined  at  half  an  hour  after  sun-set,  then 
drove  to  Count  Gamba's,  the  Coujitess  Guic- 
ciolt's  father,  passed  several  hours  in  her  society, 
returned  to  his  palace,  and  either  read  or  wrote 
till  two  or  three  in  the  morning;  occasionally 
drinking  ifmts  diluted  With  water  as  a  medicine, 
from  a  dread  of  a  nephritic  complaint,  to  which 
he  was,  or  fancied  himself,  subject. 

While  Lord  Byron  resided  at  Pisa,  a  serious 
affray  occurred,  in  which  he  was  personally  con- 
cerned. Taking  his  usual  ride,  with  some  friends, 
one  of  them  was  violently  jostled  hy  a  serjeant- 
major  of  hussars,  who  dashed,  at  full  speed, 
through  the  midst  of  the  party.  They  pursued 
and  overtook  him  near  the  Piaggia  gate;  but 
their  remonstrances  were  answered  only  by  abuse 
and  menace,  and  an  attempt,  on  the  part  of  the 
guard  at  the  gate,  to  arrest  them.  This  occasioned 
a  severe  scufHe,  in  which  several  of  Lord  Byron's 
party  were  wounded,  as  was  also  the  hussar.  The 
consequence  was,  that  all  Ix>rd  Byron's  servants 
(who  were  warmly  attached  to  him,  and  had 
shown  great  ardour  in  his  defence)  were  banished 
from  Pisa;  and  with  them  the  Counts  Gamha, 
father  and  son.  Lord  Byron  was  himself  advised 
to  leave  it ;  and  as  the  countess  accompanied  her 
father,  he  soon  after  joined  them  at  Leghorn, 
and  passed  six  weeks  at  Monte  Nero.  His  return 
to  Pisa  was  occasioned  by  a  new  persecution  of 
the  (founts  Gamha.  An  order  was  issued  for 
them  to  leave  the  Tuscan  states  in  four  days; 
and  after  their  embarkation  for  Genoa,  the 
countess  and  Lord  Byron  oi>enly  lived  together, 
at  the  Lanfranchi  ftalace. 

It  was  at  Pisa  that  Bvron  wrote  ■  Werner, »  a 
tragedy;  the  ■  Deformed  Trausfurmed,*  and  con- 


tinued his  «  Don  Juao»  to  the  9pd  of  the  sixteenth  I 
canto.    We  venture  to  introduce  here  the  follow- 
ing critical  summary  of  this  wonderful  prodoctioo 
of  genius. 

The  poem  of  Don  Jaan  has  all  sorts  of  faults, 
many  of  which  cannot  be  defended,  and  some  d 
which  are  disgusting;   but  it  has,  also,  almost 
every  sort  of  poetical  merit :  there  are  in  it  some 
of  the  finest  { passages  Lord  Byron  ever  wrote; 
there  is  amazing  knowledge  of  human  nature  in  | 
it;  there  is  exquisite  humour;  there  is  freedoio,  j 
and  bound,  and  vigcmr  of  narrative  imagery,  sen-  ■ 
timent,  and  style,  which  are  admirable ;  there  it  a  I 
vast  fertility   of   deep,  extensive,   and  original 
thought;  and,  at  the  same  time,  there  is  the  pro- 
fusion of  a  prompt  and  most  richly-stored  me- 
mory.    The  invention  is  lively  and  poetical;  the 
descriptions  are  brilliant  and  glowing,   yet  not  j 
over-wrought,  but  fresh  from  nature,  and  faithful  j 
to  her  colours ;  and  the  prevalent  character  of 
the  whole  (bating  too  many  dark  spots),  not  dis- 
piriting, though  gloomy;  not  misanthropic,  though 
bitter;  and  not  repulsive  to  the  visions  of  poeti- 
cal enthusiasm,  though  indignant  and  resentful. 

I^rd  Byron's  acquaintance  with  I^i{{h  Hunt, 
the  late  editor  of  the  Examiner,  originated  in  his 
grateful  feeling  for  the  manner  in  which  Mr  Hunt 
stood  forward  in  his  justification,  at  a  time  when 
the  current  of  public  opinion  ran  strongly  against 
him.  This  feeling  induced  him  to  invite  Mr  Hunt 
to  the  Lanfranchi  |>alace,  where  a  suite  of  apart- 
ments were  fitted  up  for  him.  On  his  arrival  in 
the  spring  of  i8a2,  a  periodical  publication  was 
projected,  under  the  title  of  « The  Liberal,*  of 
which  Hunt  was  to  be  tbe  editor,  and  to  vhich 
Lord  Byron  and  Percy  Shelley  (who  had  been  re- 
sidiiig  for  some  time  on  terms  of  grebt  intimacy  with 
his  lordship)  were  to  contribute.  Three  numbers 
of  the  «  Liberal  »  were  published  in  London, 
when,  in  consequence  of  the  unhappy  fote  of 
Mr  Shelley  (who  perished  in  the  Mediterranean 
by  the  upsetting  of  a  boat),  and  of  other  discou- 
raging circumstances,  it  was  discontinued. 

Byron  attended  the  funeral  of  his  poet-friend, 
the  following  description  of  which,  by  a  perMD 
who  was  present,  is  not  without  interest: — 

«  i8th  August,  i8ia.  —  Oq  the  occasion  of 
Shelley's  melancholy  fate,  I  revisited  Pisa,  and 
on  the  day  of  my  arrival  learnt  that  Lord  Byroo 
was  gone  to  the  sea-shore,  to  assist  in  perlbrmiiif 
the  last  offices  to  his  friend.  We  came  to  a  ^t 
marked  by  an  old  and  witheretl  trunk  of  a  fii^ 
tree,  and  near  it,  on  the  beach,  stood  a  solitary 
hut  covered  with  reeds.  The  situation  was  well 
calculated  for  a  poet's  grave.  A  few  weeks  befbn 
I  had  ridden  with  him  and  Lord  Byron  to  this  very 
spot,  which  1  afterwards  visited  more  than  once. 
In  front  was  a  magnificent  extent  of  the  blue  ind 
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Medilemnein,  with  the  ide*  of  Elba 
ana,  —  Lord  Byroit'a  yachi  at  anchor 
g:  on  the  olher  side  ao  ulmoit  houn 
nt  of  unJy  wildernesi,  uncnllivatnl  and 
Lted,  bero  aud  thflxp  iutersper&t^d  in  lufti 
derwcHjU  cnrved  ^  the  sea-bnjeie,  am 
hy  the  barren  aud  dry  nature  of  the  )oi 
1  it  Qrew.  At  equal  ditlapcei  along  the 
mmI  high  Mjunre  towers,  Ear  the  douhle 
0/  guarding  the  coajt  frou)  jinuggliug, 
orciiig  the  quarantine  lawi.  TUii  view 
ided  hy  aa  iinmeiiieeiteut  of  the  Italian 
lich  are  here  [larlicuUrly  pietureKjue 
ui  volcanic  aud  manifold  appearances, 
:h,  being  composed  of  while  marhle,  give 

nd  to  thii  picture  appeared  at  eitraor- 
a  groap.      Lord  Byron  and  Trelawney 

0  ilandiug  over  ihe  burning  pile,  with 
the  (olilien  of    the  guanl;  and  Leigh 

hose  feeting<  aud  nerves  could  not  carry 
ingh  the  scene  of  horror,  lying  hack  in 
i^e,— the  four  post-horsei  ready  to  drop 
;  intensily  of  the  iioon-day  sun.     The 

of  all  around  was  yet  more  felt  hy  the 
ream  nf  a  solitary  curlew,  which,  per- 
racled  by  ihe  body,  wheeled  iu  such  iiar- 
Jes  ronnd  the  pile,  that  it  might  have 
uck  with  ihu  hand,  and  was  so  fearleu 
•oaU  not  be  driven  away.  Looking  at 
at.  Lord  Byron  said:— 'Why,  that  old 
Ik  handkerchief  retains  its  form  belter 
at  human  body  1 '  Scarcely  was  the  ce- 
concluded,  when  Lord  Byron,  agitated 
peclacle  he  had  witnessed,  tried  to  dis- 

sonie  degree  the  impression  of  it  hy  his 
;  recreation.  He  look  off  his  clothes, 
:,  and  swam  tu  the  yachi,  which  was 
few  inilei  distant.  Tlw  heal  of  the  sun 
:ked  perspirdlion  threw  him  into  a  fever, 
e  felt  coming  oubefore  be  left  the  water, 
ch  became  more  violent  before  he  reached 
•a  hisrclum  he  immediately  Inokawann 
id  the  next  morning  was  peitectly  reco- 

nmity  between  Byron  and  Soutliey,  the 
reate,  is  as  well  known  as  that  between 
d  Colley  Gibber.  Their  politics  were 
caily  opiwsilc,  and  the  noble  hard  re- 
he  bard  of  lojally  as  a  renegade  from 
y  principles.      It  was  not,   however,    so 

1  account  of  political  principles  that 
lity    between    Byron  and   Souihey  was 

The  peer,  in  hit  saiire,  had  handled 
t  of  the  lauieate  ■  loo  roughly,-  aud 
btler  deeply  resenled.  Whilst  travelling 
cQOtinent.  Sonlhey  ohsened  Shelley's 
I    the   Album,    at   Uont    Anverl,    with 


•A9tif  « 
ment  in  tl 
Ihe  namei 


n  after  it,  and  an  indignant  com- 


anguage  w 


also 


e  of  Byron's  otlier  friends.  The 
laureate,  it  is  said,  copied  the  names  and  the 
comment,  and,  on  his  return  to  England,  reported 
the  wliote  circumstances,  and  hesitated  not  to 
conclude  Bfron  of  the  same  priuciplei  as  his 
friends.  In  «  poem  he  subsequently  wrote,  called 
ibe  -  Vision  of  Judgment,-  be  itigmatiud  Lord 
Bjron  as  Ihe  father  of  the  .  Satanic  Scliool  of 
Poetry.-  Hit  lordship,  in  a  note  appended  to 
the  '  Two  Foscari,-  retorted  in  s  very  severe 
manuer,  aud  even  permitted  himself  to  ridicule 
.Sondiey's  wife,  the  sister  of  Coleridge's  wife,  they 
having  been  al  one  time  •  two  milliners  of  Dal  h.- 
The  laureate  wrote  an  answer  to  this  note  in  the 
Courier  newspaper,  which,  when  Byron  saw  it ,  en- 
raged him  so  much  that  be  consulted  with  his 
frientli  whether  or  not  he  ought  logo  to  England 
to  answer  it  personally.  In  cooler 
however,  he  resolved  merely  to  write  I 
of  Judgment,'  which  was  a  jiatody  on  Southey't, 
aud  appeared  in  one  of  the  numbers  uf  the  ■  Li- 
beral,- for  wliich  Hunt,  the  publisher,  wa*  pro- 
secuted hy  the  •  CoDStitutiouat  Association,-  and 
found  guilty. 

As  some  oF  our  readers  may  he  curious  to  kuow 
Ihe  rate  al  which  Lord  Byron  wai^id  for  bis 
productions,  we  annex  the  following  itatemeut, 
by  Mr  Murray,  the  bookseller,  uf  the  sums  given 
by  him  for  the  copy-tights  of  most  of  his  lord- 
ship's works: 

Childa  Harold,  L  II.      .                .        Go^l 
HI 1.57S 

— r—  '^' '.'- 

Giaour 5i,l 

Bride  of  Abjdos SiS 

C«^Mr, SiS 

Siege  of  Corinth                 ...  SiS 

Parisina SiS 

Lament  of  Tssso     ....  JiS 

Manfred *     .  3iS 

Beppo •.     .  5ai 

Don  Juan  I.  II i,Si5 

HI.  IV.  V 1,5)5 

Doge  of  Venice i,oSo 

Sardauapalus,  Cain,  and  Foscari  >,ioo 

Maieppa        SaS 

Prisoner  of  Chillon      ....  StS 


As  is  the  case  with  many  men  in  afQueul  cir- 

mstances,  Byrun  wn  at  limes  more  than  ge- 

rousi  and  again,  at  other  limes,  what  might 

be  cnWti   mean.     He  once  borrowed  &00I.  in 
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order  to  give  it  to  the  widow  of  one  who  had 
been  his  friend;  he  frequently  dined  on  five 
Pauls,  and  once  gave  his  bills  to  a  lady  to  be 
examined,  because  he  thought  h4  was  cheated. 
He  gave  looo/.  for  a  yacht,  which  he  sold  again 
for  3oo/.,  and  refused  to  give  the  sailors  their 
jackets.  It  ought,  however,  to  be  observed,  that 
generosity  was  natural  to  him,  and  that  his  ava- 
rice, if  it  can  be  so  termed,  was  a  mere  whim  or 
caprice  of  the  moment— a  nUe  he  could  not  long 
sustain.  He  once  borrowed  tool,  to  give  to  the 
]}rother-in-law  of  Southey,  Coleridge,  the  poet, 
when  the  latter  was  in  distress.  In  his  (piarrel 
with  the  laureate  he  was  provoked  to  allude  to 
this  circumstance,  which  certainly  he  ought  not 
to  have  done. 

Byron  was  a  great  admirer  of  the  Waverley 
novels,  and  never  travelled  without  them.  aTliey 
ure,»  said  he  to  Captain  Medwin  one  day,  «  a 
library  in  tliemselves,— a  perfect  literary  trea- 
sure. I  could  read  them  once  a  year  with  new 
pleasure.*  During  that  morning  he  had  ]>eeu 
reading  one  of  Sir  Walter's  novels,  and  delivered, 
according  to  Medwin,  the  following  criticism. 
m  How  difficult  it  is  to  say  any  thing  new!  Who 
was  that  voluptuary  of  antiquity,  who  offered  a 
reward  for  a  new  pleasure?  Perhaps  all  nature 
and  art  could  not  supply  a  new  idea. » 

The  anxious  and  paternal  tenderness  I^ord  By- 
ron felt  for  his  daughter,  is  expressed  with  un- 
equalled beauty  and  pathos  in  the  first  stanza 
of  the  third  canto  of  Childe  Harold.  «  What  do 
you  think  of  Ada?*  said  he  to  Medwin,  looking 
earnestly  at  his  daughter's  miniature,  that  hung 
by  the  side  of  his  writiug-tabln.  « '^ey  tell  roe 
she  is  like  me  —  but  she  has  her  mother's  eyes. 
It  is  very  odd  that  my  mother  was  an  only  child; 
— I  am  an  only  child;  my  wife  is  an  oiJftc^hild; 
and  Ada  is  an  only  child.  It  is  a  singmR  coin- 
cidence ;  that  is  the  least  that  can  be  said  of  it. 
I  can't  help  thinking  it  was  destined  to  be  so; 
and  perhaps  it  is  best.  I  was  once  anxious  for  a 
son;  but,  after  Sdr  separation,  was  glad  to  have 
had  a  daughter;  fer  it  would  have  distressed  me 
too  much  to  have  taken  him  away  from  Lady 
Byron,  and  1  could  not  have  trusted  her  with  a 
son's  education.  I  have  no  idea  of  boys  being 
brought  up  by  mothers.  1  suffered  too  much 
from  tliat  myself:  and  then,  wandering  about  the 
world  as  I  do,  1  could  not  take  pro|)cr  care  of  a 
child;  otherwise  I  should  not  have  left  Allegra, 
poor  little  thing !  at  Ravenna.  She  has  been  a 
great  resource  to  me,  though  1  am  not  so  fond  of 
her  as  of  Ada :  and  yet  I  mean  to  make  their  for- 
tunes equal— there  will  be  enough  for  them  both. 
I  have  desired  in  my  will  that  Allegra  shall  not 
marry  an  Luglishman.  The  Irish  and  Scotch 
make  better  husbands  than  we    do.     You    will 


think  it  was  an  odd  fancy ;  but  I  was  not  in  the 
best  of  humours  with  my  countrymen  at  that 
moment— you  know  the  rotson.  1  am  told  that  Ada 
is  a  little  termagant;  1  hope  not.  1  shall  write 
to  my  sister  to  know  |(  this  is  the  case :  perhaps 
I  am  wrong  in  letting  Lady  Byron  have  entirely 
her  own  way  in  her  education.  I  Jbear  that  my 
name  is  not  mentioned  in  her  presence;  that  a 
green  curtain  is  always  kept  over  my  portrait, 
as  over  something  forbidden ;  and  that  she  is  not 
to  know  that  she  has  a  father  till  she  comes  of 
age.  Of  course  she  will  be  taught  to  hate  me; 
she  will  be  brought  up  to  it.  Lady  Byron  is  con- 
scious of  all  this,  and  is  afraid  that  I  shall  some 
day  carry  off  her  daughter  by  stealth  or  force. 
I  might  claim  her  of  the  Chancellor,  withoat  hav- 
ing recourse  to  either  one  or  the  other;  but  I 
had  rather  be  unhappy  myself  than  make  her 
mother  so;  probably  I  shall  never  see  her  again.* 
Here  he  opened  his  writing-desk,  and  showed  me 
some  hair,  which  he  told  me  was  his  child's. 

Several  years  ago.  Lord  Byron  presented  hb 
friend,  Mr  Thomas  Moore,  with  his  «  Memoirs,* 
written  by  himself,  with  an  understanding  that 
they  were  not  to  1>e  published  until  afiter  his 
death.  Mr  Moore,  with  the  consent  and  at  the 
desire  of  Lord  Byron,  sold  the  manuscript  to 
Mr  ^lurray,  the  bookseller,  for  the  sum  of  two 
thousand  guineas.  The  following  statement  by 
Mr  Moore,  will  however  show  its  fate.  •  Without 
entering  into  the  respective  claims  of  Mr  Morray 
and  myself  to  the  property  in  these  memmrs  (a 
question  which  now  that  they  are  destroyed  can 
be  but  of  little  moment  to  any  one),  it  is  sufficient 
to  say  that,  believing  the  manuscript  still  to  be 
mine,  I  placed  it  at  the  disposal  of  Lord  Byron's 
sister,  Mrs  Leigh,  with  the  sole  reservation  of  a 
protest  against  its  total  destruction;  at  least, 
without  previous  perusal  and  consultation  among 
the  parties.  The  majority  of  the  persons  present 
disagreed  with  tliU  opinion,  and  it  was  the  only 
fMiint  upon  which  there  did  exist  any  difference 
l)etweeii  ns.  The  manuscript  was  accordingly 
torn  and  burnt  before  our  eyes,  and  I  immediately 
paid  to  Mr  Murray,  in  the  presence  of  the  gentle- 
men assembled,  two  thousand  guineas,  with  in- 
terest, etc.,  being  the  amount  of  what  I  owed  him 
upon  the  security  of  my  bond,  and  for  which  I 
now  stand  indebted  to  my  publishers,  Messrs 
I<ongman  and  Co. 

«  Since  then,  the  family  of  Lord  Byron  have, 
in  a  manner  highly  honourable  to  themselves, 
proposed  an  arrangement,  by  which  the  sum  thus 
paid  to  Mr  Murray  might  l>e  reimbursed  me;  but 
from  feelings  and  considerations,  which  it  is  un- 
necessary here  to  explain,  I  have  respectfully, 
but  peremptorily,  declined  their  offer.* 

One  evening,  afiter  a  dinner  party  at  the  Lan- 
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tranchi  iHiUte,  bit  lordahiji  wrule  ibe  rolluwiii 
■'riukiiig-wog: 

Pell  tlie  glow  ibit  Daw  nlWio*  mf  hnri  10  lU  care: 


■  I  liKX  uM,  in  :b  liin 

Ufa 

llifeu 

o«Pplr: 

1  h>v<  b..k',l'i„  Uie  hao^ 

oF. 

aiAlDlllDRCTC; 

1  h«r>J«r«l-«tH  h.  .. 

.b.Ib 

HlgUC  wUI  d«1 

Th.lpta«.<«kudwhn 

.lD.I>ed».<.r»i.rr«il.. 

*h 

nihcfann-<<Biu>H' 

Ai-I  ■!,««.,  rl»i  .nation 

lh>dfrl.»d>-»hllh..M 

)    1.B 

l»>f!DC^||..0 

T1..I  hicwU.  rn..  «int.  . 

ewliilfarul 

tbrwT 

-TlKb>««c.f.ni,irt.> 

biiTni> 

l-bMB,, 

.h«,  n<.;r  c 

d-n^; 

Tboa  inw'u  oU— nbo 

1« 

00.7  bo 

nn  Btth  - 

.pp-n. 

Wl™  virlBB.  likt  ihiDt. 

uii 

K™«-.i.h™rTC«.. 

.r.tifi.i«ii«<i»i>iD>« 

ih> 

I«.™ 

iM)^ 

ouba.1 

.wh>Uor. 

F«.d»ni«»l1ulc»j°T<h 

h,T  ™ioT. 

ii.i"U 

Iie<|«l. 

Forn.f«c.  — flrw>l«e 

■tl>< 

■n,»n  «  (i»i_»bo  d«.  d 

Bl' 

■Kb' 11 

.oMbexHi). 

-  LAnf^lifF  rn  Ihcfrnpr^  qad  when  tiimmcrLi  fldWD, 
Thr  tut  of  «ir  wUr  ■fall)  cIvldRi  oiT  ovD. 
W>  awu  dif-wliD  doa  noI !  miT  (Kir  fiat  be  rarei.rii ! 
And  BcU  >h>n  Never  be  idlr  in  liuvo... 

Before  ve  rto«e  the  dHsili  oF  what  may  be 
lenncd  Lord  Byron'i  poetical  life— befare  we  en- 
Lcr  au  tlie  painfully  inlerciting  parLiculari  con' 
uecled  wiih  tlie  lost  sad  nnblest  part  he  per- 
formed in  hi*  brilliant  but  brief  career— we  beg 
Iditc  fo  inlroduce  tbe  fo1lDwia|T  summary  of  his 
cbaracler: 

jpcsl  antidote  in  Lord  Byron's  genim  to  llie 
ilraof^  propemitiei  lo  evil  ariiing  both  from  hii 
nalunl  pauinui  and  temper,  and  llie  accidental 
BDpropilioui  circutiutaaces  of  hit  life.  In  no 
mail  were  good  and  evil  minfiled  in  lucli  ilranKe 
iatimacy.  and  in  sach  itran^e  proportioni.  His 
pauioos  Here  eitraordinarily.^iolenl  and  6erce; 
aitd  bii  temi<er,  uneasy,  biller.  and  caprjciaiu. 
Ills  pride  wH  deep  and  (jlaomy.  and  hh  ambiliao 
ardoit  and  ancon  troll  able.  All  these  were 
euctif  tucli  as  the  rorlDilous  position  of  hiii  in- 
fancy, boyhood,  and  lint  manhood,  tended  to 
aggravate  by  discourageoienls,  crosses,  and  mor- 
tificatimu.  He  wai  directly  and  immediately 
spnug  frDin  a  stock  of  old  nobility,  of  a^fliitturic 
nasM.  of  venerable  antic[uily.     All  his  alliances 


cludiui;  UU  (hIkf.  Iiad  moved  in  high  tociety. 
Hut  tbia  gay  lather  died,  improvident  or  reckless 
.F  the  future,  and   left  him  to  waste  bis  child- 
lood  in  poverty  and  dereliction,   in  the  remote 
own  ot  AbcTdwo,  among  the  few  malernal  re. 
lalions  who  yet  ivould  not  ullerly  abandon  bis 
ather's  sblpwrecked   fcirtunoi.      At  the  ngt  of 
I  years  he  became  preiitmplive  beir  to  the  ta- 
lly peerajt,  and  at  the  age  of  ten  tbe  peerage 
dei-nlved  on  him.   He  then  was  sent  to  the  public 
il  oF  Harrow;    but  neither  bis  person,  his 
acquired  habits,  hit  icholanhip,  not  hi*  temper, 
fitteil  him  for  this  strange  arena.       A  peer,  nut 
immediately  iisuing  from  the  fashionable  circles, 
and    not  as  rich  u   fbotith  boyi  suppose  a  peer 
ought  to  he,  must  have  a  wonderful  tact  of  so- 
ciety, and  a  managing,  bending,  intriguing  tem- 
per, to  pluy  his  part  with  eclat,  or  with  cnmfiirt, 

which  Lord  Byron  now  received  confirmed  the 
bitterness  of  a  disposition  and  fueling*  naturally 
sonr,  and  already  augmented  by  chilling  solitude, 
or  an  uncongenial  sphere  of  society. 

To  a  mind  endowed  -trilh  intense  Ktutfttily 
and  uoeitiogulihable  ambiliani  these  circnm- 
slancei  operated  iu  cherishing  melancholy,  and 
even  misanthropy.  They  bred  au  iulractabilitj 
to  the  light  humours,  tbe  heartless  dieerFulness, 
and  all  tbe  artillery  of  Dntliinking  emptineu  by 
which  the  energies  of  the  bosom  are  damped  and 
broken.  There  were  implanted  within  him  the 
seeds  of  profound  reileiion  and  emotion,  which 
him  to  such  strength,  that  the  tame[ieM,the 
petty  pauions,  and  frivolous  desires  of  mankind 

their  ordinary   intercnunes  of  pleasure   and 

id  disgust,  even  when 
ihey  courted,  dandled,  flattered,  and  admired 
him.  '.tie  was  unskilled  in  their  pitifut'  ao- 
complmimenti,  and  disdained  the  trifling  aims 
of  their  vanity,  and  the  tests  of  eicelleuce  by 
which  they  were  actuated,  and  Cy  which  they 
judged.  He  never,  therefore,  enjoyed  their  blan- 
dishments, and,  ere  long,  broke  like  a  glanl  from 
their  hoadi. 

There  can  be  no  doubt,  iliat  diuppointmenli, 
working  on  a  sombre  temper,  and  the  consequent 
melancholy  and  sensitiveneis  aiding,  and  aided 
by,  the  spells  of  the  mute,  were  Lord  Byron's 
preservatives ;  at  least,  (hat  they  produced  re- 
deeming splendours,  and  moments  of  pure  and 
untainted  intellect,  and  exalting  ebulliliout  of 
grand  or  tender  lenlimenl,  or  noble  pattion, 
hicb.  by  (its  at  least,  if  not  always,  adorned  hit 
imposilioiii,  and  will  for  ever  electrify  and  e!e- 

Had  Lord    Byron  lucceeJed   in  ihe  ordinary 

ay  10  his  peerai;e,  arcanipani'^d  by  Ihe  usual 
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cin.'unistuiices  of  prosperity  and  ease,  —  had  no- 
thing occurred  capahle  of  stimulating;  to  5tron(; 
|)ersonal  exertions,  the  mighty  seeds  witliin  him 
hafl  probnhly  been  ^'orse  than  neutral — they  had 
worked  to  unqualified  mischief!  In  many  cases 
this  is  not  t)ic  effect  of  prosperity;  but  Lord 
Uyron's  qualities  were  of  a  very  peculiar  cast, 
ax  well  as  intense  and  unrivalled  in  degree. 

When,  in  the  spring  of  1816,  Lord  Byron 
quitted  England,  to  return  to  it  no  more,  he  had 
a  dark,  perilous,  and  appalling  prospect  before 
him.  The  chances  against  the  due  future  use 
of  his  miraculous  and  fearful  gifts  of  genius,  poi- 
iioned  and  frenzied  as  tlicy  were  by  blighted  hopes 
and  all  the  e\il  incidents  which  had  befallen 
liim,  were  too  numerous  to  be  calculated  without 
overwhelming  dismay !  Few  i>ersons,  of  a  sen- 
sibility a  little  above  the  common,  would  have 
escaped  the  pit  of  black  and  unmitigated  des{>on- 
dence!  But  Lord  Byron's  elasticity  of  mind  reco- 
vered  itself,  and  soon  rose  to  far  higher  con- 
ceptions and  performances  than  before.  He  passed 
thefummer  upon  the  banks  of  the  lake  of  Geneva! 
Widi  what  enthusiasm  he  enjoyed,  and  with 
what  contemplations  he  dwelt  among  its  scenery, 
his  own  poetry  s6ou  exhibited  to  the  world  !  He 
lias  been  censured  for  his  peculiarities,  his  un- 
social life,  and  his  disregard  of  the  habits,  the 
decorums,  and  the  civilities  of  the  world,  and  of 
the  rank  to  which  he  bdongeil.  lie  might  have 
pleaded,  tSat  the  world  rejected  him,  and  he  the 
world;  but  the  charge  is  idle  in  itself,  admitting 
it  to  have  originated  with  his  own  will.  A  roan 
has  a  right  to  live  in  solitude  if  he  chuses  it; 
and,  al>ove  all,  he  who  gives  such  fruits  of  his 
solitude! 

In  the  autumn  of  1831,  Ix>rd  Byron  quitted 
Pisa,  and  went  to  Genoa,  where  he  remained 
throughout  the  winter.  A  letter  writtea  by  his 
lordship,  while  at  Genoa,  is  singularly  honourable 
to  him,  and  is  the  more  entitled  to  notice,  as  it 
tends  to  diminish  the  credibility  of  an  assertion 
made  since  his  death,  that  he  could  bear  no  rival 
in  fame,  but  instantly  became  animated  with  a 
bitter  jealousy  and  hatred  of  any  person  who 
attracted  the  public  attention  from  himself.  If 
there  be  a  living  being  towards  whom,  according 
to  that  statement.  Lord  Byron  would  have  expe- 
rienced such  a  sentiment,  it  must  be  the  pre- 
sumed author  of  «  Waverley.»  And  yet,  in  a  letter 
to  Monsieur  Beyle,  dated  May  39,  1823,  the  fol- 
lowing are  the  just  and  liberal  expressions  used 
by  Lord  Byron,  in  adverting  to  a  pamphlet 
which  had  been  recently  published  by  Monsieur 
Be^le. 

■  There  is  one  part  of  your  observations  in  the 
I>amphlet  which  I  shall  venture  to  remark  upon  : 
—  it  regards  Walter  Scott.     You  say  that  *  his 
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character  is  little  worthy  oF  enthusiasm,'  at  the 
same  time  that  vou  mention  his  productions  iu 


I. 


the  Manner  they  deserve.  1  have  known  Walter 
Scott  long  and  well,  andin  occasional  situations 
which  cjll  forth  the  real  character,  and  I  can 
assure  you  that  his  character  is  worthy  of  admi- 
ration;—that,  of  all  men,  he  is  the  most  open, 
the  most  honourable,  the  most  amiable.  Witli 
his  politics  I  have  nothing  to  do  :  they  diffrr 
from  mine,  which  renders  it  difficult  for  me  to 
speak  of  them.  But  he  is  perfectly  sincere  in 
them,  and  sincerity  may  be  humble,  but  she  can- 
not be  servile.  I  pray  you,  tlierefore,  to  correct 
or  soften  that  passage.  You  may.  perhaps,  attri- 
bute this  ofrtriousness  of  mine  to  a  false  affecta- 
tion of  candour,  as  1  happen  to  be  a"Hvriter  also. 
Attribute  it  to  what  motive  you  please,  but  be- 
lieve tlie  truth.  I  say  that  Walter  Scott  is  as 
nearly  a  thorough  good  man  as  man  can  ]>e,  be- 
cause I  know  it  by  eviierience  to  be  the  case.* 

The  motives  which  ultimately  induced  Lord 
Byron  to  leave  Italy,  and  join  the  Greeks,  strng- 
gling  for  emancipation,  are  sufficiently  obvious. 
It  was  in  Greece  that  his  high  poeticjil  faculties 
had  been  first  fully  develo|»ed.  Greece,  a  land 
of  the  most  venerable  and  illustrious  history,  of 
peculiarly  grand  and  beautiful  scenery,  inhabited 
by  various  races  of  the  most  wild  and  picturesque 
manners,  was  to  him  the  land  of  excitement, — 
never-cloying,  never- wear^'ing,  never-changing 
excitement.  It  was  necessarily  the  chosen  and 
favourite  spot  of  a  man  of  powerful  and  original 
intellect,  of  quick  and  sensible  feelings,  of  a  rest^ 
less  and  untameable  spirit,  of  various  information, 
and  who,  aliove  all,  was  satiated  with  common 
enjoyments,  and  disgusted  with  what  ap|)eared  to 
him  to  be  the  formality,  hyfxicrisy  and  sumeuess 
of  daily  life.  Dwelling  u()Oii  that  country,  as  it 
is  clear  from  all  I^rd  Byron's  writings  he  did, 
with  the  fondest  solicitude,  and  being,  as  he  was 
well  known  to  be,  an  ardent,  t'lough,  perhaps, 
not  a  very  systematic  lover  of  freedom,  he  could 
l>e  no  unconcerned  spectator  of  its  recent  revo- 
lution :  and  as  soon  as  it  seemed  to  him  that  his 
presence  might  be  useful,  he  prepared  to  visit 
once  more  the  shores  of  Greece.  It  is  not  im- 
probable, also,  that  he  had  become  ambitious  of 
a  name  as  distinguished  for  deeds  as  it  was  al- 
ready by  his  writings.  A  glorious  and  novel  tut- 
reer  apparently  presented  itself,  and  he  deter- 
mined to  tr^'  the  event. 

I^rd  Byron  embarked  at  Ix^horn,  and  ar- 
rived in  Cephalonia  in  the  early  part  of  Aufjfust, 
183.'^,  attended  by  a  .suite  of  six  or  seven  friends, 
in  an  Knglish  vessel  (the  Hercules,  Captain  Scott), 
which  he  had  chartered  for  the  express  purpose 
of  taki^  him  to  Greece.  His  lordship  had  never 
seen  any  of  the  volcanic  mountains,  and  for  this 
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Iiurpiiic  (lie  tmcl  demili"!  fnim  iti  itbiiI.ii' 
■imne,  in  orJer  to  poit  ihe  island  of  Stront- 
Hili,  and  Ity  off  ihal  p]«cc  a  whale  nigfala  in 
lie  hopM  of  KJliieiiiniF  ihc  aiiul  plienangnn, 
•ui,  for  tlie  Urm  time  within  Ihc  memory  of 
man,  the  volcnna  epiilled  no  lire.  Tlie  iliup- 
intnl  poei  wai  obligfd  la  proceed,  in  no  good 
muur  with  llu!  hhleil  foTRe  of  Vulcan. 
C.Tiigt,  ihoBghwiiha  Fair  prospect  of  nliimnle 
tHum^,  wiu  at  that  lime  in  an  uD<ettl«'l  ilate. 
The  IhinlcMapngn  bad  commenced,  wilh«everal 
intlancciof  dixii^ithedtacceu— herarmi  were 
Tvcrj  where  vicEorioqa,  bnl  her  councili  were 
illtlracled.  Wealern  Greece  was  in  a  crilical 
litnaiion,  and  although  the  heroic  Marco  Buturii 
liadnOE  lallttiinTiiu,  yelthegloriuiuenterpriH! 
intrbich  he  periabed  only  checknl,  and  did  not 
preienl  (he  advance  of  the  Turkt  lawardt  A03- 
lotica  and  Miswlaiighi.  Tfaia  QalUnt  chief, 
worthy  of  the  but  dayt  of  Greece,  hailed  with 
Iranijiort,  Lord  Byrun'i  arrical  in  that  country, 
anil  bit  lait  act  before  phKeediog  to  the  aiudi, 
ill  which  -tte  fell,  «as  to  write  a  w.irm  invitation 
(or  bis  lonlship  id  come  to  Miswionehi.  in  hii 
leltH,  which  he  nddr^Hied  to  a  friend  al  Mii- 
(rituiifihi,  Botinri*  allndet  to  almoil  ibc  lirsl  pro- 
rccding  of  Ixird  ByAin  iu  Greece,  which  w.ns  (Le 
arming  and  provitioninu  of  forty  Suliote.i,  whom 
hi-  wnt  In  join  in  the  dc&nce  of  Miasnlanglii. 
After  the  battle  l«rd  Byron  iransmitleii  bandnget 
and  medicin«,  of  which  he  bad  braughl  a  large 
iture  from  Italy,  and  pecuniary  sncconr  to  thoH 
who  had  been  wounded.  Ite  had  already  made 
a  very  genemna  offer  to  ihe  yorenimeut.  lie 
aayi,  in  a  letter,  ■  1  offered  Id  advance  a  tliou- 
laod  dollari  a  monih.  for  the  tuccour  of  Misio- 
Ion0hi.  and  ihe  Sntiolei  under  Bataarit  (tlnce 
lulled);  but  the  gDveromenl  have  aniwered  me 

llinnigb of  this  island,  that  they  with  to  confer 

with  m«  previoutly,  which  is,  in  fact,  laying 
lliey  with  me  to  spend  my  money  in  lomc  other 
■ijreclion.  I  will  lake  car«  dial  it  ii  for  the  puUic 
c.  olberwiK  I  will  not  advance  a  para.  The 
u|ipoutiun  Hy  tbey  want  to  cajole  me,  auJ  the 
[arly  Ju  poiver  taj  the  other*  with  to  leduce  me: 
»,  between  the  two.  I  have  a  diflicull  part  lo 
play ;  however,  I  will  have  notiiing  la  da  with 
the  fuctioni,  unlesi  to  reconcile  them,  if  pus- 
lible..  • 

Ijird  Ryron  ettablithed  himielf  for  Mine  time 
It  the  imall  village  of  Metuata,  in  Ceplielonii 
mid  dilpalched  two  friends,  Mr  Trelavrney  an 
Mr  Uamiltun  Urawne,  witka  letter  to  tliB  MveA  i 
luienuuenl,  iu  order  to  colect  inlelligenci  ai 
lie  real  itatc  of  things.  Hit  lordship's  (jei 
ii.iiy  was  aliHost  daily  exercised  in  his  n 
Kii|thliourhood.  lie  prnvided  for  man^tali 
Liiiiliej  in  diilreij,  and  even  imlulBed  the  people 


of  tlie  founlry  in  paying  fur  the  religlol 
mnnici  which  lliey  deemed  essential  to  lli 

In  the  mean  while.  Lord  Byron'a  friends  pro- 
ceeded t^Trip^lta,  !ind  found  ColDCOlroui  (the 
enemy  of  MiinncardalO,  who  had  been  p 
pelled  to  dee  from  the  presidency)  in  great 
power:  hi^  palnce  wnt  tilted  «'  ' 
like  the  carite  of  some  ancient  feudal  chief,  and 
a  good  idea  of  his  character  may  be  formed 
tram  the  Ungusge  be  held.  He  declared  that 
lie  had  told  Mavrocordalo  thai,  ui^^  be  de- 
sisled  from  bis  inlrignes,  be  would  ^t  bim  on 
an  .nil  and  whip  bim  nut  of  ibe  Morea,  and  that 
he  had  only  been  withheld  ffoni  doiu^  so  b)  the 
repreienulion  of  his  friends,  who  had  said  tlint 
it  would  injure  Ihe oa use. 

They  neit  proceeded  lo  Salamia.  where  the 
congress  was  sitting,  and  Mr  TrellHvney  agreed 
lo  accompany  Odysseus,  a  brave  mountain  chief, 
iula  Negropont.  At  this  time  ibe  Greeks  v 
preparing  for 
Botiarii'  brother,  i 


inter  prises.  Uarco 
',  with  hit  Sulioles  and  ilam- 
:o  lake  BbargB  of  MisiDl<J|pi, 
which,  at  that  time  (October,  iHi3j,  wai  iii  a 
very  crilical  state,  being  blockaded  both  by  land 
and  sea.  •There  baiebeen,-  says  Mr  IVeUwney 
■  thirty  Wiles  fought  and  won  by  the  late  Marco 
lioliari4  and  his  gallant  tribe  of  Suliotes,  n' 
are  shut  up  iu  Miwdonghi.  If  it  ta]\.  Athcm 
will  he  in  danger,  anil  thoutands  of  throalicut. 
A  few  thousand  dollan  would  provide  ships  to 
relieve  iti  a  ponion  of  ibis  som  is  raised— and  I 
would  coin  my  heart  to  save  this  key  of  Creeea!- 
A  re|iarl  fike  this  was  sufficient  to  sliow  the  pmnl 
where  succour  wot  most  needed,  and  I.ard  Byron's 
detenninotion  lo  relieve  Missalonghi  was  stilt 
more  decidedly  ronfirmed  by  a  letter  which  he 
receive^  from  Mnvrocordato. 

ilavrocordafo  wss  at  this  lima  endeavouring; 
to  collect  a  tteet  tor  the  relief  of  Missolonehi, 
and  Lord  Byrnn  generously  offered  to  advance 
lour  hundred  Ihonund  piastres  (ahont  ii.ooof.} 
to  pay  for  lilting  it  out.  In  a  letter  i[ 
announced  Ibis  his  noWe  intention,  he  alluded 
to  the  ditsentiont  in  Greece,  and  stated,  that  if 
liiete  continued,  all  hope  of  a  loan  in  England, 
or  of  assistance,  or  even  good  wishes  from  abroad, 
would  be  atan  end. 

■  1  must  frankly  conlesi,.-  he  says  in  hii  letter, 
that  iinleu  union  and  order  are  confirmed,  all 
apes  of  a  loan  will  he  in  vain,  and  all  the  n 
stance  which  the  Greeks  could  eipect  fro 
jroad,  all  assltliince  which  might  be  neitbar 
■iHing  nor  worthless,  will  be  suspended-  or  de- 
rnyed)  and,  whatjs  worse,  the  great  powers 
F  Europe,  af  whoV  Uo  one  i 
reece,    bul  seemol  incliued  ti 
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conseutiug  to  the  establishoieut  of  an  in(Ie{>«iident 
power,  will  be  persuaded  that  the  Greeks  are  uu- 
able  to  (govern  themselves,  and  will,  perhaps, 
themselves  undertake  to  arrange  your  disorders 
in  such  a  way  as  to  blast  the  bri|litest  hopes  you 
indnlf^e,  and  that  are  indulged  by  your  friends. 

«  And  allow  me  to  add  once  for  all,  I  desire 
the  well-being  of  Greece,  and  nothing  else ;  I  will 
do  all  I  can  to  secure  it;  but  I  cannot  consent — 
I  never  will  consent  to  the  Fuglish  public,  or 
Knglish  individuals  being  deceivetl  as  to  the  real 
state  of  Greek  afBiirs.  The  rest,  gentlemen,  de- 
pends on  you;  you  have  fought  gloriously;  act 
honourably  towards  your  fellow-Kritizens  and  to- 
wards the  world,  and  then  it  will  no  more  be 
said,  as  has  been  repeated  for  two  thousand  years 
with  ihe  Roman  historian,  that  Philopismen  was 
the  lost  of  the  Grecians.  Let  not  calumny  itself 
(and  it  is  difEcult  to  guard  against  it.  in  so  dif- 
ficult a  struggle)  com|)are  the  Turkish  Pucha  with 
the  {latriot  Greek  in  (leace,  after  you  have  exter- 
minated him  in  war.  • 

Tke  dissensions  among  the  Greek  chiefs  evi- 
dadly  gave  great  pain  to  Lord  Byron,  whose 
sensibility  was  keenly  affected  by  the  slightest 
circomstauce  which  he  considered  likely  to  retard 
the  deliverance  of  Greece.  «  For  my  part,*  be 
obser\-es  in  another  of  his  letters,  «  I  will  stick 
by  the  cause  while  a  plank  remains  whkh  can 
be  honourably  clung  to;  if  I  quit  it,  it  will  lie 
by  the  Greeks'  conduct,  and  not  the  Holy  Allies, 
or  the  holier  Mussulmans.*  lu  a  letter  to  his 
banker  at  Cephalooia,  he  says :  «  I  ho{)e  things 
here  will  go  well,  some  time  or  other;  I  will 
stick  by  the  cause  as  long  as  a  cause  exists.* 

His  playful  humour  sometimes  broke  out  amidst 
the  deep  anxiety  he  felt  for  the  success  of  the 
Greeks.  He  ridiculed  with  great  pleasantry  some 
of  fhe  supplies  which  had  been  sent  out  from 
F.iigland  by  the  Greek  committee.  In  one  of  his 
letters,  also,  after  alluding  to  his  having  ad- 
v^nced  4)Ooo/.,  and  expecting  to  be  called  on  for 
4,000/.  more,  he  says:  «  How  can  I  refuse,  if  they 
(the  Greeks)  will  fight,  and  especially  if  I  should 
happen  to  be  in  their  com|)any?  I  therefore 
request  and  require  that  you  should  apprise  my 
trusty  and  trust-worthy  trustee  and  banker,  and 
crown  and  slieet-anchor,  Douglas  Kinnaird  the 
honourable,  that  he  prepare  all  monies  of  mine, 
including  the  purchase-money  of  Rochdale  manor, 
and  mine  income  for  the  year  A.  D.  i8a4f  to  an- 
swer and  anticipate  any  orders  or  drafts  of  mine, 
for  the  good  cause,  in  good  and  lawful  money  of 
Great  Britain,  etc  etc.  etc.  May  you  live  a 
thousand  years  !  which  is  nine  hundred  and 
ninety-nine  longer  than  the  Spanish  Cortes  con- 
stitution.* 

All  being  ready,  two  Ionian  vessels  were  or- 


tlered,  and,  tMnlnirking  his  horses  and  effects,  Lord 
Byron  sailed  from  Argostoli  on  the  a9th  of  De- 
cember. At  Zante,  his  lordship  took  a  considerable 
quantity  of  specie  on  board,  and  proceeded  towards 
Missolonghi.  Two  accidents  occurred  in  this  short 
passage.  Count  Gamba,  who  had  accompanied 
his  lordship  from  Leghorn,  had  been  charged 
with  the  vessel  in  which  the  hoi'ses  and  part  of 
the  mouey  were  eml>arked.  When  off  Cliiarenza, 
a  point  which  lies  between  Zante  and  the  place 
of  their  destination,  they  were  surprised  at  day- 
light on  finding  themselves  under  the  bows  of 
a  Turkish  frigate.  Owing,  however,  to  the  activity 
displayed  on  board  Ijord  Byron's  vessel,  and  her 
superior  sailing,  she  escaped,  while  the  second 
was  fired  at,  brought  to,  and  carried  into  Patras. 
Count  Gamba  and  his  companions  bein^  taken 
before  Yusuff  Pacha,  fully  expected  to  share  the 
fate  of  some  unfortunate  men  whom  that  sangui- 
nary chief  hud  sacrificed  the  preceding  year  at 
Previsa,  and  their  fears  would  most  probably 
have  been  realized,  had  it  not  been  for  the  pre* 
sence  of  mind  displayed  by  the  count,  who,  as- 
suming an  air  of  hauteur  aud  indifference,  ac- 
cused the  captain  of  the  frigate  of  a  scandaloos 
breach  of  neutrality,  in  firing  at  and  detaining  a 
vessel  under  Knglish  colours,  and  concluded  by  in- 
forming Yusuff,  that  he  might  expect  the  vengeance 
of  the  British  government  in  thus  interrupting  a 
nobleman  who  was  merely  on  his  travels,  and 
bound  to  Calamos.  The  Turkish  chief,  on 
recognising  in  the  master  of  the  vessel  a  per- 
son who  had  saved  his  life  in  the  Black  Sea  fif- 
teen years  before,  not  only  consented  to  the  ves- 
sel's release,  but  treated  the  whole  of  the  passen- 
gers with  the  utmost  attention,  and  even  nrged 
them  to  take  a  day*s  shooting  in  the  neighbour- 
hood. 

Owing  to  contrary  winds.  Lord  Byron's  vessel 
was  obliged  to  take  shelter  at  the  Scropes,  a  clus- 
ter of  rocks  within  a  few  miles  of  Missolonghi. 
While  detained  here,  lie  was  in  considerable  dan- 
ger of  being  captured  by  the  Turks. 

Lord  Byron  was  received  at  Missolonghi  with 
enthusiastic  demonstrations  of  joy.  No  mark  of 
honour  or  welcome  which  the  Greeks  could  de- 
vise was  omitted.  The  ships  anchored  off  the 
fortress  fired  a  salute  as  he  passed.  Prince  Mav- 
rocordato,  and  41II  the  authorities,  with  the 
troo|>s  and  the  ]>opulation,  met  liim  on  his  land- 
ing, and  accom|)anied  him  to  the  house  which 
had  been  prepared  for  him,  amidst  the  shouts  of 
the  multitude  and  the  dl^^harge  of  cannon. 

One  of  the  first  objects  to  which  he  turned  his 
attention  was  to  mitigate  the  ferocity  witli  which 
the  war  had  been  carried  on.  The  very  day  of 
his  loi^bip's  arrival  was  signalised  by  his  res- 
cuing a  Turk,  who  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of 
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ng  him  to  folru.     Sor  ti 
iiii|;  Hi  MiuotoD^ii,  btfore 


Crerk  uiloti.  The  iudltidual  thu>  tavnl, ' 
i|;  Seen  tlotlieJ  hy  hie  Dnlerii,  irsi  lupl  in 
nute  until  aa  opjiurtuDily  ocRurred  ortend- 
Kor  had  bis  lordihip  been 
mils- pre- 
rlir>elrt(>riboNiD|>hiisi9iueorYu)afFPacha'a 
iidenlion  in  relcRiing  Cuanl  Gamba.  Hearing 
lal  there  were  tour  Turkiih  prUunen  in  the 
iwn,  be  ntifueiled  that  their  luiglil  lie  plafed  in 
hii  band*.  This  bcinQ  iinisedUlely  granted,  he 
!ent  (hen  la  Patras,  with  a  letter  add  rrueil  lathe 
Tiirlush  chier,  eipreising  tin  hope  that  the  pri- 
Mtnen  thoneeroTward  taken  on  both  lidei  would 
lielrented  with  humaaily.  Thii  act  was  fallnw- 
rd  by  ■nothereqaall)  praiM-warthr.whichpmved 
liow  »itiiiin»  Lord  Byrou  fell  to  gire  s  uew  turn 
la  the  ■yilem  of  viarFere  hitherto  pursued.  A 
ilreek  cmiiet  having  captured  a  TurkiiU  boat, 
111  which  there  wai  a  iiuinber  of  paiiengen, 
-IlirH  J  women  and  children,  ihfy  wore  aim  placed 
in  llie  haudi  of  Lord  Byron,  at  hii  particular  re- 
(|UHt;  upon  which  a  vemel  wa>  intuiEd lately 
lured,  and  the  whole  of  iheui,  to  the  number  c^ 
tnly-four,  were  lent  In  PrtTisa,  provided  with 
erery  requinte  for  tlieir  comFurt  during  the  pai- 
Tbe  Turkish  governor  of  Previsa  thanked 
kfa  lonUhip.  and  atsured  him,  llmt  he  would 
take  care  eqiul  attenlioii  should  be  in  fulare 
ihowoAla  the  Greeks  who  might  become   pri- 
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one  which  he  never  ceased  to  forward  with  ihi 
laatt  atiiious  solicilude,    was   to    reconcile  tht 
eputnls    of  the    native   chiefs,    to    make    them 
frindyaml  confiding  toward]  one  another, 
(Oibadiane  (o  the  orders  oF  the  goverument. 
lud  luilher  rime  nor  opportaniiy  to  carry 
point  lo  any  great  eileiil:  ninch  good  was,  U 
cvBT,  done. 

Lord  Byroa  landed  at  Missotonglii  animated 
with  ailitary  ardour.  AFwr  paying  the  I 
whiehi  indeed,  had  only  come  out  under  the 
IMCttllon  of  receiving  in  arrears  from  tlie  loan 
which  be  promited 
goreraiBent,  he  set  aboni  forming  a  brigade  of 
Sniioce*.  Fire  honilred  of  Ihese,  liie  bravest  and 
iwwt  rewlnla  uf  the  uldien  of  Grvece 
Into  his  ply  on  the  iii  of  Jal^Uary. 
■xpedil ion  against  Le|uintowaspropasefl,  of  which 
lbs  command  was  given  lu  Lord  Dyroii.  This  n- 
pedhion.  Iiaweter,  had  to  ei|,erieiice  delay  and 
diMppaintmenl.  The  Suluies,  CDnceiring  thai 
ibey  bad  found  a  patron  4^  wealth  wailnex- 
luiHtible,  and  whose  generosity  was  boundless, 
drtif^anl  to  make  til 


peculiarly  disposed  to  be  obstinate, 
jd  mercenary.  They  bad  been  chiefly 
tal  in  preserving  Miasolonghi  when  be- 
sieged the  pre*1lms  autumn  by  the  Turks;  had 
been  driven  from  their  abodes;  and  the  whole  of 
families  were,  at  this  time,  in  the  town,  de- 
:e  of  either  home  or  >utficieiit  supplies.  Of 
turbulent  and  reckless  character,  they  kept  the 
place  in  awe;  and  Mavrocurdato  having,  uulUie 
llie  other  captains,  oo  soldiers  uf  his  own,  wis 

~  illy  if  poM  lor  out  of  the    funds  of  another; 

and,  conie<)ueutly,  was  not  disposed  to  treat  ibeui 

with  hanhneu.      Within  a  fortnight  after  Lord 

Byron's  arrival,   a  burgher  rvfusiiig  to   quarter 

me  Sulioles,    who   rudely  demanded  ciiiraiicc 

to   his   house,  was   killed,  and  a  riot  ensued, 

which  same  lives  were  lost.       Lord   Hyroii's 

ipatient  spirit  could  ill   hrouk  the  delay  uf  a 

vDurile  scheme,  but   he  saw,    wiib  the  uliuost 

chagrin,  that  the  ttate  of  his  troojs  was  such  as 

o  render  any  attempt  to  lead  thein  out  at  riiat 

ime  impracticable. 

The  prujecl  of  proceeding  against  Lepanta  be- 
ng  thus  suspended,  at  a  moment  when  Ixird  Uj- 
ron's  entboiiasm  was  at  its  lieight,  and  when  lie 
had  fi%  calculated  on  striking  a  blow  which 
.could  n7t  (ail  to  he  of  the  utmost  service  li>  the 
Gredt  cause,  llie  unlooked-for  ditappuintmeut 
preyed  on  his  spirits,  and  produced  a  degree  of 
irrilabilily  which,  if  it  was  not  the  sole  cause, 
contributed  greatly  to  a  severe  ht  of  epilepsy, 
with  which  he  was  a(l_died  an  tlie  iSlh  of  Fe- 
bruary. His  lordship  was  sitting  in  the  apart- 
ment uf  Coluofll  Stanhope,  talking  iu  t  jocular 
manner  with  Mr  Parry,  the  engineer,  when  it 
was  observed,  htim  occasional  and  rapid  chaafcs 
ill  his  countenance,  that  ha  was  autlering  uuder 
same  strong  emotion.  Una  sudden  he  complained 
of  a  weakness  in  one  of  his  legs,  and  rose,  but 
finding  himself  unable  to  walk,  he  cried  out  for 
assistance.  Ue  then  fell 
and  convnlsive  agitatiof,  and  wa»  placed 
b«d.      For  some       ' 


He  however  quickly  recovered 
his  senses,  his  speech  relumed,  and  he  •oon  ap- 
peared perfectly  well,  although  enfeebled  and 
eihauited  h^he  violence  of  the  stroggle.  During 
the  Gt,  he  behaved  wilh  his  usual  eitraordinary 
Gnnness,  and  bl>  efforts  in  contending  with,  and 
attempting  ID  master,  the  disease,  are  described 
ss  gigantic.  In  tlie  course  of  the  month,  the 
attack  w:»  repealed  four  liioeii  the v'toleiiceoFlhr 
disorder,  at  Iriigth,  yielded  tu  the  remedies  which 
his  physicians  adviati,  such  aa  bleeding,  cold 
bathing,  perfect  relaxatiou  of  mind,  etc.,  and  be 
gradually  recovered.  An  accident,  ho' 
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peiicd  a  few  days  after  his  first  illness,  which  was 
ill  calculated  to  aid  the  efforts  of  his  medical  ad- 
visers. A  Siiliote  accompanied  by  another  man, 
and  the  late  Marco  Botzaris'  little  boy,  walked 
into  the  Seraglio,  place  which,  before  Lord 
Byron's  arrival,  had  been  used  as  a  sort  of  for- 
tress and  barrack  for  the  Suliotes,  and  out  of 
which  they  were  ejected  with  great  difficulty  for 
the  reception  of  the  committee-stores,  and  for  the 
occupation  of  the  engineers,  who  required  it  for 
a  laboratory.  The  sentinel  on  guard  ordered 
the  Suliote  to  retire,  which  being  a  species  of  mo- 
tion to  which  Suliotes  are  not  accustomed,  ihe  man 
carelessly  advanced;  upon  which  the  serjcant  of 
the  guard  (a  Gerniau)  demanded  his  bushiess,  and 
receiving  no  satisfactory  answer,  pushetl  him 
back.  These  wild  warriors,  who  will  dream  for 
years  of  a  blow  if  revenge  is  out  of  their  power, 
are  not  slow  to  resent  even  a  push.  The  Suliote 
struck  again,  the  serjeant  and  he  closed  and 
struggled,  when  the  Suliote  drew  a  pistol  from 
bis  belt;  the  serjeant  wrenched  it  out  of  his 
hand,  and  blew  the  powder  out  of  the  f>an.  At 
this  moment  Captain  Sass,  a  Swede,  seeing  the 
fray,  came  up,  and  oixlered  the  man  to  be  taken 
to  the  guard-room.  The  Suliote  was  then  dis- 
posed to  depart,  and  would  have  done  so  if  the 
serjeant  would  have  permitted  him.  Unfortu- 
nately, Captain  Sass  did  not  confine  himself  to 
merely  giving  the  order  for  his  arrest ;  for  when 
the  Suliote  struggled  to  get  away.  Captain  Sass 
drew  his  sword  and  struck  him  with  ihe  Hat  part 
of  it;  whereupon  the  enraged  Greek  flew  U[ion 
him,  with  a  pistol  in  one  hand  and  the  sabre  in 
the  other,  and  at  the  same  moment  nearly  cat 
off  the  Captain's  right  arm,  and  shot  him  through 
the  head.  Captain  Sass,  who  was  remarkable  for 
his  mild  and  courageous  character,  expired  in  a 
few  minutes.  The  Suliote  also  was  a  man  of  dis- 
tingui>hed  bravery.  This  was  a  serious  affair, 
and  great  apprehensions  were  entertained  that  it 
would  not  end  here.  The  Suliotes  refused  to  sur- 
render the  man  to  justice,  alleging  that  he  had 
been  struck,  which,  in  Suliote  law,  justifies  all 
the  consequences  which  may  follow. 

In  a  letter  written  a  few  days  after  Lord  By- 
ron's first  attack,  to  a  friend  in  Zante,  he  s|>eak!i  of 
himself  as  rapidly  recovering.  «  I  am  a  good  deal 
better,"  he  observes,  «  though  of  oArsc  weakly. 
The  leeches  took  too  much  blood  from  my  tem- 
ples the  day  after,  and  there  was  some  difricnity 
in  stopping  it ;  but  1  have  been  up  daily,  and  out 
in  boats  or  on  lior>clKick.  To-ilay  I  have  taken 
a  warm  bath,  and  live  as  tem|>eralely  as  well  can 
be,  without  any  liquid  but  watc>r,  and  without 
any  animal  food.*  After  adverting  to  some  other 
subjects,  the  letter  thus  concludes:  •  Matters  are 
here  a  little  embroiled  with  the  Suliotes,  foreign- 


ers, etc.;  but  I  still  hope  better  things,  and  will  i 
stand  by  the  cause  as  long  as  my  health*and  cir-  | 
cumttances  will  |)ermit  me  to  be  supposed  useftil.*  i 

Notwithstanding  Lord  Byron's  improvement  in  ' 
health,  his  friends  felt,  from  Ae  first,  that  he  j 
ought  to  try  a  change  of  air.  Missolooghi  is  a  ' 
Hat,  marshy,  and  |>e8tilential  place,  and,  except  I 
for  purposes  of  utility,  never  would  have  been  ! 
selected  for  his  residence.  A  gentleman  of  Zante 
wrote  'to  him  early  in  March,  to  induce  him  to  . 
return  to  that  island  for  a  time.  To  his  letter  the 
following  answer  was  received : — 

« I  am  extremely  obliged  by  your  offer  of  your 
country-house,  as  for  all  other  kindness,  in  case  • 
my  health  should  require  my  removal  ;  but  I  | 
cannot  r|uit  Greece  whde  there  is  a  chance  of  my  j 
being  of  (even  supposed)  utility.  There  is  u  stake  | 
worth  millions  such  as  I  am,  and  while  1  can  : 
stand  at  all,  1  must  stand  by  the  cause.  While  i 
I  say  this,  I  am  aware  of  the  diHicultics,  and  dis-  j 
sensiuns,  and  defects  of  the  Greeks  themselves:  1 
but  allowance  must  be  made  for  them  by  all  rea> 
sonable  people.*  i 

It  may  be  well  imagined,  after  so  severe  a  fit  ■ 
of  illness,  and  that  in  a  great  measure  brought  on  ; 
by  the  conduct  of  the  troops  he  had  taken  into  ■ 
his  pay,  and  treated  with  the  utmost  generosity, 
that  lA>rd  Byron  was  in  no  hinnour  to  pursue  his 
scheme  against  Le|)anto,  even  supposing  t^t  his  i 
state  of  health  had  been  such  as  to  bear  the  £i-  I 
tigue  of  a  cam|>aign  in  Greece.  The  Suliotes,  | 
however,  showed  some  signs  of  rejicntance,  and  | 
offered  to  place  themselves  at  his  lordship's  dis- 
|K>sal.  But  still  they  had  an  objection  to  the  na- 
ture of  the  service :  •  they  would  not  fight  against 
stone  walls!*  It  is  not  surprising  that  the  ex- 
)>edition  to  Le|)anto  was  no  longer  thought  of. 

In  conformity  with  our  plan,  we  here  add  a  se- 
lection of  anecdotes,  etc.  connected  with  Lord 
Byron's  residence  at  Missolonghi.  They  are 
princi|)ally  taken  from  Capt.  Parry's  ^  Last  Days 
of  Ix)rd  Byron;*  a  work  which  seems  to  ns,  from 
its  plain  and  unvarnished  style,  to  bear  the  stomp 
and  impress  of  truth. 

In  ^speaking  of  the  Greek  Committee  one  day, 
his  lordship  said — «  I  conceive  that  I  have  been 
already  grossly  ill-treated  by  the  committee.  In 
Italy,  Mr  Blaquiere,  their  agent,  informed  roe 
that  every  requisite  supply  would  be  forwarded 
with  all  dis))atch.  1  was  di$|»osed  to  come  to 
Greece,  but  I  hastcnc'd  my  departure  iu  conse- 
quence of  earnest  solicitations.  No  time  was  to 
be  lost,  I  was  told,  Md  Mr  Blaquiere,  instead  of 
waiting  on  me  at  his  return  from  Greece,  left  a 
paltry  note,  which  gave  me  no  information  ifl^t- 
ever.  If  I  ever  meet  with  him,  I  shall  not  fail  to 
mention  my  surprise  at  his  condnct;  but  it  has 
l»een  all  of  a  piece..    I  wish  the  acting  committee 
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liaJ  had  tome  of  ibe  trouble  whicli  liaii  falirn  on 
mi'  un«  my  arrival  iitre;  tliey  voulil  liave  liceii 
nuin  pn>n]|it  in  Ibcir  pmcndlngt.  ind  woalil 
liivf  known  Iwller  wlini  iha  ctinntrj  tlouil  in 
iiHiI  of.  Thtj  would  not  bate  delayed  the  inp- 
|iUa  ■  (lay,  nor  have  Kill  oul  German  afBten, 
poor  fcllown,  io  irarve  at  Miuolnnglii,  bill  For  my 

prehmd  llie  nie  of  prinling-pnaiiM  to  a  people 
win  do  not  reaJ.  Here  (lie  commiltM  haie^nl 
Mppliei  of  oiBpa,  I  stippoK,  ihot  I  may  teach  the 
lemounUiDeeriBeocrBphy.  Here  ire  biiGle- 
horns,  wilhonl  buele-mpn,  and  it  is  a  chaiire  if 
we  can  find  any  body  in  Greece  to  blow  tbem. 
'it  are  lent  to  a  people  nha  want  guns:  they 
fur  ■  iword,  and  the  eommittee  );ivc  them 
ibe  l^rer  of  a  prinliBB-preu.  Heareiis!  one 
•onld  thiok  the  cGmmitlre  meant  to  Inculcale 
palienee  and  inbmjssion,  and  to  condemn  mist' 
e.  Some  materiali  Air  conttructiti);  fortilicB- 
la  I  hey  have  >enl,  but  tbey  haie  chown  (lieir 
people  (o  ill,  thai  the  work  u  deterled.  and  not 
paca  hare  Ihey  lent  Io  procure  other  la- 
bonrert.  Their  lecrrtnry,  Mr  Bowriug,  was  di>- 
posed,  I  believe,  to  claim  the  privilege  of 
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■biint  the  cUuic  land  oF  freedom,  ibe  birlb-place 
of  the  aril,  the  cradle  uf  genias.  the  habitmiun 
of  Up  G'"'*-  *^"  licDveu  uf  poBti.  and  a  great 
many  tncli  fine  things.  I  wai  obliged  to  answer 
,  and  I  acrawled  some  nonsense  in  reply  to 
noniense  i  but  I  foncy  I  (hall  gel  no  more 
•Dch  epiitlet.  Wlien  I  came  to  the  conclo-iion  of 
the  poetry  part  of  my  letter,  1  wrote,  '  to  much 
liir  blarney,  now  for  hniineu/  I  have  not  lince 
heard  in  the  same  strain  froniMr  Bowring,- 

•  My  fnlnre  intentioni,-  eoolinaed  he,  -ai  to 
jTeece.  may  he'eiplained  in  a  few  words ;  I  will 
rcioain  here  till  ihe  ii  (ecure  igninit  the  Turks, 
ii  till  the  hat  (alien  under  their  power.  All  my 

Jriven  by  tome  great  naceuity,  I  will  not  t< 
i   brlhiog^of   the  iiim   iuteiidcd  lor  my  tii 
children.     Whatever  I  can  accomplitb  with 
income,    and   my    penonal   eicrtioni,    thall   be 
clieerfiilly  done.     When  Greece  it  tecnre  ag: ' 
eitemal  enemiei,  I  Hill  leave  the  Greeki  to  » 
■heir   government   31   Ihey   like.       One     tec 
more,  4ind  an  eminent  lervjce  it  will  lit,  I  think 
iBuy  perForm  for  tlient.     Tou,  Parry,  fhill  havi 
a  Khoouer  boilt   for  me,  or  I  will  hay  t  veuel 
the  Creeki  thall  invest  iMwilh  Ihe  character  ol 
Iheir   amhat^ador    or   »§flt:    I   will   go   to  th, 
United  States,  and  p-vcnfi  that  Free  andenlight' 
(Ml  guTcmment  to  set  the  eiample  oF  recog^ 
itig  ihe  federation  of  Greece  a*  an  indupeudeui 
itiite.     This  done,   England  mutt  follow  the  ei- 
■mple,   and  then  the  fate  ofiCreece  will  be  per- 


lanently  Rird,   and  the  wi 

ighit,  at  ■  member  uf  the  i_ 
uF  Chrittian  Eflmpe.- 

•  Tbit.«  obiervet  Caplain  Parry,  in  his  plain 
lud  manly  manner,  •was  Lord  Byron's  hope, 
ind  thit  was  Io  be  hi*  last  project  in  favonr  of 
Greece.  Inio  it  no  motive  uF  penooni  amliilion 
entered,  more  than  thai  jnti  and  proper  one,  Ihe 
basis  of  all  virtue,  and  tiic  AilingDishrd  cliarac- 
leriilic  of  an  honourable  mi nd—llie hope  of  gain- 
ing ibe  approbalion  of  good  meu.  As  an  aullior, 
he  bad  already  attained  ihe  pinnacle  of  popula- 
rity and  nf^me;  bnt  this  did  not  tatisFy  hit  no- 
ble ambition.  Ue  battened  to  Greece,  with  a  de- 
votion to  liberty,  and  a  leal  in  Favour  of  the 
oppressed,  as  pure  ai  ever  ihone  in  the  bosom  of 
a  knight  iu  the  purest  days  of  chivalry  la  gain 
the  reputation  of  an  unsullied  warrior,  and  of  a 
dtilnterriird  italesman.  Ilewashernnpaid.  but 
the  bUssings  of  all  Greece,  and  the  high  bononrt 
his  own  coaotrymen  bestow  on  bis  mei^ory. 
hearing   him  in   ibeir  hearts,  prove  that  he  was 

Lord  Byron'i  address  was  the  motl  affable  and 
courteoua  perhaps  ever  seen  ;  his  nunnen,  when 
in  ■  good  humour,  and  ddirons  of  being  well 
with  bis  guest,  were  winning,  fascinating  in  the 
eitremc^  and  though  bland,  still  spirited,  aud 
with  an  air  of  frankncit  and  geuerotity— quali- 
ties in  which  he  was  certainly  not  deGdeul.  He 
was  open  to  a  fault— a  cbaracterislic  probably 
llie  result  of  Ills  fearlessness  Bud  independence  oF 
the  world  i  but  so  open  was  he,  thai  bis  friends 
were  obligetl  to  be  upon  their  guard  with  him. 
He  WHS  the  ivortt  person  in  the  world  Io  confide 
■  secret  toi  and  if  any  charge  against  any  Imily 
Wat  mentiuucd  Io  him,  il  wat  probably  the  6rsl 
communication  he  made  (o  the  person  in  qnet- 
llon.  He  hated  scandal  and  tiltle-tallle— loved 
the  iMoly  straight-forward  course :  be  woutJ 
liarbour  no  doubts,  and  never  live  with  anolher 
with  lUtpicioni  in  his  bosom— oul  came  the  ac- 
cusaliaii,  and  he  called  upon  tlie  individual  lo 
clear,  or  he  ashamed  of,  himself.  He  detest- 
rA  a  lie  —  nothing  enraged  him  to  much:  be 
was  hy  temperament  and  educa 
ly  irritable,  and  a  lia  completely  unchained 
him— hii^digoalion  knew  ni 
consideraHe  lacE  in  detecting  untruth;  he  would 
smell  it  oul  almost  inttinclivelyj  he  avoided  Ibe 
timid  driveller,  and  gencrally^OM 
pnniiiiis  among  the  lovert  oqd  practice 
rily  and  candour.  A  man  tells  a  faU'liood,  and 
conceaU  the  Iruih.  bec^iiit  be  i*  afraid  ihat  the 
d^lanition  oF  the  thing  as  it  is  will  hurt  him 
Lord  Bjron  was  above  all  fear  of  this  sort:  h. 
flinched  from  telling  no  one  what  he  thought  If 
hii  face)  from  his  infancy  be  had  been  afruid  of 
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no  one.  Falsehood  is  not  the  vice  of  the  power- 
ful :  the  Greek  slave  lies,  the  Turkish  tyrant  is 
remarkable  for  his  adherence  to  truth.  The 
anecdote  that  foUoMrs,  told  by  Parry,  is  highly 
characteristic: — 

«  When  the  Turkish  fleet  was  lying  off  Cape 
Papa,  blockading  Missolonghi,  I  was  one  day  or- 
dered by  Lord  Byron  to  accompany  him  to  the 
mouth  of  the  harbdar  to  inspect  the  fortifica- 
tions, in  order  to  make  a  report  on  the  state 
they  were  in.     He  and  1  were  in  his  own  punt, 
a  little  boat  which  he  had,  rowed  by  a  boy;  and 
in  a  large  boat,  accompanyiu'j  us,  igere  Prince 
Mavrocordato   and  his  attendants.      As   I  was 
viewing,  on  one  hand,  the  Turkish  fleet  atten- 
tively,   and  reflecting   on   its  powers,  and  our 
means  of  defence ;  and  looking,  on  the  other,  at 
Prince  Mavrocordato  and  his  attendants,  perfect- 
ly unconcerned,  smoking  their  pipes  and  gossip- 
ing as  if  Greece  were  liberated  and  at  peace,  and 
Missolonghi  in   a  state  of  complete  security,   I 
could  not  help  giving  vent  to  a  feeling  of  con- 
tempt and  indignation.  *  What  is  the  matter,*  said 
his  lordship,  appearing  to  be  very  serious,  *wbat 
makes  you  so  angry.  Parry?*     *  I  am  not  angry,' 
I  replied,   ^  my  lord,  but  somewhat  indignant. 
The  Turks,   if  they  were   not  the  most  stupid 
wretches  breathing,  might  take  the  fort  of  Vasa- 
ladi,  by  means  of  two  pinnaces,  any  night  they 
pleased ;  they  have  only  to  approach  it  with  muf- 
fled onrs;  they  will  not  be  heard,  1  will  answer 
for  their  not  being  6ben  ;  and  they  may  storm  it 
in  a  few  minutes.     With  eight  gun-boats,  pro- 
perly armed  with  24-poundeTS,  they  might  batter 
both  Missolonghi  and  Anatolica  to  the  ground. 
And   there   sits   the   old   gentlewoman.    Prince 
Mavrocordato  and  his  troop,  to  whom  I  applied 
an  epithet  I  will  not  here  repeat,  as  if  they  were 
.ill  perfectly  safe.  They  know  their  powers  of  de- 
fence are  inadequate,  and  they  have  no  mtius  of 
improving   them.     If  I  were    in   their  place,   I 
should  be  in  a  fever  at  the  thought  of  ray  own 
incapacity   and  ignorance,    and  I  should  bum 
with  impatience   to  attempt  the  destruction  of 
those   stupid  Turkish  rascals.   The  Greeks  and 
Turks  are  opponents  worthy,  by  their  imbecility, 
of  each  other.'     I  had  scarcely  explained  myself 
fully,   when  his  lordship  ordered  our  boat  to  be 
placed  alongside  the  other,  and  actoally  related 
our  whole  conversation  to  the  prince.     In  doing 
it,  however,  betook  on  himself  the  task  of  pacify- 
ing* both  the  prince  and  me,  and  though  I  was 
at   first  very  angry,  and  the  prince,  I  believe, 
very  much  annoyed,  be  succeeded.     Mavrocor- 
dato afterwards  showed  no  dissatisfaction  with 
me,  and  I  pri/.ed  Lord  Dyron's  regard  too  mnch, 
lo    remain    long   displeased    with  a  proceeding 


which  was  only  an  unpleasant  manner  of  reprov- 
ing us  both.  • 

«  On  one  occasion  (which  we  before  slightly  al- 
luded to)  he  had  saved  twenty-four  Turkish  wo- 
men and  children  from  slavery  and  all  its  ac- 
companying horrors.   I  was  summoned  to  attend 
him  and   receive  his  orders,  that  every    thing 
should  be  done  which  might  contribute  to  their 
comfort.     He  was  seated  on  a  cushion  at  the  up- 
per end  of  the  room,  the  women  and  children 
were  standing  before  him,  with  their  eyes  fixed 
steadily  on  him,  and  on  his  right  hand  was  his 
interpreter,  who  was  extracting  from  the  women 
a  narrative  of  their  sufferings.    One  of  them,  ap- 
parently about  thirty  years  of  age,    possessing 
great  vivacity,  and  whose  manners  and  dress, 
though  she  was  then  dirty  and  disfigured,    indi- 
cated that  she  Was  superior  in  rank  and  condition 
to  her  companions,    was  spokesy^omau   for  the 
whole.    I  admired  the  good  order  the  others  pre- 
served, never  interfering  with  the  explanation  or 
interrupting  the  single  speaker.     I  also  admired 
the  rapfd  manner  in  which  the  interpreter  ex- 
plained every  thing  they  said,  so  as  to  make  it 
almost  appear  that  there  was  but  one  speaker. — 
After  a  short  time,  it  was  evident  that  what  Lord 
Byron    was  hearing  affected    his    feelings — his 
countenance  changed,  his  colour  went  and  came, 
and  I  thought  he  was  ready  to  weep.    But  im had 
on  all  occasions  a  ready  and  peculiar  knack  in 
turning  conversation  from  any  disagreeable  or 
unpleasant  subject;,  and  he  had  recourse  to  this 
expedient.     He  rose  up  suddeidy,    and  turning 
round  on  his  heel,  as  was  his  wont,  he  said  some- 
thing quickly  to  his  iuterpreter,  who  immediate* 
ly  repeated  it  to  the  women.     All  eyes  were  in- 
stantly fixed  on    me,  aud  one  of  the  party,  a 
young  and  beautiful  woman,  spoke  very  warmly. 
Lord  Byron  seemed  satisfied,  and  said  they  might 
retire.    The  women  all  slipped  off  their  shoes  in 
an  instant,  and  going  up  to  his  lordsliip,  each  in 
succession,  accompanied  by  their  children,  kissed 
his  hand  fervently,  invoked,  in  the  Turkish  man- 
ner, a  blessing  both  on  his  head  and  heart,  and 
then  quitted  the  room.     This  was  too  much  for 
Lord  Byron,  aud  he  turned  his  face  away  to  con- 
ceal his  emotion.* 

« 

«  One  of  Lord  Byron's  household  had  several 
times  iu^ved  himself  and  his  master  in  per- 
plexity and  trouble,  by  his  unrestrained  attach- 
ment to  women.  In  Greece  this  had  been  very 
annoying,  and  induced  Lord  Byron  to  think  of  a 
means  of  curing  it.  Ayinng  .Suliote  of  the  guard 
was  accordingly  dressed  up  like  a  woman,  and 
imlructcd  to  place  himself  in  the  way  of  ^|e 
amorous  swain.  The  bait  took,  and  after  some 
communication,    had  rather  by  signs  than    by 
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wordi,  for  ihc  |uir  diil  not  unJemlaiA 
otber't  language,  Ihe  tlium  taily  wat  rjireFully 
coihIocuJ  hy  llie  gallaul  to  one  of  LorJ 
aparttMnla.  Here  tlie  couple  were  surprised  )>y 
an  ea raged  Suliole,  h  builiand  providtd  far  thi 
■Kciuioo,  iccampaiiied  l>j  half  a  doien  of  hii 
comnulei,  wboie  pretence  and  threat)  terrified 
die  (loar  lacquey 
niiiu!  oF  course  lirsuQiil  l^rd  Byrou  to  the  ipal, 
to  laugti  at  llie  tricked  acrving-niaii 
hin  from  the  effect!  of  liis  Iciror.i 

•  i  few  day!  after  the  earlli<[ualLe,  wliicii  took 
[Jace  on  the  i  iit  of  February,  as  we 
ting  at  table  in  the  evening,  we  were  suddenly 
alarmed  by  >  noise  and  a  sliaking  of  tlte  bouie, 
ranewhsl  liniitar  to  that  wbicb  we  bad  eiperi- 

'mced  when  tin  earlbquake  occurred.  Of  coum 
all  (tarled  from  their  placet,  and  (here  w.is  the 
Mine  kind  of  cuufuiiun  a>  on  tbe  former  eveDiDg, 
at  jarliich  Dyrou,  wlio  was  prrient,  lanQhed  iiu- 
OKideralelyi  we  wore  re-assured  JiytJiis,  and  taaa 
Uaml  that  the  whole  was  a  meljiad  he  had 
adopted  to  iport  witli  ciur  feun.i- 

•  The  regiment,  or  rat!«:r  llie  bi 
fiHined.  can  be  de«rihed  only  as  Byi 
dcaciibn  it.  There  was  a  Greek  tailor,  who  had 
b«D  in  the  British  seriicB  in  the  Ionian  Islands, 
where  he  had  married  an  Italian  woman.  Thii 
lady,  knowing  lomeihini;  of  the  ii}iUtary  service, 
pelidoned  Lord  Byron  to  appoint  her  hu^ud 
■aaster- tailor  of  the  bri^de.  The  »ug|;e)tiou  w:ia 
niefol,  and  this  part  of  lier  petition  was  imme- 
diately granted.  At  the  same  lime,  however,  iha 
snlicilcd  that  she  miglu  lie  permitted  to  raise  ■ 
corps  of  women,  to  lie  |daced  under  her  orders, 
lo  accuinpiuy  the  regjiiuent.  She  stipulated  tor 
free  quarter)  and  ralious  for  thcto,  but  rejected 
all  cluim  for  pay.  They  were  to  be  file  of  all 
■■■cumbraucei,  and  were  to  wash,  lew,  cook,  and 
otbtrwite  provide  fur  the  men.  The  proposition 
pleated  Lord  Byron,  and,  stating  the  matter  tome, 
he  said  he  hoped  1  should  hats  no  objection.  1 
had  been  aecattoincd  to  see  wometi  accompany 

ihoaQh  ioat- 

beneficial  than  otlierw 

many   circumstances   which    would   ronke 

■erricei  extremely  valnablci  and  1  gave  my 
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accordingly  recruit  a  consideruble  number  of  un- 
iucanibercd  women,  of  alnuul  all  ualious,  but 
fviocip^Uy  «reek(,  Italians.  Maltese,  auil  Sc- 
^ttMi.  •  Iwaiafrjld  JtglLUrdKjron,  '  when 
■    ■  yon  would   be 

ery  thing.    Let 
:j>s  outdoes  FaUtafTs :  theraWe 
Ceruiant,  French,  Maltese,  nagusiani, 
Neapolilant,  TramyKmiiani,   tlussians, 


Snliolci,  Morcote.',  nud  Western  Creeks  in  1 
and.  to  bring  up  the  rear,  the  tailor's  wili 
hrr  troop.  Clorloui  Apollo '.  no  general 
ever  before  such  an  army.'  • 

•I  Lord  Byron  had  a  black  QTOom  with  hi 

Greii^,  an  Amcrii'on  by  birth,  to  idiom  he  was 

very    partia]^    He  always  iusisled  on  this  mi 

calling   liini  Uasu,  whenever  he  spoke  to  h 

On  one  occasion,  the  f,toom  met  with  two  won 

of  bis  own  compleiion,  wba  had  been  slaves 

the  Tuiis  and  liberated,  but  bad  been  left  ^- 

most  to  staeve   when  the  Greeks  had  risen   on 

their  tyrant).    Being;  of  the  same  colour  was  a 

Uind  of  sympathy  between  them  and  the  groom, 

ipplied  to  me  to  give  both  these  women 

in  the  Seraglio.      I  graoted  the  appli- 

ind   mentioned   it  to  Lord   Byron,  who 

laughed  at  the  gallantry  of  his  frooni,  and  or- 

It  he  dumld  he  brought  belbre  him  at 

:k  the  neit  day,  to  answer  for  his  pre- 

suinplion  in  making  *neh  an  uppliaHion.    A' 

curdingly.  lie  ateiided  his  master 

great  trembling  and  fear,  but  stuttered  to  i 

'  r  attempted  tu  speak,  that  he  conld  not  i 

nuelf  understood;    Lord  Byron  endeBTonring. 

most  ID  vaiu,  to  preserve  his  gravity,  reproved 

m  severely  for  his  presumption.     Bhicky  si 

red  a  thousand  excuses,  and  was  ready  to  dij 

ly  tUiig  to  appease  his  inuta't  anger,    tlis  great 

teliow  eyes  wide  open,  he  trembling  from  head 

0  foot,  his  wauderilig  and  stutlering  eicnscs,  his 

isible  dread— all  tended  to  provoke  laughter; 

and  Lord  Byron,  furing  bis  own  dignity  would 

e  hove  oierhoard,  told  him  to  hold  Ids  tongue, 

nd  listen  to  his  tenlencc.     1  was  commanded  to 

nter  it  in  his  memorandum-hook,  and  then  he 

pruuonnced  in    >  solemn   tone  of  voice,   while 

~'  icky  stood  aghast,  expecting  some  severe  pu- 

hmeul,  tbe  Allowing  doom:    '  My  determina- 

n  is,  that  the  children  born,  of    these    black 

wome*,  of  which  you  may  be  the  father,  shall  bt 

my  property,  and  I  will  maintain  them.     What 

y    you?      '  G0.-G0 — God  bless  you,    masnt, 

ay   you  live  great    while,'    stuttered  out    the 

oom,  and  sallied  liirth  to  tell  the  good  newt  to 

le  two  distressed  women.- 

The  luiuiy  of  Lord  nyron's  living  at  this  time 
may  lie  seen  from  the  following  order,  which  be 
gave  his  inpcrinteiidant  of  the  housrhold,  for  the 
daily  eipenacs  of  his  awn  table.      It  amounts  to 


was  afraid 
itioned  tbii 

ly,  and  opj-ose  it,- 
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I   J'his  was  his  dinner ;  his  breakfast  cousUted  of  a 
siii(;le  dish  of  tea»  without  milk  or  sugar. 

The  circunistances  that  attended  the  death  of 

'this  illustrioas  and  noble-minded  man,  are  de- 

t 

I  ^cril>ed  in  the  following  plain  and  simple  man- 
)  iicr  by  his  faithful  valet  and  constant  follower, 
Mr  Flctcheir:  — 

•  My  master,*   says  Mr  Fletcher,   ■  continued 
his  usual  custom  of  riding  daily  when  the  wea- 
ther would  permit,  until  the  9th  of  April.     But 
on  that  ilNfated  day  he  got  very  wet,  and  on  his 
return  home  his  lordship  changed  the  whole  of 
his  dress;  but  he  had  been  too  long  in  his  wet 
clothes,  and  the  cold,  of  which  he  had  complain- 
ed more  or  less  ever  since  we  left  Cephalonia, 
made  this  attack  be  more  severely  felt.     Though 
rather  feverish  during   the  night,  his  lordship 
slept  pretty  well,  but  complained  in  the  morning 
of  a  pain  in  his  bones,  and  a  head-ache:  this  did 
not,  however,  prevent  him  from  taking  a  ride  in 
ihe  afternoon,  which,    I  grieve  to  say,  was  his 
last.     On  his  return,  roy  master  said   that  the 
saddle  was  not  perfectly  dr>',  from  being  so  wet 
the  day  before,  and  obser\-ed  that  he  thought  it 
had  made  him  worse.     His  lordship  was  again 
visited  by  the  same  slow  fever,  and  I  was  sorry 
to  perceive,  on  the  next  morning,  that  his  illness 
ap|)eared  to  l>e  increasing.     He  was  very  low,  and 
complained  of  not   having  had  any  sleep  dur- 
ing  the    night.      His'  lordship's    appetite    was 
also  quite  gone.      I  prepared  a  little  arrow-root, 
of  which  he  took  three  or  four  spoonfuls,  saying 
it  was  very  good,  but  he  could  take  no  more.     It 
was  not  till  the  third  day,  the  1  ath,  that  I  began 
to  be  alarmed  for  my  master.     In  all  his  former 
coUU  he  always  slept  well,  and  was  never  affecl- 
c:l  by  this  slow  fever.     I  therefore  went  to  I)r 
Bruno  and  Mr  Millingm,  the  two  medical  attend- 
ants, and  inquired  minutely  into  every  circum- 
stance connected  with  my  masters  present  ill- 
uTss :  l>oth  replied  that  there  was  no  dang^,  and 
I  might  make  myself  perfectly  easy  on  the  sub- 
ject, for  all  would  l>e  well  in  a  few  days.     This 
was  on  the  i3th.    On  the  following  day,  I  fonnd 
ray  master  in  surh  a  state,  that  I  could  not  foel 
happy  without  supplicating  that  he  would  send 
to  Zante  for  Or  Thomas.     After  expressing  my 
fears  lest  his  lordship  should  get  worse,  he  de- 
sired me  to  consult  the  doctors,  which  I  did,  and 
was  told  there  was  no  occasion  for  calling  in  any 
l)ersoii,  as  they  hoped  all  would  be  well  in  a  few 
days.     Here  l^ould  remark,  that  his  lordship 
repeatedly  said,  in  the  course  of  the  day,  he  was 
sure  the  doctors  did  not  understand  his  disease; 
to  which  I  answered,  *  Then,  my  lord,  have  other 
advice  by  all  means.'      *They  tclljne,'  said  his 
lordship,  *  that  it  is  only  a  common  coM,  which, 
vou  know,  I  have  had  a  thousand  times.'     *  I  am 


sure,  ^  lord,*  said  1,  '  tliat  yon  never  had  one  , 
of  so  serious  a  nature.'     '  I  think  I  never  had,* 
was  his  lordship's  answer.     I  repeated  my  suppli- 
cations that  I)r  Thomas  should  be  sent  for,  oa  ■ 
the  1 5th,  and  was  again  assured  that  my  master  ; 
would  be  better  in  two   or  three  days.     After  1 
these  confident  assurances,  I  did  not  renew  my  < 
entreaties  until  it  was  too  late.    With  respect  to  > 
the  medicines  that  were  given  to  my  master,  1  i 
could  not  persuade  myself  that  those  of  a  strong  1 
purgative  nature  were  the  best  adapted  for  his  ' 
complaint,  concluding  that,  as  he  had  nothing  on  i 
his  stomach,  the  only  effect  would  be  to  create  j 
l>ain;  indee<l,  this  must  have  been  the  case  with  ; 
a  person  in  perfect  health.     The  whole  nonrisb- 
ment  taken  by  my  master,  for  the  last  eight  days, 
con.«(isted  of  a  small  quantity  of  broth,  at  two  or 
three  different  times,  and  two  spoonfuls  of  arrow-  > 
root  on  the  iKth,  the  day  l>efore  his  death.    The  j 
first  time  I  heard  of  there  being  any  intention  of  i 
bleeding  his  lordship  was  on  the  1 5th,  when  it  ! 
was  proposed  by  Dr  Bruno,  bat  objected  to  at  | 
first   by  my   master,  who  asked  Mr  Millingen  if  | 
there  was  any  great  reason  for   taking  blood?  i 
The  latter  replied  that  it  might  be  of  senrice,  I     | 
but  added  it  might  be  deferred  till  the  next  day;  I 
and,  accordingly,  my  master  was  bled  in  tlie  right  | 
arm  on  the  evening  of  the  16th,  and  a  pound  of  i 
blood  was  taken.  I  obser\'ed,  at  the  time,  that  it  • 
had  a  most  inflamed  appearance.    Dr  Bruno  uow  i 
Ije^'an  to  say,  that  he  had  frequently  urged  my  | 
master  to  be  bled,  but  that  he  always  refused.  | 
A  long  dispute  now  arose  about  the  time  that  ! 
had  l>een  lost,  and  the  necessity  of  sending  for  . 
medical  aid  to  Zante;    upon  which   I  was  in-  < 
fonned,  for  the  first  time,  that  it  would  be  of  no 
use,  as  my  master  would  be  better  or  no  more 
before  the  arrival  of  Dr  Thomas.     His  lordsliip 
continued  to  get  worse,  but  Dr  Bruno  said,  he 
thought  letting  blood  again  would  save  his  life; 
and  I  lost  no  time  in  telling  my  master  how  ne- 
cessary it  was  to  comply  with  the  doctors  wishes. 
To  this  he  replied   by  saying,  he  feared   they 
knew   nothing  about   his   disorder;  and   then, 
stretching  out  his  arm,  said,  *llere,  take  my  arm 
and  do  whatever  you    like.'     His  lordship  con- 
tinued to  get  weaker,  and  on  the  17th  he  was 
bled   twice  in   the  morning,  and  at  twa-i^'clock 
the  afternoon;    the    bleeding  at  both  times 


m 


was  followed  by  fainting  fits,  and  he  would  have 
fallen  down  more  than  once  had  I  not  caught 
him  in  my  arms.  In  order  to  prevent  such  an 
accident,  I  took  cjire.^jM.to  permit  his  lordship. 
to  stir  without  supjiolS^  him.  On  this  day  my 
master  said  to  me  twice,  *  I  cannot  sleep,  and 
yon  well  know  I  have  not  Im^cu  able  to  sleep  ftr 
more  than  a  week;  I  know,*  added  his  lordship. 
*  that  a  mau  can  only  be  a  certain  time  without 
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•  I  do  not.  hiiwevir,  bclUve  that  his  larililiip 
)inrl  aaj  apprchcniiDo  of  hi>  fau  till  ihe  ilay 
■Ucr  rhe  i8i1l,  when  he  laJJ,  >  I  lesr  you  and 
J'iU  will  he  ill  by  iiCtiti|*'(;antiuDilly  niijht  snU 
ilayA  1  aniwered,  '  We  ilioll  nster  leave  your 
lon]«hip  till  you  are  beller.'  As  my  mailer  had 
3  ili);hl  Hi  of  deliKum  on  clia  iSlh.  1  (i»k  care 
In  reotova  the  piitol  and  ttiletlo,  vhick  had  hi- 
itwno  been  kept  at  hii  beiliide  iu  ihe  night. 
On  the  laih  hit  lordihip  addreBH.-d  me  tre- 
WHlly,  and  KcmeJ  (o  be  lery  much  diuatiificd 
tmh  lui  lUHlical  (reatment.  1  tlien  said,  *  Do 
■Mrrv  tne  la  lend  loi  Dr  Thomaa?'  lo  vhich  he 
lingered.  *  Ho  so,  but  lie  quick )  1  am  lorry  I 
did  not  lei  yon  do  so  before,  »  1  am  iiire  (hey 
t.;ire  miiUkeu  my  diteaie.  Wrile  younelf.  fur 
;  1,110*  ihoy  wuuld  uDt  like  10  nee  olher  doctoo 

i.itirr'i  orden;  and  on  informtng  Ilr  Rruiio 
iriil  Mr  MillinQeo  of  it,  ihey  laid  it  wai  very 
tight,  w  they  now  he(>an  lo  be  afraid  themcelva, 

wonb  were  "baM  yon  teol?'  — '1  have,  my 
lord,'  WW  Diy  answer;  npoa  wbich  he  aaid,  ■  you 
hna  dMc  riglil,  for  I  ihoald  like  la  ktiuw  what 
u  Ibe  nalter  with  me.'  Althangh  hit  lordiliip 
did  aM  appear  to  ihiuk  his  diualalion  was  M 
near,  1  could  perceive  he  wai  gettiDB  weaker 
Fiery  boor,  nnd  lie  eveu  began  to  have  occsnional 
t^u  of  delirium,  lie  aflerwardi  said,  '  1  iiaw 
U-Sia  to  think  I  am  serioudy  ill,  and  ID  caie  I 
-liKuld  be  taken  otT  luddeoly,  1  wish  lo  give  ycm 
I  'iral  direcLou),  which  I  hope  yon  will  be  par- 
"  iiIm  in  leeing  eieculcd.'  I  aiuwered  1  would 
1:  <ate  inch  aueienl  came  lo  pan,  bul  eipreued 
-I  tio|>e  thdl  he  would  live  man]  yean  to  eleculo 
liiem  much  better  liimsi'lf  than  I  could.  To 
[hi*  my  muter  replied,  ■  No,  il  i>  now  nearly 
over;'  and  (hen  added,  '  I  mosl  tell  you  all 
wiibout  Iwing  a  moment '.'  1  iheu  «aid,  '  ibaU  I 
go,  my  lord,  and  feich  pen,  iuk  and  paper?' — 
'Ob,  my  God  1  no;  yoa  will  loin  loo  much 
lime,  and  I  hare  it  not  to  ipare,  (ur  my  tiioe  ii 
now  filiorl,'  (aid  hit  lordibip,  and  immediately 
afler. '  Now  pay  alteutiaul'  ilii  lordahip  rom- 
nmtccd  by  uying,  '  Vou  will  bo  provided  for,' 
t  beg)[cd  bin),  hDWerer,  to  proceed  with  ihin|,'i 
of  mon  ron>eijue»ce.  iWfepn  continuMl,  '  oh, 
my  poor  dear  child!  mylVBr  Ada  t  4ay  Cod! 
,  could  1  but  have  wen  her!   tiive  her  my  bleu- 


r  Angoj 


and  her  cliil- 


id   you    will    )jD  (0  I.rjdy  Uyro 
y— tell  her  every  Ihiuj,  — yiiii  are  frieui 


indeed 


Hit  lordship  seemed  lo  be  grmlly  affcrled 

1  maiaent.     Here  my  master*  vgice  failed 

so  that  I  CDuld  only  ralch  a  word  «I  in- 
tervals; bdt  he  kept  mutlering  toinelhing  vry 
iiuly  for  some  time,  and  would  oflen  raise 
voice,  and  said,  'Fletcher,  now  if  you  tlo 
eiecule  dftry  order  whii^h  I  have  given  you, 
i  wdl  tortnetit  you  hereafter  if  possible.'  Here 
I  told   hit  lordship    iu   a   state  of  the  f^eatesl 

e^ily,  ihal  I  had  not  understood  a  word  of 
he  said;  lo  which  he  replied,  '  llh,  my 
iiod'.  Ihea  all  it  lost,  for  il  i>  now  too  lale ! 
Ian  it  i>e  possible  you  have  nol  undenlood  met 
—'  No,  my  lord,'  said  Ij  ■  but  I  pray  yon  to  try 
lud  inform  me  once  more.'  '  Huw  can  1?*  re- 
joined my  master,  '  it  it  nuw  too  laic,  and  all  it 

!'       I  laid,  'Not    our   will,    but   God's   bo 

r — and  he    answered,   ^  Yei, 

!-hu(  I  Hill  try.'     His  lords 

I  several  effortt  to  ipeak,  hut"  could  only 
spenk  two  or  ihree  words  at  a  lime,— such  at 
■My  wife!  my  child!  my  lisler !— you  know 
all  — you  mtitl  say  all — ynn  know  my  wiihes' — 
the  rest  was  ijuite  uniolelligihle.  A  conaalulion 
was  now  held  (about  uooii],  when  it  wai  deter- 
mined to  admiuiiter  some  Pererian  bark  and 
wine.  My  master  had  now  been  nine  d^iyi 
wiihoni  any  sustenance  whatever,  except  wbal  1 
have  already  mentioned.  With  the  exceplion  of 
a  few  wards,  which  can  only  icieresl  iboie  la 
whom  ihey  were  addressed,  and  which  if  re- 
quired I  shall  commnnlcale  lo  ihemselves,  it  wat 
impos>ible  to  understand  any  thing  hii  lonlihip 
said  after  takin);  the  bark,  lie  expressed  a  wish 
10  sleep.  I  at  one  time  asked  whether  I  ihould 
call  Mr  ParT)-,  to  which  he  replied,  >  Vet.  you 
may  call  him.'  Mr  Parry  desired  bim  to  com- 
pose himself,  tie  ibed  leari,  and  apparently 
luuk  into  a  slomber.  Mr  Parry  wenl  away  ex- 
pecting 10  Gad  liim  rcFresbed  on  his  relum,— 
but  il  was  the  commencement  of  the  lelbn'rgy 
preceding  bii  death.  The  last  words  I  beard  my 
mnsler  ulfcr  were  at  six  o'clock  on  Ibe  evening 
of  the  18th,  when  he  said,  '  I  musi  sleep  now;' 
upon  which  he  laid  down  never  to  rise  again!  — 
Fiir  he  did  nol  move  hanil  or  tiiot  dnriii|;  the 
following  Iwenly-four  hours,  ilii  lordship  ap- 
peared, howeter.  lo  be  in  a  stale  of  luffbcalioii 
at  intervals,  and  bad  a  fi 


reque 


called  T 


main 

raisini;  lui  head,  and  1  ihfA^l  be 

seeme.1 

to  gel  quite  ■lifT, 

The  rattling Tnd  i 

loaldng 

n   Ihe 

throat  took 

place  every  bnlf-ho 

tinned  lo  ra 

se  his  head  T.be»«ver  ih<t  fil 

e-ima 

n,   till  six  < 

oF  the 

'^iK 

whan  1  im  my  masier  open  his  e 

veiand 

thrns 

ot  Ihem,  bu 

wi.hou..ho«i..gan 

ysymp. 
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my  (^d!*  I  exclaimed,  'I  fearliis  lordship  is 
gone  !*  the  doctors  then*felt  his  pulse,  and  said, 
'  You  are  ri(;ht — he  is  goDe!'» 

It  would  be  vain  to  attempt  a  description  of 
the  universal  sorrow  that  ensued  at  Missolonghi. 
Not  only  Mavrocordato  and  his  immediate  circle, 
but  the  whole  city  and  all  its  iiAbitants  were, 
as  it  seemed,  stunned  by  this  blow;  it  had  been 
so  sudden,  so  unexpected.  His  illness,  indeed, 
had  been  known,  and  for  the  last  three  days 
none  of  his  friends  could  walk  in  the  streets 
without  anxious  inquiries  from  every  one  of 
■  How  is  my  !onl  ?« 

On  the  day  of  this  melancholy  event.  Prince 
Mavrocordato  issued  a  proclamation  expressive 
of  the  deep  and  unfeigned  grief  felt  by  all  classes, 
and  ordering  every  public  demonstration  of  re- 
spect and  sorrow  to  be  paid  to  the  momory  of  the 
illustrious  deceased,  by  firing  minute-guns,  clos- 
ing all  the  public  offices  and  shops,  su!ti)ending 
tliv*  usual  l-Iaster  festivities,  and  by  a  general 
mourning  and  funeral  prayers  in  all  the  churches. 
It  was  resolved  that  the  body  should  be  em- 
Jbalmcd,  and  after  the  suitable  funeral  honours 
had  l>een  performed,  should  be  embarked  for 
Zante, — thence  to  be  conveyed  to  England.  Ac- 
cordingly the  medical  men  opened  the  body  and 
einlialmed  it,  and  having  enclosed  the  heart,  and 
brain,  and  intestines  iu  separate  vessels,  they 
placed  it  in  a  cliest  lined  with  tin«  as  there  were 
no  means  of  procuring  a  leaden  coffin  capable  of 
holding  the  spirits  necessary  for  its  preservation 
on  the  voyage.  Dr  Bruno  drew  up  an  account 
of  the  examination  of  the  body,  by  which  it  ap- 
peared his  lordship's  death  had  been  caused  by 
an  inflammatory  fever.  Dr  Meyer,  a  Swiss  phy- 
sician, who  was  present,  and  had  accidentally 
seen  Madame  de  Stael  after  her  death,  stated  that 
the  formation  of  the  brain  in  both  these  illus- 
trious persons  was  extremely  similar,  but  that 
Lord  Dyron  had  a  much  greater  quantity. 

On  tlie  sad  of  April,  i8:)4,  in  the  midst  of  his 
own  brigade,  of  the  troops  of  the  government, 
and  of  the  whole  population,  on  the  shoulders  of 
the  officers  of  his  corps,  relieved  occasionally  by 
other  Greeks,  the  most  precious  portion  of  his 
honoured  remains  were  carried  to  the  church, 
where  lie  the  bodies  of  Marco  Botzuris  and  of  Ge- 
net al  Normann.  There  they  were  laid  down :  the 
coffin  was  a  rude,  ill-constructed  chest  of  wood; 
a  black  mantle  Kr\-ed  for  a  pall,  and  over  it  were 
placed  a  helmet,  a  sword,  and  a  crown  of 
laurel.  But  no  funeral  pomp  could  have  left  the 
impression,  nor  spoken  the  feelings,  of  this  simple 
ceremony.  The  wretchedness  and  desolation  of 
the  place  itielf ;  the  wild  and  hrf^ivilized  war- 
riors present ;  their  deep-felt,  unafFected  grief; 
the  fond  recollections;  the  disappoioU'd  hopes; 
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the  anxieties  and  sad  presentiments  which  migk  > 
be  read  on' every  countenance — all  contribatcd  l 
to  form  a  scene  more  moving,  more  truly  affect-  ! 
ing  than  perhaps  was  ever  before  witnessed  nMud  | 
the  grave  of  a  great  man.  | 

When  the  funeral  service  was  over,  the  hier  | 
was  left  in  the  middle  of  the  church,  where  it  I 
remained  until  the  evening  of  the  next  day,  and  { 
was  guarded  by  a  detachment  of  his  own  bri- 
gade.    The  church  was  incessantly  crowd^^  hj 
those  who  came  to  honour  and  to  regret  the  be- 
nefactor of  Greece.     In  the  evening  of  the  a  3d, 
the  bier  was  privately  carried  back  by  his  offi-  i 
ccrs  to  his  own  house.    The  coffin  was  not  closed  ' 
till  the  39th  of  the  month. 

Imme<iiately  after  his  death,  hb  coanteiuincc 
had  an  air  of  calmness,  mingled  with  a  severi^, 
that  seemed  gradually  to  soften,  and  the  whole  ! 
expression  was  tridy  sublime.  | 

On  May  ad,  the  remains  of  Lord  Byron  were  j 
embarked,  under  a  salute  from  the  guns  of  the  j 
fortress.  «llow  different,*  exclaimsGount  Gamba,  | 
«  from  that  which  had  welcomed  the  arriv^  of  i 
Byron  only  four  months  ago!*  After  a  passage  | 
of  three  days,  the  vessel  reached  Zante,  and  the  | 
precious  deposit  was  placed  in  the  quarantine  j 
house.  Here  some  additional  precautions  were  ! 
taken  to  ensure  its  safe  arrival  in  Kiigland,  by  ■ 
providing  another  case  for  the  body.  On  May  | 
the  10th,  Golonelj  Stanhope  arrived  at  Zante^  1 
from  the  Morea,  and,  as  he  was  on  his  way  back  i 
to  Kngland,  he  took  charge  of  Lord  Byron's  re-  | 
mains,  and  eml»arked  with  them  on  Inmrd  the  ; 
Florida.  On  the  ^Slh  of  May  she  sailed  from  j 
Zante,  on  the  a 9th  of  June  entered  the  Downs,  j 
and  from  thence  proceeded  to  Stangate  creek,  to  i 
perform  quarantine,  where  she  arrived  on  Thnrs-  I 
day,  July  ist.  j 

John  Cam  Hobhousc,  esq.  and  John  Hanson,  | 
esq.,  I^ord  Byron's  executors,  after  having  proved 
his  will,  claimed  the  body  from  the  Florida,  and 
under  their  directions  it  was  removed  to  the 
house  of  Sir  Edward  Knatchbull,  No.  ao,  Great 
George-street,  Westminster. 

It  was  announced  from  time  to  time  that  the 
body  of  Lord  Byron  was  to  be  exhibited  in  state, 
and  the  progress  of  the  embellishments  of  the 
poet's  bier  was  recorded  in  the  pages  of  a  hun- 
dred publications.     They  were  at  length  com- 
pleted, and  to  separate  the  curiosity  of  the  poor 
from  the  admiration  of  the  rich,  the  latter  were 
indulged  with  tickets  of   admission,  and  a  day 
was  set  apart  for  thte  to  go  and  wonder  over 
the  decked  room  an^'tte  emblazoned  bier.  Peers 
and  peeresses, priests, poets,  and  politicians,  came 
in  gilded  chariots  and  in  hired  hacks  to  gaze  upon 
the  splendour  of  the  funeral  preparations,  and 
to  see  in  how  rich  and  how  vain  a  shroud  the 
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f  the  immortal  bard  had  been  hid.  Those  idle 
3(;s  in  which  rank  seems  to  mark  its  altitude 

tho  valvar  belonged  to  the  state  of  the 
ither  than  to  the  state  of  the  poet ;  genius 
cd  no  such  attractions,  and  all  this  raagni- 
'  served  ouly  to  distract  our  re{|^rd  from 
in  whose  inspired  tongue  was  now  silenced 
r.  Who  cnred  for  Lord  Byron  the  peer  and 
ivy  counsellor,  with  his  coronet  and  his 
escent  from  princes  on  one  side,  and  from 

on  hotli?  and  who  did  not  care  for  George 
ri  Byron  the  poet,  who  has  charmed  us,  and 
barm  our  descendants  with  his  deep  and 
iioned  verse?  The  homage  was  rendered 
lius,  not  surely  to  rank— for  lord  can  be 
hI  on  any  clay,  but  inspiration  can  only  be 
sed  on  the  finest  metal. 
iw  select  friends  and  admirers  followed 
lyron  to  the  grave — his  coronet  was  borne 

him,  and  there  were  many  indications  of 
ik;  but,  save  the  assembled  multitude,  no 
tions  of  his  genius.  lu  conformity  with  a 
ir  practice  of  the  great,  a  long  train  of 
empty  carriages  followed  the  mourning 
s— mocking  the  dead  with  idle  state,  and 
ing  with  barren  pageantry  the  honester 
thy  of  the  crowd.  Where  were  the  owners 
«e  machines  of  sloth  and  luxury— where 
:he  men  of  rank  among  whose  dark  pedi- 
Lord  Byron  threw  the  light  of  his  genius, 
nt  the  brows  of  nobility  a  halo  to  which 
were  strangers?  Where  were  the  great 
?  where  were  the  illustrious  tories?  could 
'C  difference  in  matters  of  human  belief 
hose  fastidious  persons  away?  But,  above 
here  were  the  friends  with  whom  wedlock 
lilted  him?  On  his  desolate  corpse  no  wife 
I,  no  child  shed  a  tear.     We  have  no  wish 

ourselves  up  as  judges  in  domestic  infeli- 

and  we  are  willing  to  believe  they  were 
ted  in  such  a  way  as  to  render  conciliation 
;ss ;  but  who  could  stand  and  look  on  his 
lanly  face,  and  his  dark  locks  which  early 
ks  were  making  thin  and  grey,  without 
'  that,  gifted  as  he  was,  with  a  soul  above 
ark  of  other  men,  his  domestic  misfortunes 

for  our  pity  as  surely  as  his  genius  called 
r  admiration  ? 

the  cavalcade  proceeded  through  the  streets 
don,  a  fine-looking  honest  tar  was  observed 
k  near  the  hearse  uncovered  throughout  the 
ng,  and  on  l)cing  asked  by  a  stranger  whe- 
le  formed  part  of  the  ^»eral  ayrtege,  he  re- 
be  came  there  to  pay  his  re.ipecU  to  the 
led,  with  whom  he  had  served  in  the  Levant, 

he  made  the  tour  of  the  Grecian  klands. 
>oor  fellow  was  kindly  offered  a  place  by 
of  the  servants  who  were  behind  the  car- 


riage, but  he  said  he  was  strong,  and  had  rather 
walk  near  the  hearse. 

It  was  not  till  Friday,  July  i6th,  that  the  hitei^ 
ment  took  place.  Ix>rd  Byron  was  buried  in  the 
family  vault,  at  the  village  of  ilncknall,  eight 
miles  beyond  Nottingham,  and  within  two  miles 
of  the  venerable  abbey  of  Newstead.  He  was 
accompanied  to  the  grave  by  crowds  of  persons 
eager  to  show  this  last  testimony  of  respect  to  his 
memory.  In  one  of  his  earlier  poems  he  had  ex- 
pressed a  wish  that  his  dust  might  mingle  with 
his  mothers,  and,  in  compliance  with  this  wish, 
his  coffin  was  placed  in  the  vault  next  to  hers. 
It  was  twenty  minutes  past  four  o'clock  on  Friday, 
July  iGth,  i834>  when  the  ceremony  was  con- 
cluded, when  the  tomb  closed  for  ever  on  Byron, 
and  when  his  friends  were  relieved  from  every 
care  concerning  him,  save  that  of  doing  justice 
to  his  memory,  and  of  cherishing  his  fame. 

The  following  inscription  was  placed  on  the 
coffin : — 

«  George  Gordon  Noel  Byron, 

Lord  Byron, 

of  Rochdale, 

Born  in  London^' 

Jan.  22,  1788, 

died  at  Missolonghi,  ' 

in  Western  Greece, 

April  19th,  i8a4.» 

An  urn  accompanied  the  coffin,  and  on  it  was 
inscribed : 

«  Within  this  urn  arc  deposited  the  heart, 

brain,  etc. 

of  the  deceased  Lord  Byron. » 

An  elegant  Grecian  tablet  of  white  marble, 
has  been  placed  in  the  chancel  of  the  Ilncknall 
church.     We  subjoin  a  copy  of  the  inscription. 

The  words  are  in  Roman  capitals,  and  divided 
into  lines  as  uuder : 

IN  THB  VAULT   BBtfBATH, 
WBKBE    MANY  OF   BIS  ANCBSTOBS   AUD    HIS   MOTBBB   ABB 

BUBIED, 
LIB  THE  BEMAIMS   OF 

GEORGE  GORDON  NOEL  BYRON, 

LOBD  BYBOIf,  OF  BOCHDALE, 

IN   THE   COUNTY   OF  LANCASTEB; 

THB   ADTHOB   OF   WCHILDE    HABOLD'5    PILGBIMAGE.)* 

ME   WAS   BOBN    in    LONDON,   ON   TBB 

aao  OF  JANUABY,  1788. 

HE   DIED  AT  MISSOLONGHI,    III  WBSTEBN  GBBBCE,   ON  THB 
igTH   OF  APBIL,    182441 
ENGAGED  IN  THB  OLOBIOUS  ATTEMPT  TO  BBSTOBB  THAT 
COUNTBY  TO  HEB  ANCIENT  FBKEDUIT  AND  BBifOWN. 


HIS   SISTEB,   THE   HOROUBABLB 
AOfiUSTA    MABIA   LEIGH, 
0-    PLACED,  flh  TABLET  TO    HIS   MEliiBY. 

>  Mr  Dallas  says  Dover,  which  is  uadoubtedly  correct,  j 


^     m 


THE 


COMPLETE  WORKS 


\ 


OF 


^%^^  lYiL<l^» 


UJn^  iffM  fiUX*  «7vff,  /uiirf  rt  ftixu. 

HoMBR.  Iliad.  10. 
He  whistled  as  he  went  for  want  of  thought. 

DlTDBR. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  FREDERICK,  EARL  OF  CARLISLE, 

KNIGHT  OP  THE  GARTER,   etC.,- 

^btot  9^tmB  art  JuBcrfbrli, 

BT   BIS   OBUGED   WARD,   AND  AFFECTIOlfATB  KINSMAN, 

•  THE  AUTIIOB. 


ON  LEAVING  NEWSTEAD  ABBEY. 


doa  thou  huild  lh«  hall  I  Son  of  lb*  viiievd  day*!  Tlmu 
frtvm  thv  lowrr  to-day  i  yet  a  f«w  yc«n*  and  tbe  blaat  of  ilia 
:«Mnet ;  it  bo«U  io  thy  empty  court. 

OSSIAN. 


iTGB  thy  liattlcmoDt.^  Newstead,  the  hoUow  winds 

whist  I(> ; 
>u,  the  hall  of  my  fathers,  ai^  gone  to  deeay ; 
r  once  smilint;  (garden,  the  liemlock  and  thixtle 
fe  chukrd  up  the  ros^e  which  late  hloom'd  in  the 

way, 

J  matUcoverd  harons  who,  proudly,  to  hat  tie 
I  their  \uvsals  from  Europe  to  Palestine's  plain, 
>cutcht>on  and  shield,  which  witli  every  hla&t  rattle, 
the  only  <iad  vestiges  now  that  remain. 

r>rc  doth  old  Robert,  with  harp-stringing  numhers, 
sea  (lame  in  the  breast,  for  tlic  war-laurel'd  wreath; 
A&ka  Ion's  Towers  John  of  Iloristan  '  slumbers, 
nerved  is  the  hand  of  his  minstrel  by  death. 

ind  Hubert  too  sleep,  in  the  valley  of  Cressy; 
■  the  safety  of  Edward  and  England  tlicy  fell ; 
thers !  the  tears  of  your  country  redress  ye ; 
nr  you  fought  I  how  you  died !  still  her  annals  can 
tell. 

nrston,  ^  with  Rupert  ^  'gainst  traitors  contending, 
ir  brothers  enrich'd  withtbcir  blood  the  bleak  lield{ 

•riaian  Caatle,  in  Derbythira,  an  •BrtCBl  teal  of  iha  Dyron  Fa- 
ta battlr  nf  Mai^toa  Moor,  vbere  the  •dharaat*  of  Chailaa  I 
rfaatrd, 

I  of  tbe  Rlrtior  PaUtint,  and  related  to  ChaHat  I.  He  arter* 
ontaaaded  tb<>  fle«t,  in  ibe  rcitai  of  Cbarlei  II. 


For  the  rights  of  a  monarch,  their  conntry  defending. 
Till  death  their  attachment  to  royalty  seaFdL 

Shades  of  heroes,  farewell !  your  descendant  departing 
From  the  scat  of  his  ancestors  bids  you  adieu ! 

Abroad  or  at  home,  your  remembrance  imparting 
New  courage,  he  '11  think  upon  glory  and  you. 

Though  a  tear  dim  his  eye  at  this  sad  separation, 
T  is  nature,  not  fear,  that  excites  his  regret; 

Far  distant  he  goes,  with  tlie  same  emulation. 
The  fame  of  his  fathers  he  ne'er  can  forget. 

That  fame,  and  that  memory,  still  will  he  cherish, 
He  >ow8  that  he  ne'er  will  disgrace  your  renown; 

Like  you  will  he  live,  or  like  you  will  he  perish ; 
When  dccay'd,  may  he  mingle  hk  dust  with  your  own. 

i8o3. 


EPITAPH  ON  A  FRIEND. 


Laertius. 


Ob,  FriendXfor  ever  loved,  for  ever  dear! 
What  fruitfffts  taars  have  bathed  thyfaonour'd  bier! 
What  sighs  re-cmbo'd  to  thy  parting  breath. 
While  thou  wast  struggling  in  the  pangs  of  death ! 
Could  tears  retard  the  tyrant  in  his  course; 
Could  siglis  avert  his  dart's  relentless  force; 
Coiild  youth  aud  virtue  claim  a  short  delay, 
Or  Inauty  chartK  the  spectre  from  his  prey ; 
Thou  still  had'st  lived,  to  bless  my  aching  sight. 
Thy  comrade's  honour,  and  thy  friend's  delight. 

I 
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If,  yet,  chy  Gcutlo  Rpiril  hover  nigh 
The  ftpot,  where  now  thy  mouldering  a»bes  lie, 
Here  wilt  thou  read,  recorded  on  my  heart, 
A  grief  too  deep  to  trust  the  sculptors  art. 
No  niarhlc  marks  thy  couch  of  luwly  sleep, 
But  living  statues  there  are  seen  lo  wc<'p; 
Aftlictiou's  >emhLim*e  I>ends  not  o'er  thy  tomb, 
Affliction's  self  de]ilores  thy  youthful  doom. 
What  though  thy  sire  lament  his  failing  linn, 
A  father's  sorrows  caimot  ci\ua\  mine ! 
Though  none,  like  thee,  his  dying  hour  will  cheer, 
Yet,  other  offspring  sooth  his  anguish  here ; 
But  who  with  me  shall  hold  thy  former  place? 
Thine  image  what  new  friendship  can  efface  ? 
Ah,  none !  a  fatlier's  tears  will  cease  to  How, 
Time  will  assuage  an  infant  brothers  woe; 
To  all,  save  one,  is  consolation  known, 
While  solitary  Friendship  sighs  alone. 

i8o3. 

A  FRAGMENT. 

WuBN  to  their  airy  hall  my  Fathers'  voice 
Shall  call  my  spirit,  joyful  in  their  choice; 
When,  poi!>ed  ui>on  the  gale,  my  form  sliall  ride, 
Or,  dark  in  mist,  descend  the  mountain's  side ; 
Oh !  may  my  shade  behold  no  sculptured  urns, 
To  mark  the  spot  where  earth  to  earth  returns  : 
No  Icngthen'd  scroll,  no  praise-encumber'd  stone; 
My  epitaph  sliall  he  my  name  alone : 
If  that  with  honour  fail  to  crown  my  clay. 
Oh !  laay  nq  other  fame  my  deeds  repay ; 
Thatt  only  that,  sliall  s'uigle  out  the  spot. 
By  that  remerober'd,  or  with  that  forgot. 


THE  TEAR. 


O  l«crjMaran  font,  lea«ro  Mrro* 
Doreaiian  ortM  n  aniaA ;  qualer 
Tclii  i  !•  iBo  4|«i  M-ateBiem 
Factor*  tfl,  pu  Nynpha,  Mntil. 


I 


CRAY. 


WflB!>i  Friendship  or  Love 

Our  sympathies  move ; 
^1ien  Truth  in  a  glance  should  appear ; 

The  lips  may  beguile. 

With  a  dimple  or  smile. 
Rut  the  test  of  affection 's  a  Tear. 

Too  oft  is  A  smilfi 

But  the  hypocrite's  wile. 
To  maftk  detestation  or  fear ; 

Give  me  the  soft  sigh. 

Whilst  tlie  soul-telling  eye 
Is  dimm'd,  for  a  timf>  with  a  Tear. 

MiUl  Charity's  glow,  ^. 

To  us  mortals  below,  ^ 

Shows  the  soul  from  barbarity  clear; 

Gompassion  will  melt, 

Whrnr  this  virtue  i.>  felt. 
And  its  dew  is  diffused  in  a  Tear. 

Tlie  man  doom'd  lo  s;ul. 
With  the  blast  of  the  gabr. 
Through  billows  Atlantic  to  steer ; 


As  he  bends  o'er  the  wave, 
Whidi^SDUiy  soon  l>e  his  grave, 
Ttie  grMB  ipirkles  bright  with  a  Tear. 

The  coldier  braves  death. 

For  a  fanciful  tireath, 
III  (ilory'i  romantic  career ; 

But  lie  raises  the  foe, 

Wlien  in  battle  laid  low. 
And  bathes  every  wound  with  a  Tear. 

If,  with  high-l>ounding  pride, 
llejietum  to  his  bride, 
Wmifatflia^  the  gore-crimson'd  spear ; 
■This  toils  are  repaid, 
^^en,  anbraciug  the  maid, 

nwn  Wr  efelid  he  kisses  the  Tear. 

I* 

Sweet  scale  of  my  youth. 

Seat  of  Friendship  and  Truth, 
Where  love  chased  each  fast-fleeting  year  ^ 

Ix>th  to  leave  thee,  I  moum'd, 

For  a  last  look  I  tum'd. 
Rut  thy  spire  was  scarce  seen  through  a  Tear. 

Though  my  vows  1  can  pour^ 

To  my  Mary  no  more, 
My  Mary,  to  Lo\e  once  so  dear; 

In  the  shade  of  her  bower, 

I  remember  the  hour, 
-i([^  rcwartled  tho^>c  vows  with  a  Tear. 

Ry  another  possesi. 

May  she  live  ever  blesi, 
tier  name  still  my  heart  must  revere; 

With  a  sigh  I  resign, 

What  I  once  thought  was  mine. 
And  forgive  her  deceit  vtitli  a  Tear. 

Ye  friends  of  mv  heart. 

Ere  from  you  I  depart. 
This  hope  to  my  breast  is  most  near; 

If  again  we  shall  meet. 

In  this  rural  retreat. 
May  we  meet,  as  we  part,  with  a  Tear. 

When  my  soul  wings  her  flight. 

To  the  regions  of  night. 
And  my  corse  shall  rccl'me  on  its  bier; 

As  ye  pass  by  the  tomb, 

Wlierc  my  ashes  consume, 
Oh!  moisten  their  dust  with  a  Tear. 

May  no  marble  bestow 

The  splendour  of  woe, 
Which  tlic  children  of  vanity  rear; 

No  fiction  of  fame 

Shall  blazon  my  name, 
.All  I  ask,  all  I  vtish,  is  a  Tear. 

i8ofi. 


AN  OCCASIONAL  PllOLOGUE, 

Delivered  previous  to  ^performance  of  *  The  Wheel 
of  fortunt  *at  a  private  theatre. 

SiMCE  tlie  rcfinemflBt  of  this  poUsh'd  age 
Has  swept  immoral  raillery  from  the  stage; 
Since  taste  has  now  expuaged  licentious  wir. 
Which  stamp'd  disgrace  on  all  au  author  writ; 
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•  10  eall  [be  bluidi  fraiu  Boiu^kheek;' 
lhemod.-.>an»«.niepi<T^L 

r  for  ber  alone  wwitbre'p^^Br    , 

1.  no  Velenm  Ho«rii  >oi.  behljt' 

iw.  on  KiHiLi.  cau  salute  T"4H^ 
m  drnr  the  tvmpaihetie  M^^^Bh. 
L.  you  tliroue  to  .ilne^  ihe^^^Hk 
■yo  Acini-.  TO  the  dnma  ■^^^^^^K 
our  ainuwt  nnllu-dijed  ^^^^^^^K 

our  6m  atlempiri^^^^^^l 
we  F,.I1  to  lit  no^^^^^^H 

poor  livnibleT,  only,  '^"■^^^^^^V 
pes  y,'i  .ilmoil  dreodi,  <^^^^^^^^ 
<ur  Dmnialii  tVnooa  wt^K^^fff^ 
•lupenne,  tliiieriiiaoftbrirfale.       ^^ 
l™wso„rp„>BT«.c«r.urf. 
uemui  pbuidiii  an  oar  ule  reward; 
<■,  eaeli  Hera  all  hi*  power  displayi, 
uid  Heroine  i^hrinkii  before  your  6iu» : 
Ilic  lail  will  wmr  proreeiion  God. 

llie».Fl.T>ei  can  pco.e  unkind; 
Toulli  aud  Deauly  form  Ihe  Fcinale  .liield, 
■.«-.t  C«»or  to  the  fiiir  inu*!  yieM. 
Iild  our  feeble  efforli  iiouflil  OTail, 

<ome  mercy  in  v>ur  bowni«  live, 
you  ean'I  applaud,  at  leal  fon[i«. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR  FOX. 

Morninj  fnper, 
lion's  foea  kment,  on  F.n*.  ilc:ilh, 
1'  Hie  hour  when  Pitt  re-innd  iii.s  breathi 

'  ihe  pabn  wliere  Justice  jioiiiit  ii  due. 

Kepi,: 

nauijle  uill  ilie  dc.id,  pcnerlintf  rrulli : 
houEb  our  ~  nalion'.  Foe.-  lamenl  lIui  Fait. 
■Demii^ F^-ling.  oF ibc  cood and  1,™'^ 
itlard  loiiRue.  rvay  to  bloo  ibe  name 

whose  mei'd  ni.it  in  endiesi.  fiimc  ] 
'ITT  ci|iim!.  ill  [ilenilude  of  pnwer. 

ill  .uece«  objured  hi>  dyinj  hour, 
'  dewy  winci  before  him  spread. 
Je  -piriH  .  war  nol  with  ihn  dead.  - 
tid...  in  l«in.  a  lail  ud  n^guiem  gate. 
!■  error*  «lumberd  in  Hie  ipTive; 
1,  iiB  Altai,  heiuliiiR  'un.nlh  llie  vei||lil 

la:aHercliie.,inFoii.appeard, 
■ra  rime,  rtie  ruin'd  fabric  leard; 
,j.liiiri..*LoRrilain'>k»><np[died; 
m.  our  fail  re.i,in|j  hopci^Ke  died  ^ 
'PT.Ipeopb-odyrai».hii*n, 

fecHnc' wide  lei  SeiuuDd  Tmlb  uucluc. 
(lie  pilm  wlieic  JuillE  poinis  ii  due ;  i' 

Or  round  our  malesman  wind  her  nloomy  tcii. 
Fnti  oer  whose  corse  ■  mouruiub'  world  inuil  weep, 
Wliov  dear  rematni  in  bonour'd  marble  sleep. 
For  wbnni,  nl  la>I.  e'en  hoitile  uationt  oman. 
Xt-hile  frirnd<  aud  fo«  alike  his  uleiils  own ; 
Foe  shall,  in  Driuiu'.  fnliire  annah,  ohine. 
Hw  iVii  to  Pitt  ibe  palriw's  palm  resi(!o, 
n'liieh  Eniy.  wenriug  dodaur  t  uered  maik. 
For  ViTT.  and  Pitt  alone.  ha>  dand  In  a«h, 

STANZAS  TO  A  LADY. 

T(tfi   lAe  P«M,  o/  C«».ne~.. 
Tai.  .oli™  pledije  of  fond  csl.-m, 

Perlidp..  dear  tfirl  [  for  me  Ihou'll  pri«  ^ 
It  >iii(t>  of  Lome's  wcbanliui;  dream. 

A  ihrmc  we  ncrtr  can  despiie. 
n-bo  blames  it  but  the  cnTioiu  Fool. 

Or  pupil  oFlhrprudi>b«:lioal, 

In  ,incle  sorrow  doom'd  lo  hde. 
Tlicn  read,  dear  ijiri,  with  feeling  rend. 

For  thou  will  ne'er  be-  one  of  Ihokc ; 
Toiliccinvainl^liallnnlplead.  ' 

Iiipllyfoi(lwPool«w«.. 
Ik'  was.  in  Molli.  a  i>^uine  bird ; 

Hi)  wu  no  faint  Eetilioui  Hame ; 
Like  bit.  may  lore  be  ihy  reward. 

Kul  not  Ihy  liapleu  f,ilc  Ibe  same. 

TOM'". 

I)n  1  did  lluise  evei.  imtead  nf  fire, 
Will,  brisbl,  "bnl  mild  aFFeclion  .hine; 

Thoneh  Ihey  mi(jht  kindle  leu  desire. 
Lo™.  more  ll.an  mortal,  would  be  tldne. 

llo-c'cr  llinw  orb.  may  wililly  beam, 
Wc  mmr  ndmire,  bnl  silll  ,l»pair : 

Thai  fatal  claoce  forbid,  aleem. 
Wl*n  nature  .larap'd  thy  beauleoui  birth. 

Bo  much  perfection  in  Ibee  ahone, 
Sbc  fear'd  thai,  loo  di.ina  for  earth. 

The  skiH  might  claim  thee  for  their  owu. 
Therefore,  to  eoird  her  d*ateM  woA. 

I.<^I  nneels  mi(;lil  ^jtpnlo  llie  \tnle. 
Slie  bade  n  secret  li|hti>hi«  lurk 

Wiihiu  Ihose  noec  eelulial  I'yo. 
These  aiigln  Ibe  boldeil  lylph  appal. 

Out  wlui  «n  d.ire  ibine  ardeni  caie ) 
Ti.«id.tb8tllerenide'<ba.r 

In  uan  adorn,  the  lanll  of  lieareo : 
But  ll.ey  would  ncrr  i-emiit  thee  ilirrc. 

Thou  would'si »  Far  auKbiue  ibe  se»u. 
For.  did  those  eyes  n*  pboet.  rail, 

Tby  sialcr  lighH  would  scarce  appear ; 
ITen  suns,  whieli  syslrini  now  con<r<iul, 

Would  tVinkIc  dimly  thmuch  their  "pl"''''' 
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TO  WOMAN. 


Id  pa..in 


Vouua,  ibalfiiiraiictFDpi 
HonF  proiDpl  nre  ilriplin^  10  Iwlii^fl  liec! 
Ilcnr  [limbs  Ibc  pulv,  vhrii  Gnc  «e  vic« 
Tlie  cTi  lUat  nilh  iu  fJiniy  blur, 
Or  >piirkln  black,  or  miUlT  ([iron 
A  brElnl  Fmifl  unjpr  IdutbrowikE 
Ilo«  quick  *■  rirdit  pvery  oalb, 
And  hrar  hir  pticUl  Ilie  nilliui;  Irell.! 
Fondly  n  hdpe  'f  will  [gul  Rir  nye, 

Tliii  rrconl -vilt  for  «er  <taiul, 

■  Wonun:  thj  mwttn  Inced  in  uuil  >  ■ 


TO  M.  S.  C.  , 

m  ilul  you  loio  mc.  jou  11  sutely  foTEivc 


lien,  SJarplmiifpTplopcmy  ficulli'?^  fj^r. 

Slinl  o'h  mc  yaur  Innipiar  lKHi|;il; 
boiild  [lie  dnani  nC  lo-nicbl  bul  rcMmble  Ibc  but; 

Wbqt  nplun  ninlijii  it  mine ! 
liFy  lell  IK,  llul  ilambiT.  iha  litter  of  dealli, 


Iftb 

,U !  frown  noi,  nrwi  (jdy,  luibrod  your  "ofi  brow, 

Kor  derm  nie  too  lidppy  io  Ilii.; 
F I  -in  In  my  dimni.  I  utoxq  far  it  anw, 

TJiDi  doDDi'd  but  to  ipiic  upoa  bliu. 

cl  Iddy,  perliapfii  you  itiDy  (mill 


1 1  [bill 


codclicie 


Knwt  I  roird,  lyDuncHiglilnndiT,  o'er  Ibe  dark  brulb 
Am]  I'liinli'd  Iby '[erp  nimmil,  nb'  Honcn  of  Souw, 

'u  i^.ur  nn  (lie  (orreul  Jul  Ibiuidrr'J  Imicalli, 
fir  ibc  iiii>[  of  Ibe  (empwl  Iliat  giilber' J  beloir, ' 


Wbru  I  •«  Ibe  uFl  blue  of  n  lni«. 
ibiuk  of  Iboie  bfen  Ikil  eudeni 

Wlicn,  bapif,  laaie  ligb[  nTing  locki  I  beluM, 
Tluil  fuinliy  rcsrmbU:  my  Mory'i  ui  bur, 
Lliiuk  Du  ibc  Innl*  llawiim  riugleU  uf  EuMi 
Tbc  locks  ikiE  were  ucrcd  to  bcauiy,  uul  ya. 


:m,  ye  bilit,  wbcte  my  cbildli<»d  wu  bead, 
in  Ibe  farc^l  iliall  oludicr  my  Iwnd ; 


Bill  |[law>  uol,  like  Love,  wilb  uiiqucuebable  tm. 
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't  liaic  ve  niidcr'cl  lliraiiuli  Ida  u>i^llicr, 
bl»t  xrt  Ihe  «nuK  oF  our  yonft,  I  ■il[o^• : 

DAM£TAS. 

■pring  of  our  llfr,  l»«r  Knot  b  the  «Mlb«! 

aw  >n  infanC, '  wid  in  yean  ■  boy. 

,m«,-.  rud,  u.mp«u  «e  G>>b«ina  ».. 

mind  n  slate  lo  every  (icioui  joy. 

n  «itl>  Affntim  iliall  H.^n.arT  bl«>diii|| 

Fr. 

m  eiery  >eii>D  of  >hime  and  virtue  wcsn'd. 

vaolol  driiehit  of  our  cliUdluwd  nlneei 

Ill 

ietanndept,  iudeccilafiendi 

™Hi  in  bypocmy,  vhile  yet  a  «bild. 

Fi 

»,  dnr  S .  (« I  .lill  n.tic  euecm  too, 

fr-  >l.nm  I  lo.c  I  du  m:ta  upbnid, 

L.««,  ,Li.l,  la.  l»i^  ««T  in  (uluct  ii|«>T>a. 

ruiuOH  -.  ill  cuncd  ihe  .oir  ^d  h«<«  K. 

WoRun  bi*  dupe.  III.  h«lle»  friend  „  loci, 
OU  in  iIhs  world,  ibo'  icarcdy  brokn  from  icUoolj 
Oumxiiii  ran  llirougli  illihe  nuie  of  tin. 
And  Fbud  Ibe  eoal,  when  oll«r.ju»l  begiuj 

Ev 

n  mui  caullicting  pauiaiu  ihake  bLi  Hiul, 

ku 

d  bid  him  drain  llie  diegi  of  pleaiure's  bowl ; 

Ih 

,  plfd  wilb  Tire,  be  brniki  bit  fDrmer  chain, 

»^.u™l^.■dbych.»i^.p^.™a«d•^  %    '' 

I  lialh  mil  be  wronn,  and  Ibil  boWllinM 

Ad 

id,  wliBi  wai  once  bo  bliu.  appeore  bit  banc.     . 

forpK.   ^ 

TO  MARION. 

new  ilui  injf  toni,  Ihai  inj  hart,  my  eiitlencf. 

Miiion!  vbyltbat  p^ute  browl 

rirw  me  ui»lUr*J,  by  iiBn  or  bj  ilbtuice, 

Wka[di^ui>M<illfehi>.iibDaT 

9I«I  ID  1p.c  uia  to  fHciOiliip  aloiui. 

Change  tlial  diiconleaUd  lir; 

Ti,»o(lo«dUiurb.ibyi«r,' 

I»iid  uf  iiffFciian  DO  Inngf r  rndum  i 

Low  ■>  s  ulranEcr  id  iby  bmil  [ 

lie  in  dimpline  arailci  appean; 

IF  TAU  uui)r  dranp  o'er  Ibe  fond  rpcollcclion. 

i-iiili  Fur  llK  Fr»nd  vba  n^  krofiTly  youn. 

OrmouTnri„!.ee.ly.imir«nr,; 

(  prcHUI,  n  pari, — 1  vill  Bopc  nol  for  cier, 

Or  bendi  Ibe  loBguid  eyi^lid  da>n, 

Kme  mxl  rrQn-t  wiil  rwtare  you  bi  Um  ; 

Bui  iLum  the  roUl  Farbiddlng  fruviL 

Bf  [  our  ili«ciiitna  «e  kolb  tJiould  cuduvonr ; 

Then  re«ume  Ihy  fijmier  fire. 

k  lu  ilDurmrut,  bu[  duy>  liks  (lie  patl. 

.Some  will  low,  and  aUadniirej 

While  lliil  icy  aipect  chilli  ui. 

TO  MARY. 

Koupl"  >"■<  »»■  indiff^nnea  ihrilb  ». 
Wonldil  (hou  wandrrlne  btarti  beeuilt. 

On  rteriniatj  htr  picture. 

Smilp.  ai  lean,  or  leem  to  tmile ; 

Jint  rr«n>1.lnure  of  lUj  rlwrmi, 

Eye.  like  (bine  .ere  oner  m..on[ 

iiCli  .Irong  lit  morial  an  could  ipTB, 

To  hide  llieir  orb.,  in  dark  reilnini ; 

n^laol  linin  of  Ffar  dinrnu, 

Rplle  of  all  thou  fi.in  wouldil  uy. 

i>M  my  bopei,  nnd  lildi  nu  liie. 

Siill  io  iruant  Ikmuu  tbey  play. 

I  aa  Iran  ihe  luvkt  oF  GnU, 

Thy  lip.,-bul  here  my  modrtt  JIuw 

leb  round  iliy  >nD>y  {nrelierd  vntei 
i«k«,  Tliltli  Kpniug  from  Dniily'i  mould. 
li[a,  wincb  nude  me  Dei<uly'>  •!•». 

Her  irapulie  ebasle  mii->[  Deed<  refuse ; 
Sbc  blu>Iie<,  rurl•ie^  frnm-s— in  tbon  nhe 
Dread',  leil  Ibe  nibjecl  .hould  Iranipon  me; 
And  llyinn  oFF.  in  uarcb  <if  reaHHi. 

I  ciD  rmn- r1>  no!  ihRC  eyr, 

Bruie.  prudru«.bai:k  m  proper  wawo. 

neiniretknli  in  liquid  lire, 

dltlHp..imrr>andefy, 

I  Il.ink'i.  ncilbcr  here  nor  there). 

1  bid  luu.  from  (lie  uik  retire. 

Is  lh>[  •neb  lip.,  of  look,  endearing, 

beboldiUlK'auleouiliue. 

Were  form'd  For  belter  ihingi  than  ■oecriDS ! 

whm  ■.  iIk  Iviim  u  neelly  ilnyiDe  t 
iF>Tealu.lreIoil.bl>ie, 

IF  iHHthing  eomplimcuU  diiealed. 
Advice  nl  leaot '(  di-iniemted ; 

''-^»"""»«""pi«r»B 

Surb»mT«nle«imnBtolliee, 
From  all  ihe  How  of  Ibrnerj  free ; 

i:onnK'l,  like  mine,  it  at  a-brolher'i. 

l™.  unf^-elineulhouitt. 
illtbeliyingfoniu'coDblbe, 

Uy  binn  i>  given  to  lome  other* ; 
That  ii  to  uy,  uiKkilTd  lo  ohu, 

I  ber  <l»  ,,liced  [lu^  oat  my  bean. 

It  ibam  ilKlf  amonu^t  a  doien. 

acrd  il,  «d,  with  nrnJJeu  f«r, 

Uarioul  adWu:  obi  priibee  iliglil  not 

;ii».e,uiel,t,b»keraT««riuB,«l, 

Thi.  waniing.  though  it  ma,  dcli|,bt  not ; 

iwlouv,  lb.!  her  iRuee,  Ibere, 
J  oieij  HmK  in  {au  eoutrol. 

Iioun,  Uiro'  ynn,  ibro'  llirv.  't  Dili  cliecr ; 

A.ouc.nitellib«u^nplni«,. 

liupe,  in  eUMDiy  mammli,  teise; 

-.!;..  ™flic.^.,Ul=pp«. 

1.  b.,  »«T  P'""  "  ••  '••'•"  •>"  ""  "'  ■"••"•^  "«  ■«■  '' 

Inieel  ray  fond  c.pinngg=«. 

" 

"''"°°'- 
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Ilowe'cr  wc  gaze  'with  admiration, 
[>ii  eyes  of  blue,  or  lips  carnation ; 
Howc'er  the  flowing  locks  attract  us, 
llowc'cr  those  beauties  may  distract  us; 
Still  fickle,  yfc  are  prone  to  rove. 
These  cannot  fix  our  souls  to  love ; 
It  is  not  too  severe  a  stricture. 
To  say  they  form  a  pretty  picture. 
Ihit  would'st  thou  sec  the  secret  chain, 
Which  binds  us  in  your  humble  train. 
To  hail  you  queens  of  all  creation, 
Knoir,  in  a  "word,  't  is  Animation. 


OSCAR  OF  ALVA.' 

A  TALI. 

How  nrcetly  shines,  through  azure  skies, 
The  lamp  of  heaven  on  Lora's  shore, 

Wlicre  Alva's  hoary  turrets  rise, 
And  hear  the  din  of  arms  no  more. 

But  often  has  yon  rolling  moon 
Ou  Alva's  casques  of  silver  play'd, 

And  vicw'd,  at  midnight's  silent  noon, 
Her  chiefs  in  gleaming  mail  array  d. 

And  on  the  crimsou'd  rocks  beneath. 
Which  scovrl  o'er  ocean's  sallen  flow, 

Pale  in  the  scatter  d  ranks  of  death. 
She  saw  the  gasping  warrior  low. 

While  many  an  eye,  which  ne'er  again 
Could  mark  the  rising  orb  of  day, 

Tum'd  feebly  from  the  gory  plain. 
Beheld  in  death  her  fading  ray. 

Once,  to  those  eyes  the  lamp  of  Love, 
They  blest  her  dear  propitious  light : 

But  now,  she  glimmer  d  from  above, 
A  sad  funereal  torch  of  night. 

Faded  is  Alva's  noble  race, 

And  grey  her  towers  are  seen  afar; 

No  more  her  heroes  urge  the  chase. 
Or  roll  the  crimson  tide  of  war. 

But  who  was  last  of  Alva's  clan  ? 

Why  grows  the  moss  on  Alva's  stone  ? 
Her  towers  resound  no  steps  of  man, 

They  echo  to  the  gale  alone. 

Andf  when  tliat  gale  is  fierce  and  high, 
A  sound  is  heard  in  yonder  hall. 

It  rises  hoarsely  through  the  sky, 

And  vibrates  o'er  the  mouldering  wall. 

Yes,when  the  eddying  tempest  sighs, 
It  shakes  the  shield  of  Oscar  brave ; 

But  there  no  more  his  banners  rise. 
No  more  his  plumes  of  sable  wave. 

Fair  shone  the  sun  on  Oscars  birth. 
When  Angus  hail'd  bis  eldest  born ; 

The  vassals  round  tltcir  chieftain's  beartli, 
Crowd  to  applaud  the  happy  morn. 


'  The  rauitropbo  of  this  ule  «m  ••(J8mu4  by  »h«  »t«ry  of  •  J«- 
■ymn  sod  Lorenzo,-  io  ib«  firti  volums  of  •  Tb«  Arm«B»«n,  or  Gbo»u 
er  I*  it  aUo  bwrs  ion*  r«MBbUiic«  to  a  Mona  in  tb«  tbiiil  act  of 


They  feast  upon  the  mountain  deer, 
Tlic  Pibroch  raised  its  piercing  note. 

To  gladden  more  their  Highland  cheer. 
The  strftuu  in  martial  numbers  float. 

And  they  who  heard  the  war-notes  Wild, 
Hoped  that,  one  day,  the  Pibroch's  strain 

Should  play  before  the  Hero's  child. 
While  he  should  lead  the  Tartan  train. 

Another  year  is  qiuckly  past, 

And  Angus  hails  anotlier  son, 
Hi^aatal  day  is  like  the  Ust, 

>  soon  the  jocund  feast  was  done. 

itij^lheir  sire  to  bend  the  bow, 
'•»    dttAba'sdnsky  hills  of  wind, 
Th*lx>9  jn  childhood  chased  the  roe. 
And  yk  their  hounds  in  speed  behind. 

But,  e'er  their  years  of  youth  an^o'cr. 

They  mingle  in  the  ranks  of  war; 
Tlipy  lightly  wield  the  bright  ckymore. 

And  send  the  whistUng  arrow  fiir. 

Dark  wn«»  the  flow  of  Oscar's  hair, 
Wildly  it  stream'd  along  the  gale; 

But  iVIIan's  locks  were  bright  and  fair. 
And  pensive  seem'd  his  cheek,  and  pale. 

But  Oscar  own'd  a  hero's  soul, 

His  dark  eye  shone  through  beams  of  truth ; 
Allan  had  early  learn'd  control, 

And  smooth  his  words  had  been  from  youth. 

Both,  both  wore  brave ;  the  Saxon  spear 
Was  shiver  d  oft  beneath  their  steel ; 

And  <  )f.car's  bosom  scom'd  to  fear, 
But  Oscar* s  bosom  knew  to  feel. 

While  Allan's  soul  belied  his  form, 
Unworthy  with  such  charms  to  dwell ; 

Keen  as  the  lightning  of  the  storm, 
On  foes  his  deadly  vengeance  fcH. 

From  liigh  Southannon's  distant  tower 
Arrived  a  young  and  noble  dame ; 

With  Kenneth's  lands  to  form  her  dower, 
Glenalvon's  blue-eyed  daughter  came : 

And  Oscan  claim'd  the  beauteous  bride. 
And  Angus  on  his  Oscar  smiled; 

It  soothed  the  father's  feudal  pride. 
Thus  to  obtain  Glenalvon's  child. 

Hark !  to  the  Pibroch's  pleasing  note, 
Hark !  to  the  swelling  nuptial  song ; 

In  joyous  strains  the  voices  float. 
And  still  the  choral  i>eal  prokwig. 

See  how  the  heroes'  blood-red  plumes. 

Assembled  wave  in  Alva's  hall ; 
Each  youth  his  varied  plaid  assumes. 

Attending  on  their  chieftain's  call. 

It  is  not  wrar  their  aid  demands. 
The  Pibroch  plays  the  song  of  peace ; 

To  Oscar's  nuptials  throng  the  bands. 
Nor  yet  the  sounds  of  pleasure  cease. 

But  where  is  Oscar?  sure  "t  is  late  : 
Is  this  a  bridegroom's  ardent  flame  ? 

While  thronging  guests  and  ladies  wait, 
Nor  Oscar  nor  his  brother  came. 
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At  lcn(|^h  young  Allan  join'd  tlie  bride, 
«  ^Vlly  comes  not  Oscar? »  Angus  Mud ; 

M  h  he  not  bcre  7  »  the  youth  replied, 
M  With  me  he  roved  not  o'er  the  glade. 

«  Perchance,  forgetful  of  the  day, 
T  is  his  to  chase  the  bounding  roe; 

Or  Ocean  8  vaves  prolong  his  stay, 
Yet  Oscar's  bark  is  seldom  slow. » 

M  Oh  I  no !  w  tlie  anguish'd  sire  rejoin'd, 
«  Nor  chase  nor  wave  my  boy  delay  j 

Would  he  to  Mora  seem  unkind  ? 
Would  aught  to  her  impede  his  way?] 

m  Oh !  search,  ye  chiefs !  oh,  search  aroand ! 

Allan,  with  these  through  Alva  fly, 
Till  Oscar,  till  my  son  is  found. 

Haste,  liaste,  nor  dare  attempt  repl|Lt>» 

All  Is  confusion — througli  the  vale 
The  name  of  Oscar  hoarsely  rings. 

It  rises  on  the  murmuring  gale. 
Till  nif*ht  expands  her  dusky  wings. 

It  breaks  the  stillness  of  the  night, 

But  echoes  through  her  shades  in  vain ; 

It  sounds  through  morning's  misty  light, 
But  Oscar  comes  not  o'er  the  plain. 

Thrre  days,  three  sleepless  nights,  the  chief 
For  Oscar  search'd  each  mountain  cave ; 

Then  hope  is  lost  in  boundless  grief, 
liis  locks  in  grey  torn  ringlets  wave. 

«  Oscar !  my  Son ! — Thou  God  of  heaven ! 

Restore  the  prop  of  sinking  age ; 
Or,  if  that  hope  no  more  is  given, 

Yield  his  assassin  to  my  rage. 

• 

«  Yes,  on  some  desert  rocky  sliore, 
My  Oscar's  whiten'd  bones  must  lie ; 

Tlien,  grant,  thou  God !  I  ask  no  more, 
With  him  his  frantic  sire  may  die. 

«  Yet,  he  may  live —  away  despair; 

Be  calm,  my  soul !  he  yet  may  live ; 
T  arraign  my  fate,  my  voice  forbear ; 

0  God  my  impious  prayer  forgive. 

«  Wliat,  if  he  live  for  me  no  more, 

1  sink  forgotten  in  the  dust, 
The  hope  of  Alva's  age  is  o'er ; 

Alas!  can  pangs  like  these  be  just! » 

Thus  did  the  hapless  parent  mourn. 
Till  Time,  who  soothes  severest  woe, 

Ilad  bade  serenity  return. 

And  made  the  tear-drop  cease  to  flow. 

For  still  some  latent  hope  survived, 
That  Oscar  might  once  more  appear; 

His  hope  now  droop'd,  and  now  revived, 
mi  Time  liad  told  a  tedious  year. 

Days  rolJ'd  along,  the  orb  of  light 
Again  had  run  his  destined  race ; 

No  Oscar  bless'd  his  father's  sight, 
And  sorrow  left  a  Winter  trace. 

For  youtliful  Allan  still  remain  d. 
And,  now,  his  father's  only  joy : 

And  Mora's  heart  was  quickly  gained, 
For  beauty  crown'd  the  fair-hair'd  bny. 


She  thought  that  Oscar  low  was  bid. 
And  Allan's  foce  ttas  wondrous  hkir; 

If  Oscar  lived,  some  other  maid 
Had  claim'd  his  faithless  bosom's  care. 

And  Angus  said,  if  one  yefr  more 
In  fruitless  hope  was  p.iss'd  away. 

His  fondest  scruple  should  be  o'er. 
And  he  would  name  their  nuptial  day. 

Slow  roll'd  the  moons,  but  blest  at  last, 
Arrived  the  dearly  destined  morn ; 

Tlie  year  of  anxious  trembling  past. 
What  smiles  the  lover's  cheeks  adorn ! 

Hark !  to  the  Pibroch's  pleasing  note. 
Hark!  to  the  swelling  nuptial  song; 

In  joyous  straias  the  voices  float. 
And  still  the  choral  peal  prolong. 

• 

Again  the  clan,  in  festive  crowd. 
Throng  through  the  gate  of  Alva's  hall ; 

Tlic  sounds  of  mirth  re-echo  loud, 
And  ail  their  former  joy  recaL 

But  who  is  he,  whose  darkcn'd  brow 
Glooms  in  the  midst  of  general  mirth  ? 

Before  his  eye's  far  liercer  glow 
The  blue  tlames  curdle  o'er  the  hearth. 

Dark  is  the  rob#4rhich  wraps  his  form, 
And  tall  his  plume  of  gory  red; 

His  voice  is  like  the  rising  storm. 
But  light  and  trackless  is  his  tread. 

T  is  noon  of  night,  the  pledge  goes  round, 
The  bridegroom  8  health  is  deeply  quaft ; 

With  shouts  the  vaulted  roofs  resound. 
And  all  combine  to  hail  the  drauj^t. 

Sudden  the  stranger  chief  arose, 

Aud  all  the  clamorous  crowd  are  hush'd; 
And  Angus'  cheek  viitli  wonder  glows, 

And  Mora's  lender  bo»om  blush'd. 

M  Old  man ! »  he  cried,  «  this  pledge  is  done. 
Thou  saw'st  't  was  duly  drunk  by  me, 

It  liail'd  the  nuptials  of  thy  sou ; 

Now  vtilll  claim  a  pledge  fr«)in  thee. 

«  Wliilc  all  around  is  mirth  and  joy, 
To  bless  thy  illlan  s  happy  lot ; 

Say,  had'st  thou  ne'er  another  boy? 
Say  why  sliould  Oscar  be  forgot  ?  » 

«  Alas !  »  the  hapless  sire  replied. 
The  big  tear  starling  as  he  spoke ; 

«  When  Oscar  left  my  liall,  or  died. 
This  aged  heart  was  almost  broke. 

«  Tlirice  has  the  eartli  revolved  her  course. 
Since  Oscar's  form  has  blest  my  sight ; 

And  Allan  is  my  last  resource, 

Since  martial  Oscar's  death  or  flight.  » 

«  T  is  well,  >»  replied  the  stranger  stem, 
Aud  fiercely  tlash'd  his  rolUng  eye; 

wTliy  Oscar's  fate  I  fain  would  learn; 
Perhaps  the  hero  did  not  die. 

«  Percliance,  if  those  whom  most  he  loved 
Would  call,  thy  Oscar  might  retmn ; 
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Ptorcluince  the  chief  lias  only  rorcd^ 
For  liim  thy  Beltane  '  yet  nuy  burn. 

«  Fill  high  the  bowl,  the  table  roundy 
We  will  not  claim  the  pledge  by  stadlh ; 

Will  wine  let  nrery  cup  be  crown'd, 
Pledfp  me  departed  Oscar  t  health. » 

«  With  all  my  loul, »  old  Angus  said, 

And  fiU'd  bis  goblet  to  the  brim; 
«  Here  *s  to  my  boy !  alive  or  dead, 

I  ne'er  shall  find  a  son  like  him. » 

«  Dravely,  old  man,  this  health  has  sped, 
But  why  does  Allan  trembling  stand? 

Come,  drink  remrmbrance  of  the  dead, 
And  raise  thy  cup  with  firmer  liand.  • 

The  crimson  glow  of  Allans  foce 
Was  tum'd  at  oner  to  gliaslly  hue ; 

Tlie  drops  of  death  each  other  chase, 
Adown  in  agonizing  dew. 

Tlirice  did  he  raise  the  goblet  higli, 
And  tlirice  his  lips  refused  to  taste; 

For  thrice  he  caught  the  stranger's  eye, 
On  his  with  deadly  fury  placed. 

«  And  is  it  thus  a  brother  hails 
A  brother's  fond  remembrance  here? 

If  thus  affection's  strength  prevails. 
What  might  we  not  ezpectirom  fear?  • 

Roused  by  the  sneer,  he  raised  the  bowl ; 

«  Would  Oscar  now  could  share  our  mirth !  » 
Internal  fear  appall'd  his  soul, 

lie  said,  and  dasli'd  tlie  cup  to  earth. 

«  T  is  he  1 1  hear  mv  murderer's  voice, » 
Loud  slirieks  a  darkly-gleaming  Form ; 

«  A  murderer's  voice !  i»  the  roof  replies. 
And  deeply  swells  the  bursting  storm. 

The  tapers  wink,  the  chieftains  shrink, 
Tlie  stranger 's  gone,  amidst  the  crew 

A  Form  was  seen,  in  tartan  green, 
And  tall  tlie  sliade  terrific  grew. 

liis  waist  was  bound  with  a  brood  l>elt  round, 

His  plume  of  sable  stream'd  on  higli ; 
But  his  brea&t  was  bare,  with  the  red  woimds  there, 

And  fix'd  was  the  glare  of  his  glassy  eye. 

And  thrice  he  smiled,  with  his  eye  so  wild. 

On  Angus,  bending  low  the  knee; 
And  thrice  he  frown'd  on  a  Chief  on  the  grotmd. 

Whom  sliivering  crowds  with  horror  see. 

The  Iiolts  loud  roll,  from  pole  to  pote, 

Tlie  thunder^  through  the  vielkin  ring ; 
And  the  gleaming  Form,  through  the  mist  of  the  storm. 

Was  borne  on  higli  by  the  whirlviind's  viing. 

• 

Cold  was  the  feast,  the  revel  ceased ; 

Wliu  lies  upon  the  stony  floor? 
Oblivion  prest  old  Angus'  lircast, 

At  length  lu«  life-pulse  throbs  oucc  mon\ 

«  Away,  away,  let  the  leech  essay, 
To  pour  ilie  light  on  Allan's  eyes ; » 

His  sand  is  done, — his  ncr  if  run. 
Oh !  ncwT  more  shall  Allan  rise! 

*   Beltinr-Trrr.— A  Ili(;tilaiiil  fi^itjl,  ns  iha  itl  of  May.  hfM  near 
firM  lighieJ  for  ilie  orration. 


But  Oscar  t  breast  is  cold  as  clay, 

His  locks  are  lifted  by  the  gak, 
And  Allan's  barbed  arrow  lay. 

With  him  in  dark  Glentanar  s  vale. 

And  whence  the  dreadful  stranger  came, 
Or  wlio,  no  mortal  iri^t  can  tell; 

But  no  one  doubts  the  Form  of  Flame, 
For  Alva's  sons  knew  Oscar  well 

Ambition  nerved  young  AlUn  s  hand. 
Exulting  demons  wing'd  his  dart, 

While  Envy  waved  her  burning  brand. 
And  pour  d  her  venom  round  his  heart. 

Swift  is  the  shaft  from  Allan's  bow : 

Wliose  streaming  life-blood  stains  bis  tide  I 

Dark  Oscar's  sable  crest  is  low. 
The  dul  has  drunk  his  vital  tide. 

And  Mora's  eye  could  AUan  move, 
Slie  bade  his  wounded  pride  rebel : 

Alas !  tliat  eyes,  which  beam'd  with  love, 
Should  urge  the  soul  to  deed^  of  Uell. 

Lo !  see'st  thou  not  a  lonely  tomb. 

Which  rises  o'er  a  warrior  dead ! 
It  glimmers  througli  the  twili^it  gloom; 

Oh !  that  is  AUan's  nuptial  bed. 

Far,  distant  fnr,  the  noble  grave, 
Wliich  held  his  clan's  great  asluis.  Mood ; 

And  o'er  his  corse  no  baimers  wave. 

For  they  were  stain'd  with  kindred  blood. 

What  minstrel  grey,  what  hoary  bard, 

'  Shall  Allan's  deeds  on  harp-«tringt  raise? 
The  song  U  glory's  chief  reward. 

But  who  can  strike  a  murderer's  jHtiise? 

Unstrung,  untouch'd,  the  harp  must  stand. 
No  miustrel  dare  the  theme  awake; 

Cuilt  would  beiiuuib  his  iialsied  hand. 

His  harp  in  shuddering  chords  would  bcenk. 

No  lyre  of  fome,  no  hallow'd  verse. 
Shall  sound  his  glories  higli  in  air, 

A  dying  father's  bitter  curse, 
A  brother's  death-groan  ecliocs  there. 


TO  TIIK  DUKE  OF  D. 


to  lonkinS  over  ny  pAffm,  to  •rlet-t  •  f«w  ■diiUooal  PoaiM  for  lbi» 
•«cond  pduioDi  I  founil  the  follnviaQ  liaea,  whirb  1  h»i  l«4aUf 
for|>uilen,  t<tiB|>ti«r«l  io  iba  Suatoirr  ut  iSu3,a  abort  luiM  pmiaaa 
to  my  dr|>*rture  from  II — — .  They  ware  tiirmutd  to  ■  joaaf 
M  bool-frllow  of  biffh  raok,  wbo  had  beeo  By  frrquoat  caMpaaw 
io  aoaoa  rambl*!*  tbmusb  iba  BeighboiiriBf  rooatry ;  bowvor  ba 
aaver  aaw  tko  lia«a.  aad  laoat'probablj  aat ar  viU.  Aa,  •■  ■  rr- 
|imiaal(  I  loaati  tbvia  not  worao  ihaa  aaaia  oibcr  |ii«r«a  ia  iIm 
rollrrlioa.  I  bava  aow  pabliabed  lh«a^  far  tha  lirM  timtt  afiar  a 
•lij^l  revUioa. 

D — K — T I  whose  early  steps  with  mine  have  stray'd, 
Exploring  every  path  of  Id;rs  glude, 
Whom,  still,  affection  taught  me  to  defend, 
And  made  me  less  a  tyrant  than  a  friend; 
Tliou^  the  liurNh  custom  of  our  youthful  liand 
Bade  thee  obey,  and  gave  me  to  command  > 

*  At  CTpry  pahlir  «rbool,  tke  JHaior  boya  ara  roaapleirly  aabaarri^at 
to  lb<>  upper  fonat,  till  tbry  ^taia  a  aeat  ia  iht  bi|^ar  etaaaoa.  Freai 
itii*  •talc  of  probation,  very  properiy,  uo  raak  ia  esempt ;  bat  afiar  a 
teiijiB  period,  iliay  louioMad,  in  turn,  iboaa  «bo  aucvaad. 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


TRANSLATIONS 

.      AND 

IMITATIONS. 


ADRIAN'S  ADDRESS  TO  HIS  SOUL,  WHEN 

DYING. 

Animula  !  vagula,  blandula, 
H<Kp(%  comrxque,  corporis, 
(Jum  nunc  abibis  in  loca  T 
Palliduia,  rigida,  nndula, 
Nee,  ut  soles,  dabis  jocos. 


TRANSLATION. 

Ab  !  gentle,  fleeting,  wavering  Sprite, 
Friend  and  associate  of  this  clay ! 

To  what  unknown  region  borne. 
Wilt  thou  now  wing  thy  disUnt  flight? 
No  more,  with  wonted  humour  gay. 

But  pallid,  cheerless,  and  foriorn. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 


MAD    LISBIAM.n 


Equal  to  Jove  that  youth  must  be, 

Greater  than  Jove  he  seems  to  me, 

Who,  free  from  Jealousy's  abrms. 

Securely  views  thy  matchless  charms; 

That  check,  which  ever  dimpling  glows. 

That  mouth  from  whence  such  music  flows, 

To  him,  alike,  are  always  known, 

Reserved  for  him,  and  him  alone. 

Ah !  Lesbia !  though  't  is  death  to  me, 

I  cannot  chuse  but  look  on  thee; 

But,  at  the  sight,  my  senses  fly ; 

I  needs  must  gaze,  but  gazing  die ; 

Whilst  trembling  with  a  thousand  fears, 

Parch'd  to  the  throat,  my  tongue  adheres, 

My  pulse  beats  quick,  my  breath  heaves  sliort, 

My  limbs  d#iy  their  slight  support; 

Cold  dews  my  pallid  face  o'crspread, 

With  deadly  languor  droops  my  head, 

My  cars  with  tingliug  echoes  riog, 

And  life  itself  is  on  the  wing ; 

My  eyes  refuse  the  cheering  light. 

Their  orbs  are  veii'd  in  starless  night : 

Such  pangs  my  nature  sinks  beneath. 

And  fbek  a  temporary  death. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  CATULLUS. 


TRANSLATION 
OF  THE  EPITAWI  ON  VIRGIL  AND  TIBULLUS. 

BT    DOMITIUS   MAlSUt. 

He  who,  sublime,  in  Epic  numbers  roll'd. 
And  he  who  struck  the  softer  lyre  of  love. 

By  Death's  uue<|ual  baud  '  alike  control'd, 
Fit  comrades  in  Elysian  regions  move. 

'   Tlie  hand   of  Draih   U  Mid   to  he  onja*!,  or  oneqaal,  as   Tirg'.l 
wai  coa«idcrabiy  older  ibaa  TibuUat,  at  bit  deceate. 


MLDCTUS   Dl  MOtTI   PAMKait.il 


Ye  Cupids,  droop  each  little  head, 
Nor  let  your  wings  with  joy  be  spread ; 
My  Lesbia's  favourite  bird  is  dead, 

Whom  dearer  than  her  eyes  she  loved ; 
For  he  was  gentle,  and  so  true, 
Obedient  to  her  call  he'  flew. 
No  fear,  no  wild  alarm  he  knew, 

But  lightly  o'er  her  bosom  moved : 
And  softly  fluttering  here  and  there. 
He  never  sought  to  cleave  the  air ; 
But  chirrup'd  oft,  and,  free  from  care. 

Tuned  to  her  ear  his  grateful  strain. 
Now  having  pass'd  the  gloomy  bourn. 
From  whence  he  never  can  return. 
His  death,  and  Lesbia's  grief,  I  mourn. 

Who  sighs,  alas !  but  sighs  in  vain. 
Oh !  curst  be  thou,  devouring  grave ! 
Whose  jaws  eternal  victims  crave, 
From  whom  no  earthly  power  can  save. 

For  thou  hast  ta'en  the  bird  away : 
From  thre,  my  Lesbia's  eyes  o'erflow. 
Her  swollen  cheeks  with  weeping  glow, 
Thou  art  the  cause  of  allher  woe. 

Receptacle  of  life's  decay. 


IMITATED  FROM  CATULLUS. 


TO    Et.LKIf. 


Ob  !  might  I  kiss  those  eyes  of  fire, 
A  million  scarce  would  quench  desire; 
Still  would  I  steep  my  lips  in  bliss. 
And  dwell  an  age  on  every  kiss; 
Nor  then  my  soul  should  sated  be, 
Still  would  I  kiss  and  cling  to  thee: 
Nought  should  my  kiss  from  thine  dissever, 
Still  would  we  kiss,  and  kiss  for  ever; 
E'en  though  the  number  did  exceed 
The  yellow  harvest's  countless  seed ; 
To  part  would  be  a  vain  endeavour, 
Gould  I  desist? — ah!  never — never. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  ANACREON. 


TO   ait    LTll. 


I  WISH  to  tune  my  quivering  lyre, 

To  deeds  of  ^me,  and  notes  of  fire; 

To  echo  from  its  rising  swell. 

How  heroes  fought,  and  nations  fell; 

W'hen  Atreus'  sons  advanced  to  war, 

Or  Tyrian  Qidinus  roved  afar; 

But,  still,  to  martial  str.iiiis  unknown, 

My  lyre  recurs  to  love  alone. 

Fired  with  the  hope  of  future  fame, 

I  seek  some  nobler  hero's  name; 

The  dying  chords  are  strung  anew, 

To  war,  to  war  my  harp  is  due ; 
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r.ili  einnnii  oclnei,  iho  epir  HI 
a  Joii'i  gml  ion  I  nue  agiiu ; 
Iciilct  aul  hu  gJoriou  itmU, 


ODE  m. 

ft  iIk  bour,  vIku  IVigLiI  had  dri>Ai 


■y  the  Papluaii  boy. 
EbCTValmn  nf  jay, 
QlMk  In  ny  gilc  dlm'li  hii  cnurw. 


BW  fnta  ihc  wiutry  bUM, 
.    y  tlorm  ii  pourioE  bil  i 
V)b  pmriiBf  robber  liugcn  her*. 
W  AwMlningbaby  vbo  can  ftattr 
Ktbaid  bit  Kcming  arilm  ulf, 
Wi  hcuil  hk  ligbi  upon  ibr  gilc; 

~ll  hll  for  4JJ  tLie  baby')  woe ; 
^  4nw  lb«  bgr,  aad  by  ibc  Kebl, 

IfLon,  ibe  infant,  met  my  ligbl. 
M«  MniH  bit  ihoaUen  Uniig, 


wiibinmyb.. 


lH;1 


■rr  I  rrod  my  wmiry  biimI, 
Hii  iinlfl  fiagm  ebUI  my  brea^ 
Ri*  ■■aaay  curk.  bit  laure  wing, 
~^'  '    '     ip  witb  Dipblly  iboven,  I  wring : 
■B  Ijmbii  lbs  vmbon  WArm, 

r  torca  bad  b«  fdl  bit  wonnid  ((law, 


[  t(  tried.  •  if  (ba  <u  iinngUi  hai  Ion 

iu.  nlu'd  vllb  midnlnbi  dcwii. 


Tbn  load  ib«  joyoui  uirbin  laugb'd. 
■  My  b«w  can  iiill  impil  Ibc  dufi ; 
t  it  Gnnly  fin'd.  iby  titjtii  maal  ir ; 
8>y,  CDurlceus  boil,  cant)  llioa  nol  f«l 


fhaguents  of  school  esebcises. 


ligliiy  ibreiK 


GiiAT  JoteT  lo  «bii«  ilniiEliiy  ibrenc 
Bolli  eodi  and  manBli  Iwnuee  pay, 

Tby  dread  bcbuli  ae'ti  diwibey, 

gin  Onan'ii  mossy  ball  { 
icF  iball  Taitf  no  imptoiu  tlrain 
ouiuid  hira  «bo  nilcH  tbe  iky  and  aiure  main. 

Haw  6\ffamt  ddw  Ihy  joyliu  fau. 

Wbtn  plocn)  aJoft  in  goJiikp  tlnTc, 
The  bliuliing  bsiuly  by  Ihy  tide, 
TUdu  iai'>I,  whib^  njcmiA  Ocean  imilrd, 
Aid  miribFul  slraini  Ibe  boun  beguilrd ; 
TIk  Nyuiplit  and  Trileu  daocKl  araund, 
*'i>r  yM  <l.y  doom  wai  fii'd,  nor  Jore  rrknllm  fro*n'd. 
llamK.Dic.  I.  lS»1. 

THE  EPISODE  OF  NISUS  AND  EUBYALUS. 

»  riiiritiii  MOM  Tii  MiiB,  iia,  9, 
ittit,  [be  giurdLaD  of  (b«  portal,  tfood. 


[cb  <be  movrmcnlt  oF  ibc  Dauaian  hMl, 

rrlirr  mica  idoni'd  (be  nnlii  of  Troy, 
eDrdllta  bloom  yel  gnced  (lir  gallanl  boy; 
;b  frw  ibc  Ma»u  b1  bit  youlbful  life. 

bit,  wilb  beauLy,  valooA  gift  10  ibarc. 
I  bf roif:.  at  bit  form  wat  fair; 
Tbete  bum  witb  one  pnnr  Aamc  of  geiiemui  lo*'*, 
<»,  in  war,  uailcd  iliU  Ibey  noie^ 
lobip  and  glory  fonn  Ibnrjainl  reward. 
«*  combined,  ibey  bold  Iht  Digblly  guard. 
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Now  could  Ibe  (iflt  and  promiied  priie  be  ih 
(Tbe  deed,  IbedangrT.aiid  ibehme  be  niioe)i 
Were  ibii  decreed — bencarb  yon  ruing  niound, 
Meihinkt.  tn  eaty  p41b  percbanee  were  fdund. 
Whieh  patt,  I  speed  my  way  10  Paibu"  wUU. 
And  lesd  £dci>  from  Evander'i  balUn 
Wiib  equal  ardour  fired,  and  warlike  joy, 
Hii  glowing  friend  addreit'd  the  D»r<fcin  boy . 
•  Tbete  deedi,  rayXiiui,  ihall  Ihou  lUi*  alone! 
^1  Ibe  fnme.  Ilie  peril,  be  Ihinc  ownl 
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Am  I  by  thee  despiiied,  and  left  afar, 
Ax  one  unfit  to  share  the  toils  of  war? 
Not  thus  his  son  the  great  Ophehes  taug^hc. 
Not  thiLS  my  sire  in  Argive  combats  fought; 
Not  thus,  when  Iliou  fell  by  heavenly  hate, 
I  track'd  £ncas  through  the  'walks  of  fate; 
Thou  know'st  my  deeds,  my  breast  devoid  of  fear, 
And  hostile  life-drops  dim  my  gory  spear; 
Here  is  a  soul  with  Jiopo  immortal  bums. 
And  life,  ignoble  life,  for  Glory  spurns ; 
Fame,  fame  is  cheaply  earu'd  by  fleeting  breath , 
The  price  of  honour  is  the  sleep  of  death. » 
Then  Nisus — «  C;Wm  thy  bosom's  fond  abrms. 
Thy  heart  bents  fiercely  to  the  din  of  arms; 
More  dear  thy  worth  and  valour  than  my  own, 
I  swear  by  him  who  fills  Olympus'  throne ! 
So  may  I  triumph,  as  I  speak  the  truth. 
And  clasp  again  the  comrade  of  my  youth. 
Itut  should  I  fall,  and  he  who  dares  advance 
Through  hostile  legions  must  abide  by  chance ; 
If  some  Rutiilian  arm,  with  adverse  blow, 
Should  lay  the  friend  who  ever  loved  thee  low ; 
Live  thou,  such  beauties  I  would  fain  preserve. 
Thy  budding  years  a  lengthen'd  term  deserve ; 
When  humbled  in  the  dust,  let  some  one  be. 
Whose  gentle  eyes  will  shed  one  tear  for  me ; 
Whose  manly  arm  may  snatch  me  back  by  force. 
Or  wealth  redeem  from  foes  my  captive  corse : 
Or,  if  my  destiny  these  last  deny. 
If  in  the  spoiler  s  power  my  ashes  lie. 
Thy  pious  care  may  raise  a  simple  tomb, 
To  mark  thy  love,  and  signalize  my  doom. 
Why  should  thy  doating  wretched  mother  weep  , 
Her  only  boy,  reclined  in  endless  sleep? 
>Nnio,  for  thy  sake,  the  tempest's  fury  dared» 
Who,  for  thy  sake,  war's  deadly  peril  shared ; 
Who  braved  what  woman  never  braved  before. 
And  left  her  native  for  the  Latian  shore. » 
M  In  vain  you  damp  the  ardour  of  my  soul," 
Replied  Euryalus,  « it  scorns  control ; 
Ilence,  let  its  haste,  n — Their  brother  guards  arose, 
Roased  by  their  call,  nor  court  again  repose ; 
The  pair,  buoy'd  up  on  Hope's  exulting  wing. 
Their  stations  leave,  and  speed  to  seek  the  king. 
Now,  o'er  the  earth  a  solemn  stillness  ran, 
And  luH'd  alike  the  cares  of  brute  and  man; 
Save  where  the  Dardan  leaders  nightly  hold 
Alternate  converse,  and  their  plans  unfold ; 
On  one  great  point  the  council  are  agreed, 
An  instant  message  to  their  prince  decreed ; 
Each  Icand  upon  the  lance  he  well  could  wield. 
And  polsed,-with  easy  arm,  his  ancient  shield ; 
When  Nisus  and  his  friend  their  leave  request 
To  offer  something  to  their  high  behest. 
With  anxious  tremors,  yet  unawed  by  fear. 
The  f^iithful  pair  before  the  throne  appear; 
lulus  greets  them;  at  his  kind  command, 
The  elder  first  address'd  the  hoary  band. 

«  With  patience, w  thus  Hyrtacides  began, 
«  Attend,  nor  judge  from  youth  our  humble  plan ; 
Where  yonder  bcacoiLs,  half-expiring,  beam. 
Our  slumbering  foei  of  future  conquest  dream. 
Nor  heed  that  we  a  secret  path  have  traced, 
RetWfMMi  the  occnn  and  the  portal  placed : 
Rrnnatli  the  cu\ert  of  the  blackening  smoke. 
Whose  sliade  scciuvly  our  design  will  cloak. 


If  you,  ye  chiefs,  and  Fortune  will  allow, 
We  *U  bend  our  course  to  yonder  mountain's  brow; 
Where  Pallas'  walls,  at  distance,  meet  the  aisht. 
Seen  o'er  the  glade,  when  not  obscured  by  night ; 
Then  sliall  £neas  in  his  pride  return. 
While  hostile  matrons  raise  their  offspring's  urn. 
And  Latian  spoils,  and  purpled  heaps  of  dead. 
Shall  mark  the  liavoc  of  our  hero's  tread ; 
Such  is  our  purpose,  not  unknown  the  way. 
Where  yonder  torrent's  devious  waters  stray: 
Oft  have  we  seen,  when  hunting  by  the  stream. 
The  distant  spires  above  the  valleys  gleam.» 

Mature  in  years,  for  sober  wisdom  famed. 
Moved  by  the  speech,  Alethes  here  exclaim'd  : 
«  Ye  parent  gods!  who  rule  the  fate  of  Troy, 
Still  dwells  the  Dardan  spirit  in  the  boy ; 
When  minds  like  these  in  striplings  thus  ye  raise. 
Yours  is  the  godlike  act,  be  yours  the  praise; 
In  gallant  youth  my  fointing  hopes  revive, 
And  Ilion's  wonted  glories  still  survive. » 
Then,  in  liis  warm  embrace,  the  boys  he  press'd. 
And,  quivering,  strain'd  them  to  his  aged  br<»st ; 
With  tears  the  burning  cheek  of  each  bedew'd, 
And,  sobbing,  thus  his  first  discourse  renewd :— 
«  What  gift,  my  countrymen,  what  martial  prise 
Can  we  bestow,  which  you  may  not  despise? 
Our  deities  the  first,  best  boon  have  given, 
Internal  virtues  are  the  gift  of  Heaven. 
What  poor  rewards  can  bless  your  deeds  on  earth, 
Doubtless,  await  such  young  exalted  worth; 
iGneut  and  Ascanius  shall  combine 
To  yield  applause  far,  far  surpassing  mine. » 
lulus  theu  :  «  By  all  the  powers  above ! 
By  those  Penates*  who  my  country  love; 
By  hoary  Vesta's  sacred  fane,  I  swear. 
My  hopes  are  all  in  you,  ye  generous  pair  I 
Restore  my  father  to  my  grateful  sight. 
And  all  my  sorrows  yield  to  one  delight. 
Nisus !  two  silver  goblets  arc  thine  own. 
Saved  from  Arisba's  stately  domes  o'erthrown; 
My  sire  secured  them  on  tliat  fatal  day. 
Nor  left  such  bowls  an  Argive  robber's  prey. 
Two  massy  tripoils  also  sliall  be  thine. 
Two  talents  polish'd  from  the  glittering  mine; 
An  ancient  cup  which  Tyrian  Dido  gave, 
While  yet  our  vessels  press'd  the  Punic  wave : 
But,  when  the  hostile  chiefs  at  length  bow  down. 
When  great  JEnen*  wears  Ilesperia's  crow  n. 
The  casque,  the  Inkier,  and  the  fiery  steed. 
Which  Turnus  guides  with  more  than  mortal  spee^ 
Are  thine ;  no  envious  lot  shall  then  be  cast, 
I  pledge  my  word,  irrevocably  pass'd ; 
Nay  more,  twelve  slaves  and  twice  six  captive  dames. 
To  soothe  thy  softer  hours  with  amorous  flames. 
And  all  the  realms  which  now  tlie  Utians  sway. 
The  labours  of  to-night  shall  well  repay. 
But  thou,  my  generous  youth,  whose  tender  years 
Are  near  my  own,  whose  worth  my  heart  reveres. 
Henceforth  affection,  sweetly  thus  begun. 
Shall  join  our  bosoms  and  our  souls  in  one; 
Without  thy  aid  no  glory  shall  be  mine. 
Without  thy  dear  advice,  no  great  design ; 
Alike,  through  life  csleem'd,  thou  godlike  boy. 
In  war  my  bulwark,  and  in  peace  my  joy. » 
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maY^,« 


eev  From  bencr  dot  eiia«r  ttep*  clpparr^ 
booo  1  bpg,  lilt  nnmi  id  my  bfan : 
nof ber  apruug  froin  Prum't  royal  liop^ 

TrJtf  DOT  KinB  Arnin*  rulnu  naliain 
Frcblr  MgF  from  daDfftn  of  the  iaBiu{ 
e  %\k  oar,  ill  idfith  fcan  aban, 
igbl  TuinpJr  of  miltnul  Iota. 
nawn,  ttir  HtTPI  mlvrpriH  I  bravf, 
Crvf  ihnnld  bend  mypunnt  lo  Ihr  G"ive; 
1  tbimlaDrnn  fond  adkuilwek, 
iiinlinB  mdlbn't  lips  lute  prru'd  my  ch«1i 
lonmy  Nielli,  lail  iby  right  hand,  I  >o« 
puiriuiB  t«n  vould  fthiike  my  piirpow  nov 
liou,  my  prince,  ber  fiiUne  a|;e  luiuin, 
i»  ber  mucb-lottd  chlhl  may  live  agahi; 
lying  bmin  nilh  piaiu  tnnduct  bIcD, 
"  tf  her  fond  diflrw  : 


italln: 


T  Ihu  all.  luJcu'  rya  o'er 
thou  hau  aik'd,  recriie,  i 


bkw'd  ihy  in 

.by-Tlif<,„., 

ml  pledge  my  full, my  fii 
bcKnardtvbicboE 
uu  (bmildii  hi],  on  I 
'  ipoke  the  veeping  prloce,  Iben  Forlh  lo 
mauafhlcliiou  From  ihtriwaih  be  dm 
oo"a  DraHi  tkill  had  jraeod  ihe  tUvl, 
Frieiid>  to  enTy  ainl  for  Fom  to  ferL 
■ny  hUe,  ihe  Hooridi  lion'i  tpoil, 
I  DiidH  Ibe  Amit.  in  tlie  liunm* 
ilbeua,  Id  juird  Ihe  rider  youib, 


ilbee 


f  'II  rnr\e  Dur  paou^  [hrailQll  Ihff  berdlfu  for. 
And  ctrar  thy  mad,  »ilh  many  a  deadly  hlo^,  ■ 
IJii  vliiipefiD^aceenlarhen  Ibe  youth  repmi. 
And  piereed  pnud  Rhaoiaea  Ibroufihbia  panting  br 

Debauch,  aod  not  fatifptf,  bit  eyca  bad  cloied ; 
To  Tiimiu  dor,  a  pniBhel  and  a  prince. 


ber'd  vilh  tW  dead, 
iibcB"H''Bl"'li 
K  bladunlag  lorrenli  po. 
arlh  nilh  elolting  gore. 


And  gny  Soranu 


td,  till  Aurora't  daini,  liii  ikill  dliplay'd. 

In  itaughter'd  Fubti,  Ihe  kerpen  lot!  in  i. 
5  bunijry  fjngi  a  lioti  tbui  may  steep ; 
id  Ihe  lad  Dock,  it  dead  of  niebt.  he  prai 
ilh  murder  glulled,  and  id  carnage  rolli, 
uiliqie  till],  ibrotifpi  teeming  bcrdi  he  ro 
icai  of  gore  iba  lonUy  tyranl  foimi. 
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They  leave  regardlcu 

Alinicifl  rheyoungechefo'a'tandennGeye*; 

Tlie  gilded  liamw  I1hnmn»-  conrien  (ell. 

The  gemi  wliiehll«^  Ihe  monarch's  golden  bell  i 

ThisfmrntheiHiUiilcanc  wiu<|uick]y  torn, 

Th'  eiuliins  boy  Ibe  aluddrd  girdle  «e>r>, 

Tlien  hjtm  rbe  tcnU  ibcir  cauikiut  alepi  Ibcy  bomt. 
To  Kck  Ibe  lale,  «here  uFer  patlu  eilend. 


a  band  of  Ulign 
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While  the  slow  foot  their  tardy  march  deby, 
Tlie  knightii,  impatient,  spur  along  the  way : 
Three  hundred  mail-clad  men,  by  Volscens  led, 
To  Turnus,  with  their  master's  promise  sped : 
Now,  they  approach  the  trench,  and  view  the  walls, 
When,  on  tlie  left,  a  light  reflection  falls; 
The  plundered  helmet,  through  the  waning  night, 
Sheds  forth  a  silver  radiance,  glancing  bright ; 
Volscens,  with  question  loud,  the  pair  alarms— 
M Stand,  stragglers!  stand!  why  early  thus  in  arms? 
From  whence?  to  whom? »     lie  meets  with  no  reply, 
Trusting  the  covert  of  the  night,  they  fly; 
Tlie  thicket's  depth,  with  hurried  pace,  titey  tread, 
While  round  tlie  wood  the  hostile  squadron  spread. 

With  brakes  entangled,  scarce  a  path  between, 

Dreary  and  dark  appears  the  sylvan  scene; 

Euryalus  his  heavy  spoils  impede. 

The  boughs  and  winding  turns  liis  steps  mislead; 

But  Nisus  scours  along  the  forest's  maze. 

To  where  Latinus'  steeds,  in  safety  graze. 

Then  backward  o'er  the  plain  his  eyes  extend. 

On  every  side  they  seek  his  absent  friend. 

«  O  God !  my  boy, »  he  cries,  «  of  me  bereft. 

In  what  impending  perils  art  thou  left !  » 

Listening  he  nins — above  the  waving  trees. 

Tumultuous  voices  swell  the  passing  breeze; 

The  war-cry  rises,  thundering  hoofs  around 

Wake  the  dark  echoes  of  the  trembling  ground ; 

Again  he  turns —  of  footsteps  hears  the  noise, 

Tlie  sound  elates — the  sight  his  hope  destroys; 

The  hapless  boy  a  ruffi>in  triin  surround. 

While  lengthening  nhades  his  weary  way  confound; 

Ilim,  «ith  loud  shouts,  the  furious  knights  pursue, 

Struggling  in  vain,  a  cnptive  to  the  crew. 

Wltit  can  his  friend  'gainst  thronging  numbers  dare? 

Ah!  must  he  ni^h,  his  comrade's  fate  to  share! 

What  force,  whit  aid,  what  stratagem  essay, 

Eick  to  redeem  the  I^itian  spoiler's  prey! 

Ylis  life  a  votive  ransom  nobly  give, 

Or  die  with  him  for  whom  he  wish'd  to  live! 

Poising  with  strength  his  lifted  lance  on  high. 

On  Luna's  orb  he  cast  his  phrenzied  eye : 

«  Goddess  serene,  transcending  every  star! 

Queen  of  the  sky!  whose  beams  arc  seen  afar ; 

By  night,  Heaven  owns  thy  sway,  by  day,  the  grove, 

When,  as  chaste  Dian,  here  thou  deign'st  to  rove; 

If  e'er  mytelf  or  sire  have  sought  to  grace 

Thine  altars  with  the  produce  of  the  cliace ; 

Speed,  speed  my  dart  to  pierce  yon  vaunting  crowd, 

To  free  my  friend,  and  scatter  far  the  proud.  >• 

Thus  having  said,  the  hissing  dart  he  flung; 

Through  parted  shades  the  hurtling  weapon  sung; 

The  thirsty  point  in  Snlmo's  entrails  lay, 

Transfix'd  his  heart,  and  stretch'd  him  on  the  clay : 

He  sobs,  he  dies, — the  troop,  in  wild  amaze, 

Unconscious  whence  the  deatli,  with  horror  gaze ; 

While  pale  they  stare,  tlirough  Tagos'  temples  riven, 

A  second  shaft  with  equal  force  is  driven; 

Fierce  Volsiccns  rolls' around  his  lowering  eyes, 

Veil'd  by  the  night,  secure  the  Trojan  lies. 

Burning  with  wrath,  he  riew'd  his  soldiers  fall; 

«  Thou  youth  accurst !  thy  life  shall  pay  for  all. » 

Quick  from  the  sheath  his  flaming  gUive  he  drew, 

And,  raging,  on  the  boy  defenceless  flew. 


Nisus  no  more  the  blackening  shade  coaceala. 

Forth,  forth  he  starts,  and  all  his  love  reveala; 

Agliast,  confused,  his  fears  to  madness  riae. 

And  pour  these  accents,  shrieking  as  be  Bim : 

«  Me,  me — ,  your  vengeaiure  hurl  on  me  alooey 

Here  sheatlie  the  steel,  my  blood  is  all  yoor  own; 

Ye  starry  Splieres !  thou  conscious  Heavea  attesi ! 

He  could  not— durst  not — lo !  tlie  guile  eonfest ! 

All,  all  was  mine — his  eariy  fate  suspend. 

He  only  loved  too  well  tik  hapless  friend; 

Spare,  spare,  ye  chie^ !  from  him  your  rage  remore, 

Uh  f.iult  >»as  friendship,  all  his  crime  was  love.  • 

He  pray'd  in  vain,  the  dark  assassin's  sword 

Pierced  the  fair  side,  the  snowy  bosom  gored; 

Lowly  to  earth  incHnes  his  plume-clad  crest. 

And  sanguine  torrents  mantle  o'er  his  breast : 

As  some  young  rose,  whose  blossom  scents  the  air. 

Languid  in  death,  expires  beneath  the  share; 

Or  crimson  poppy,  Kinking  with  the  shower. 

Declining  gently,  foils  a  fading  flower; 

Thus,  sweetly  drooping,  bends  his  lovely  head, 

.\nd  lingering  Beauty  hovers  round  the  dead. 

But  fiery  Nisus  stems  the  battle's  tide, 
Revenge  his  leader,  and  Despair  his  guide; 
VoUcens  he  seeks,  amidst  the  gathering  host, 
Volscens  must  soon  appease  his  comrade's  ghost ; 
Steel,  flashing,  pours  on  steel,  foe  crowds  on  foe. 
Rage  nerves  his  arm.  Fate  gleams  in  every  blow ; 
In  vain,  beneath  nnnumber'd  wounds  he  bleeds. 
Nor  wounds,  nor  death,  distracted  Nisus  heeds; 
In  viewless  circles  whcel'd  his  falchion  flies. 
Nor  quits  the  Hero's  grasp  till  Volscens  dies; 
Deep  in  his  throat  its  end  the  weapon  found, 
The  tyrant's  soul  fled  groaning  through  the  wound. 
Thus  Nisus  all  his  fond  affection  proved, 
%'"(?.  revenged  the  fate  of  him  he  loved; 
Then  oti  his  bosom,  sought  his  wonted  place, 
And  death  was  heavenly  in  his  friend's  embrace! 

Celestial  pair !  if  aught  my  verse  can  claim. 
Wafted  on  Time's  broad  pinion,  youn  it  fame! 
Ages  ou  ages  shall  your  fate  admire; 
No  future  day  shall  see  your  names  expire; 
While  stands  tlie  Capitol,  immortal  dome! 
And  vanquish'd  millions  hail  their  Empress,  Rome ! 

TRANSLATION  FROM  THE  MEDEA  OF 
EURIPIDES. 

Waiif  fierce  conflicting  passions  urge 

The  breast  where  love  is  wont  to  glow. 
What  mind  can  stem  the  stormy  surge. 

Which  rolls  the  tide  of  hum  in  woe? 
The  hope  of  praise,  the  dread  of  shame. 

Can  rouse  the  tortured  breast  no  more ; 
The  wild  desire,  the  guilty  flame, 

Absorbs  each  wish  it  felt  before. 

But,  if  affection  gently  thrills 

The  soul,  by  purer  dreams  possest. 
The  pleasing  balm* of  mortal  ills. 

In  love  can  soothe  the  aching  breast ; 
If  tlius,  thou  comest  in  gentle  guise. 

Fair  Venus!  from  thy  native  heaven. 
What  heart,  unfeeling,  would  despise 

The  sweetest  boon  the  gods  have  given? 
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Bui.  never  from  thy  goJden  bow 
Hiy  I  tmnlh  llif  iliifl  txpitt, 

Aaokn  in  al>4onniniD|  Bit; 


111  hnlir  calm  df  ncnAiiv 


irirhH 


Wiihm 


'linfll^  pxn 


■  ilhin 


ID  Sit,  «ilh  m 
HT  utin  Ki!l :  bdefcd  brroiT, 

Nov  iearvr,  as  my  pcareful  hame, 
Br'ir  oiDT  '  I"''  ''■T  ""^^y  'lian. 

A  bvpltiB,  bjwiBh'd  vrtlcli  ta  rain 
Thi*  f  cry  tUy,  ihti  tny  Lour. 

Hit  I  rtvea  lliu  fleelinc  brrJilh, 
Harquii  my  (ileoi,  bumbJE  bower — 

A  dmoi,  10  an,  hi  wdth  iIibd  dea 


^U!  biipka»diDKl>  no  ore  brwnili, 
Ha  FricDd  Iby  vretcb'ed  f»ie  deploect 
^^■o  kiadmj  T«ce  wilh  nplure  bsiJt 

TtriA  Ibc  Grod !  wIkmc  Iron  hean, 

To  fail  ■ffKlinn'i  Inilb  iiuknowD, 
Kill  ho'  hf  feodly  loied  ikpTi, 
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niing  dirr  n-pnurh  la  lucklnu  foali, 
LTnakitrd  fo  plod  ia  mnlhcmalLc  fuIh. 

>py  the  yauili !  in  EuFlid'i  aiiomi  Iried, 
Thougb  lilde  ¥pned  la  Any  <rl  baud'^  i 

KirceJy  •kill'd  jio  EoglUh  liac  la  pen. 
Sc.iiu  Alllc  melrmvllb  ■  crilic'i  ken. 
Whni!  Ihougblie  konvi  nol  bow  bisblWr'  bli-d. 
'lira  nvildiuord  piJrd  llie  Geldi  wilb  dead; 
'ben  Edwtrd  bide  hii  conqDeriog  bnadu  adxn  ntf, 
r  H«iry  Inmpled  on  the  cml  of  Fnnrri 
!»>u^,  marv'Jing  il  llie  luiino  oF  Magna  Chiru, 
Fl  well  be  kcoIIkii  Ibe  lo  w>  a(  Spans ; 
■a  leLI  wlipl  cdkU  sa^e  Lyi:ar^i  made, 
'bile  Plickilaw  '■  on  ibc  ihrlF  neElttrLcrd  laid^ 
f  GredaadnmaiTauiiu  iIk  den ll>le«  fame. 
Of  Avdq'h  bird  rvmembcrui^  amect  Ibe  name, 
b  it  ibe  youlli,  whoae  Kientlfic  pale, 


TliF  eovied  iilver  cup  wiihia  biAKape: 
HdI  Ibal  our  Nradi  mnch  eloqueace  rei^aire, 
beniaa't  Blowing  ilyle,  or  Tolly'a  fire. 


The  rmo,  wba  bopn  ('  oblaia  Ibr  pfomiicd  en 
luKi  in  DDF  pDftlDre  aiHDd,  nod  ne'er  look  up; 
lor  siDp»  but  mltle  over  e\eiy  wiWt 


Hay  tafely  bope  10  win  (be  wordy  race. 

Tbe  «HU  af  idmee  ibeie,  who,  Ihua  repaid, 
LinQeriii  eB«  in  firann'i  ftlu^fgi^h  abade; 
Wlieir,  au  Cam's  wdgy  biukf,  aupine  liiey  Jir, 
llukoown.  unhDDOUfed  lite, — mntqil  foe,  die; 

In  maupm  rude,  in  foalikli  fomu  pRcuc, 
AJI  niodcni  aru  aHeetiug  lodeapiio; 


■f  bll^,  Ci»lirlil|t;  I 
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o  him,  'with  suppliant  smiles,  they  bend  the  head, 
rhile  distant  mitres  to  their  eyes  are  spread; 
ut  should  a  storm  o'erwhelm  him  with  disgrace, 
hey  'd  fly  to  seek  the  next  who  fill'd  his  place, 
iich  are  the  men  who  learning's  treasures  guard, 
uch  i.s  their  practice,  such  is  their  reward; 
his  much,  at  least,  we  may  presume  to  say — 
he  premium  can  t  exceed  the  price  they  pay. 


1806. 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  ***. 


•  lu  temper  atnons 
Sis  nener,  et  car!  comiiU  ae  jliwe^jt  im«go.* 

VALEnirS  FLACCUS. 


Friend  of  my  youth!  when  young  we  roved. 
Like  striplings  mutually  beloved, 

With  Friendship's  purest  glow; 
Tlie  bliss  which  wing  d  those  rosy  hours 
Was  such  as  pleasure  seldom  showers 

On  mortals  here  below. 

The  recollection  seems,  alone, 
Dearer  than  nil  the  joy^  I  've  known, 

When  distant  ftir  from  you; 
Though  pain,  't  is  still  a  pleasing  pain. 
To  trace  those  days  and  hours  again, 

And  sigh  again,  adieu! 

My  pensive  memory  lingers  o'er 
Those  scenes  to  be  enjoy 'd  no  more, 

Tlipsc  scenes  regretted  ever; 
Tlic  measure  of  our  youth  is  full. 
Life's  evening  dream  is  dark  and  duU, 

And  we  may  meet — ah !  never ! 

As  when  one  parent  spring  supplies 

Two  streams,  which  from  one  fountain  rise, 

Together  join'd  in  vain; 
How  soon,  diverging  from  their  source, 
Each  murmuring  seeks  another  course, 

Till  mingled  in  the  main. 

Our  vital  streams  of  weal  or  woe, 
Though  near,  alas!  distinctly  flow, 

Nor  mingle  as  before ; 
Now  swift  or  slow,  now  black  or  clear. 
Till  death's  unfathom'd  gulph  appear. 

And  both  shall  quit  thc^ore. 

Our  souls,  my  Friend !  which  once  supplied 
One  wisli,  nor  breatlitMl  a  thought  beside. 

Now  flow  in  different  channels; 
Disdaining  humbler  rural  sports, 
T  is  yours  to  mix  in  polish'd  courts. 

And  shine  in  Fashion's  annals. 

T  is  mine  to  waste  on  love  my  time, 
Or  vent  my  reveries  in  rhyme. 

Without  the  aid  of  Reason; 
For  Sense  and  Reason  (critics  know  it) 
Have  quitted #vcry  amorous  poet, 

Nor  left  a  thought  to  seue  on. 

i«rquenily  (I  had  alnioti  taid  cowtioOtiirLr)  (lie  honoor  of  rrprc 
iiiog  iLe  UniTeraily  (  a  C«ii  so  glariof  rcquim  uo  comment. 


Poor  LiTTLx!  sweet,  melodious  bard! 
Of  late  esteem'd  it  monstrous  bard, 

Tlial  he,  who  sang  before  all ; 
He,  who  the  love  of  love  expanded. 
By  dire  reviewers  shoald  be  branded. 

As  void  of  wit  and  moral.  *■ 

And  yet,  while  Beauty's  praise  is  thine. 
Harmonious  favourite  of  the  Nine ! 

Repine  not  at  ^y  lot ; 
Thy  soothing  lays  may  still  be  read. 
When  Persecution's  arm  is  dead, 

And  critics  are  forgot. 

Still,  I  must  yield  tliose  worthies  merit. 
Who  chasten,  with  unsparing  spirit. 

Bad  rhymes,  and  those  who  write  them; 
And  though  myself  may  be  the  next 
By  critic  sarcasm  to  be  vext, 

1  really  will  not  fight  them;* 

Perhaps  they  would  do  quite  as  well. 
To  break  the  rudely-sounding  slirii 

Of  such  a  young  beginner; 
He  «ho  offends  at  pert  nineteen. 
Ere  thirty,  may  become,  1  ween, 

A  very  liarden'd  sinner. 

Now ,  I  must  return  to  you. 

And  sure  apologies  are  due; 

Accept  then  my  concession ; 

In  truth,  dear ,  in  fancy's  flight, 

I  soar  along  from  left  to  right ; 

My  muse  admires  digression. 

I  think  I  said  't  would  be  your  fate 
To  add  one  star  to  royal  slate; 

May  regal  smiles  attend  you; 
And  should  a  noble  Monarch  reign. 
You  will  not  seek  his  smiles  in  vain. 

If  worth  can  recommend  you. 

Yet.  since  in  danger  courts  abound, 
Where  specious  rivals  glitter  round. 

From  snares  may  saints  preserve  you ; 
And  grant  your  love  or  friendship  ne'er 
From  any  claim  a  kind^j^  care. 

But  those  w  ho  best  deserve  you. 

Not  for  a  moment  may  you  stray 
From  Truth's  secure  unerring  way; 

May  no  deliglits  decoy;  « 

O'er  roses  may  your  footsteps  move. 
Your  smiles  be  ever  smiles  of  love, 

Your  tears  be  tears  of  joy. 

Oh !  if  you  wish  that  happiness 

Your  coining  days  and  years  may  bless. 

And  virtues  crown  your  brow : 
Be  still,  as  you  were  wont  to  be. 
Spotless  as  you  *ve  been  known  to  me. 

Be,  still,  as  you  are  now. 

'  TheM  SiBiiza*  were  wriilen  toon  after  (h«  appcaranr*  efs  arvar* 
nitiqne  in  a  Northern  rcricw,  on  a  new  poblicalioa  of  the  Britiah 
Anarrron. 

•  A  Bjrd  (horreaco  rrferena)  defied  hia  rerirwer  to  mortal  coanlMt. 
If  ihik  eiample  herouiet  prevalent,  our  prriodiral  renaora  m»at  b« 
dipt  in  the  river  Stji.  for  what  elM  can  atcarc  then  froa  tba  aa- 
mrroua  boat  of  tUcir  enraged  aaajilanta  \ 


HOI'SS  OF  IDLENESS. 


CEASTA,  A  MEDLEY. 


Thni  would.  Daraord,  o 
Pnbalic  iamirs  ful 

Fcllomvhadnniaoal; 
The  pntc  of  Trnal  ic 

,Tbni  mold  I  ■nem  csch 
P— ttj»ndP— Im— I 


Prefcrrini;  id  iIk 


iLimtf  pogo 

TdMJB 

if  ilw  lijrpaihcauM 


aiill,hnn 

TUoi  linri  doh  but  tlv  liaplcu  ■iiKlri 
Compaml  itlEh  oLbrr  rf:cr«linus 

Wliieli  iHing  lognilicf  ihr  impnutrul , 
*Vhnw  darinc  rewls  ibock  Ilig  auhl, 

Whui  vice  Bod  infiiaiy  vomhiup, 

And  «frT  Hiiue  ii  nmjij  in  nine. 
Na(  u  the  mrthodiiiic  crea, 

YHiQ  plans  of  relfimuiEJnj]  Wy: 
In  humble  alrtiuilc  tkcy  tue, 

And  for  ihe  lini  of  oiben  pny. 
FoTHelline  Ibnl  Ibirir  pride  of  ipiril, 

Their  eiuliBiion  in  iluaririi.1, 
Delmcli  iDdti  lirgelj  fmin  Hie  mrnl 


Am 


I  laird  in  il«p,  ji  eoodly  HI 


■  P-f'T. 


I'l  di<lut 


LonlH— 


iiuleed,  may  noi  deruur, 

Fcltovi  ve  Mijf,  reBeiiiug  men ! 
Tliey  kDO*  prefennFnl  ran  occur 

But  *CTy  iddoiu.— non  and  ib™. 
Thrj  knn*  thf  aianwlbir  hat  goi 

Sonw  pTTlIy  livhigi  in  ditpouli 
BMh  kopo  ib4[  one  may  he  bi>  lol, 

And,  iberefore,  iinil»  on  hit  prnpou 
Vin,  h«im  Iba  laparific  leeue 

I  '11  Euni  oiiue  eye,  a«  ni«hi  sroaa  lal 
to  Tin,  unbRded  loil  uiuo-n, 
^  The  iludiDBa  wiu  of  Alma  Jlairr. 

'^Iwrc,  In  ■ponmcnK  iniill  and  dump. 

Tite  candidare  far  coM^ge  priuq 
fiu  poring  by  ihe  Aitnishl  lanip, 


;^,  wifly.  oell  dHorn 

Wilh^ll  Ibe  bonoun  of  liu  eolle|;e, 
,Vko,  itrifini)  bardly  lo  obuin  tbeni. 

^UHieckt  unprvfilablfl  knowledge  { 
!kka  •Mrificis  bonn  of  ml, 


^MiMlnh 


nlvini  problone  nnihrnuiici 
mdi  fiiae  i|nanliliu  in  Sele, ' 
<t  piutlei  d'w  ihc  deep  irianjie, 


bond  rinp,  ii.  air.  ibe  eh.-ip.1  belli 
T  v.  ba>h'd :  Whi>l  jinunds  arc  ( 
Thf  oi^n".  wfi  celmiol  i.cll 

To  ilii. 
TIk: 

Tboniil, 

joind  Ibe aered  *ria%, 
™T>In.io.l«l.liall«,d.Ir. 

tfwholMi.r.ibemuMcIo. 
ue«r»i.litol«„aj(,in. 

Our  Fboir  would  iieomly  be  eiraw! 
All  merry,  now,  mud  be'  mfiuert. 

IfDniKJ 

»lien  Ilia  mill.  *ffo  ended. 
^rdil<e«Uwkl>ea<l..inr 

Tlie  lueUtM  Uraelila,  ohru  ukeo, 

lly  wme  iubuman  lyninl's  onicr, 
WpTp  n>k'd  lo  ling,  by  Joy  fmikeu, 

On  Bahylnniiin  rivcr't  border. 
Oh  1  had  ihcy HUB  in  noln  like  ibeie. 

Impiml  tl^kuaugeni  or  ^r. 
They  miefal  ba<c  >cl  Ibeir  baru  al  su 

The  d«il  a  uid  had  aloy'd  lo  hear. 
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BTRON'S  WORKS. 


1 


LACHIN  T  GA1R. 


Lacoih  r  Ckift,  or,  «•  it  it  prooonncrd  ia  ikt  Etm,  Loch  •*  G*a>. 
towert  proudly  pre-riniocat  ia  th«  Northern  IlighUodt,  near  lo- 
vcrcauld.  Oao  of  our  modrrn  touriua  UKiaiioM  it  ••  the  highfki 
moanuia.  p«rlup«,  ia  Great  Briuia ;  be  thia  a*  il  Buy,  it  it 
cerUioly  one  af  the  mott  tublime  and  pidureaquft  anongat  our 
aCaledoaiaa  Alpt.*  Ita  appearanr<!  it  of  a  datky  bur,  bat  the 
auaimu  ia  the  aeai  of  eternal  tnowa  :  aear  Larhia  y  Cvir  I  »p<;at 
tome  of  iha  eaily  pait  of  my  life,  the  rerollertioa  of  whkh  hat 
givea  biiih  to  the  following  Stanut. 

AwAT,  ye  gay  l.ind.<;cn|)cs,  y»r  ganiens  of  rosos ! 

Ill  you  lot  the  minions  of  luxury  roVo; 
Rcsloro  me  the  rocks  where  tlic  snow-Hako  reposes. 

Though  still  they  are  sacred  to  fretrdom  and  love : 
Yet,  Caledonia,  belo\ed  arc  tliy  uiountains, 

Round  their  'white  sumniils  though  elenien'.s  vnr. 
Though  cataracts  foam,  'stead  of  smooth-flowing  foun- 
tains, 

I  iiigh  for  the  valley  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

Ah !  there  my  yoimg  footsteps  in  in^ncy  -wander'd, 

My  cap  was  the  honiiet,  my  cloak  was  the  plaid ;  ■ 
On  chieflaiiift  long  perish'd  my  memory  pondrr'd, 

As  daily  I  strode  through  the  pine-cover d  glade ; 
I  sought  not  my  home  till  the  day's  dying  glory 

Gave  pbcc  to  the  rays  of  the  bright  polar  star; 
For  Fancy  yiM  cheer d  by  traditional  story 

Disclosed  by  the  natives  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr. 

«  Shades  of  the  dead !  have  I  not  heard  your  voices 

Rise  on  the  night-rolling  breath  of  the  gale  ? » 
Surely  the  soul  of  the  hero  rejoices. 

And  rides  on  the  wind  oVr  his  own  Highbnd  vale  : 
Round  Loch  na  Garr,  while  the  stormy  mist  gathers, 

\N'inter  presides  in  his  cold  icy  car ; 
Clouds  Ihcre  encircle  the  fonas  of  my  fathers — 

They  dwell  in  the  tempests  of  dark  Loch  mi  Garr : 

M  111-starr'd, '  though  brav^,  did  no  visions  foreboding 

Tell  yon  that  Fate  had  forsaken  your  cause  ?  » 
Ah !  were  you  destined  to  die  at  Culloden,  ^ 

Victory  crown'd  not  your  h\\  with  applause ; 
Still  were  you  happy,  in  death's  early  slumber 

You  rest  with  your  clan,  in  the  caves  of  Draemar,  ^ 
The  Pibroch  ^  resounds  to  the  piper's  loud  nnmber 

Your  deeds  on  the  echoes  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr.. 

Years  h.ive  roll'd  on,  Loch  na  Garr,  since  I  left  you ; 

Years  must  elapse  ere  I  tread  you  again ; 
Nature  of  verdure  and  flowers  has  I>ereft  you. 

Yet,  still,  are  you  dearer  than  AUbioti's  plain  : 
England !  thy  beauties  an*  tame  anaaoinestic 

To  one  who  has  roved  on  the  mountains  afor; 
Oh !  for  the  crags  that  are  wild  and  majestic. 

The  steep  frowniug  glories  of  dark  Loch  na  Garr ! 

•  Ttiit  word  ia  erroncouaiy  proaouared  fla*  ;  ih*«  proper  pronun- 
rialioa  (accordiog  to  the  Scoiih)  ia  thown  by  the  orthography. 

■  I  allude  hfre  to  my  maternal  aareatara.  •  the  Ooaaosa.*  maay 
of  whom  fought  for  the  uafurtuiuie  I'rince  Cturlee.  beuer  kaawa  by 
ibc  aame  of  the  Preirnder.  Thia  hraarh  «••  aearly  alli«<d  ky  blooii, 
aa  well  aa  atudimeni.  to  ihi>  Sriw«aT«.  Ceorse,  the  aecond  Earl  of 
Huntley,  married  th<<  l^rinccaa  Ann^b/'lla  Stewart,  daughter  of  J«mr« 
the  Firtt  of  S<>otl«ad;  by  her  he  left  four  aoat :  the  third.  Sir  Wil- 
lam  Gordoo,  I  have  ihe  hoaour  to  flaim  aa  ont  of  mv  progeaitort. 

»  Whether  anj  perithed  ia  il.c  battle  of  Culloden  I  am  notM*ri«in  ; 
bat  at  many  f.ll  in  the  inturrfMiou,  I  have  otrd  ihn  name  of  ihe 
prinripal  action,  •  part  pro  toto.« 

«A   tract   of  the   Highlan-U  an   « .lied ;    there  ia  aUo   a  Cattle    of 
Diarmar. 

*  The  Bjgpip*. 


TO  ROMANCE. 

|!4tKNT  of  golden  dreams,  Romance ! 

Auspicious  queen  of  childish  joy»  I 
>Vho  lead'st  along,  in  airy  dance, 

Thy  votive  train  of  girls  and  boys; 
At  length,  in  s|>elU  no  longer  bound, 

I  break  the  fetters  of  my  youth ; 
No  more  I  tread  thy  mystic  round. 

Rut  leave  thy  realms  for  thase  of  Truth. 

And  yet,  't  is  hard  to  quit  the  dreams 

Which  haunt  the  unsuspicious  soul, 
Where  e\ery  nymph  a  goddess  seems. 

Whose  eyes  through  rays  immortal  roll ; 
While  Fancy  holds  her  boundless  reign, 

And  all  assume  a  varied  hue. 
When  virgins^scem  no  longer  vain. 

And  even  woman's  smiles  are  true. 

And  must  we  own  thee  but  a  name, 

And  from  thy  hall  of  clouds  descend; 
Nor  find  a  sylph  in  every  dame, 

A  l*ylades  •  in  every  friend  ? 
Rut  leave,  at  once,  thy  realms  of  air. 

To  mingling  bancU  of  fairy  elves : 
Confess  that  woman  's  false  as  fair, 

.Vud  friends  have  feelings  for — themselTcs. 

With  shame,  1  own,  I  've  felt  thy  sway. 

Repentant,  now  thy  reign  is  o'er; 
No  more  thy  precepts  I  obey, 

No  more  on  fancied  pinions  soar : 
Fond  fool !  to  love  a  sparkling  eye, 

And  think  that  eye  to  Truth  was  dear. 
To  trust  a  passing  wanton's  sigh. 

And  melt  beneath  a  wranton's  tear. 

Romance !  disgusted  with  deceit. 

Far  from  thy  motley  court  I  fly. 
Where  Affectation  holds  her  seat, 

And  sickly  SeuMbility ; 
Whose  silly  tears  can  never  flow 

For  any  pangs  excepting  thine ; 
Who  turns  aside  from  real  woe. 

To  steep  in  dew  thy  gaudy  slirine : 

r 

Now  join  with  sable  Sympathy, 

With  cypress  crown'd,  array* d  in  weeds, 
Who  heaves  with  thee  lier  simple  sigh. 

Whose  breast  for  every  bosom  bleeds; 
And  call  thy  sylvan  female  quire, 

To  mourn  a  swaiii  for  ever  gone. 
Who  once  could  glow  with  equal  fire, 

Uut  bends  uot  now  before  thy  throne. 

Ye  genial  nymphs,  whose  ready  tears, 

On  all  occastioiis  swiftly  flow; 
Whose  bosoms  htsive  with  fancied  fears. 

With  fancied  flames  and  phremy  glow; 
Say,  will  you  mourn  my  absent  name. 

Apostate  from  your  gentle  train? 
An  infant  Hard,  atJeast.  mav  claim 

From  you  a  sympathetic  strain. 

■  It  it  hardly  nnra«tary  ut  di<l>l.  that  Pyladrt  wat  the  rom|Maiaa  of 
Orral««,  tnd  a  partner  in  oa"  »(  tho«o  frif  mithipa  vhidi,  with  theaa  of 
A>hill>-<  9nA  Pairorlut,  ^iatit  and  Kuryalut,  Damoa  aad  Pythiaa, 
have  beea  banded  down  to  poiierity  a*  rem.irkable  iattaaCM  af  at- 
laibmentt  whiih,  in  all  probability,  nevar  raitted,  beyoad  tbr  ima- 
^'nation  of  the  port,  ilic  pag^  i>f  an  hiitorian.  or  modem  aarrlitl. 


HOPBS  OF  IDLEBESS. 


Mitu  •  Fbnd  ru«e.  a  ioDg  udim  I 

Tha  boor  of  Hir  it  hmnitig  uiBti ; 

,Ird  nov  the  gulf  uppon  in  •irv. 
Wlien  HDliinifDIrd  ynn  mnil  lie : 

ConvoUtd  itj  gaLci  you  CJiiuiol  4ei1 
Wbnvyou,  and  rkr^iir  f^rnlle  quecn» 
Abi!  rnufl  ptwifh  ultDrfclher. 


ELECT  ON  NEW3TEAD  ABBEY.' 


1m>i  ponini  ghidet  ground  thy  ruini  elide : 
W  Aj  pile!  moR  bonourd  in  ihy  Full, 
dif  nujfWic  froviu  lb;  milled  bill, 


id  (n^9  obrdicnl  to  iheir  lord. 


tk  chief!  reuincn,  an  immnnal  bind. 

tnet  IbeirpmfpvH,  (liroa(fh  ihp  lapK  of  tinu 

Jnfeacbtrdniiyauib,  ordnin'd  ladiir, 

rotire  |ri1grisi,  in  jHdm  a  clime. 

ml  traiDlbH,  dark  pile!  drpimilifQiirF, 

I  feudal  realm  ia  oiber  regioiK  loyi 

tr,  ibe  vuDoded  eoiudrDee  rourti  relief, 

lirinit  hvin  Ibe  garub  bLue  of  d.ij. 

im  I^T  tf (^f^T  ^^'^  "'*'  iibadei  pmfaiiud, 

fBwokiiyiu^ivarUI  be  ne'er  rould  tie*; 

ttuin'd  Giiill  re|«DliiiE  tnlare  found, 


linShenv 


igh>  ibdter  in  ibe  piiai'i  pniieciioB  cnwL 

■BOW  the  gnn  eihain  a  murk;  dev. 
ifcamid  pall  uF  life-eiiinguub'd  cbj. 
kMd  hme  [be  acred  ibibert  grew. 
riund  their  pkriu  toicei,  bui  lo  pni;. 
liWw  the  hjilft  Ibcir  vatenug  wuig*  ettciid, 
HMIIWgloaauag'  iprods  ber  vauinj  tlindc, 
iMb  £d  <rfl  Ibeir  mJOBliaij  vupcn  blend. 
■"   ""       '         la  Mar;'!  paid. 


lue  boly  Hint  rou-'d  llv  Gailuc  wllj 
And  bade  ibc  |hoiu  ioingin  rest  in  p 

.nailier  lliniT  ■  ilie  kiud  giFi  noli, 
Atid  bid«  dfvuliDa't  bjtUowM  ecbooi  c 


oilm  from  llieir  bleat  abode. 
w>rld,  iu  deep  despair, 
arae,  Da  nfune  bat  Ibdi  C«l. 


f'»  hauijbly  reign, 
,vav<lb;nlliwil])ia. 

Of  clianeine  uDliprb  (be  diiuol  hum, 

featu,  (lie  eljDg  of  bumiib'd  sruii, 

The  brayuig  Immpet,  and  tbc  boaraer  drum. 

Lii  jibbey  onre,  a  reghl  fortreu '  dot, 
Encircled  by  iniuJtin|f  rebel  powen^ 
I'ir's  dread  machinet  o'eriiaoe  ihy  thrtaleuing  brow, 

.li!  Tdiit  de^ecl  ibc  hottilc  Iraitor'a  nege. 

TIidubIi  ofircpubrd,  by  gDileo'ereDme  lliebnie; 
lui  ibrotiying  Foei  oppre»  Ibe  FaithFul  liege, 

Rebelliou'i  nckins  aUndanU  o'er  bim  wave. 
Kni  unayenaed,  the  raging  baron  yielda. 

Tlie  bisod  of  traitors  •tnean  the  purple  plain ; 
nconquer'd  ilill  his  fiiulchian  ibcre  be  oieldi, 

And  days  oF  gloty  yet  for  him  remidtL 


irthaw. 


«ish'd  to  strr* 


■Self-gitber'd  laurels  on  a  selF-caughi  graie; 
Dul  Qiarles'  protecting  geaius  hither  dev, 
Tbe  monareb'i  friend,  the  monarch's  hope.  K 
'embling  site  atiatcb'd  lum  ^  Frotn  tbc  nneqnal 


To  lea 

band  where  B«llikcF*..>t*«* 

mm  lb. 

™r  pile  Ho 

lawleu  plunde 

Bi-en 

IVbOe 

lyii 

rdlFfe 

ncenie  oc 

'  asceodi  10  be 

Such 

cli 

luwalki* 

n  the  gory  BTQU 

nd. 

apalewd 

rulUcu>rcbb<r 

KDi«mea 

d6lyt,A 

Qle.tb,««R>t 

«k1. 

Im 

CorrupiiDu'a  heap,  the  savage  ipoileri  irod. 
rjirt,  lung  aitb  rank  and  >i£hing  weeds  o'ercpree 

Itautaekd,  reiign  perforce  their  norlal  mouldf 
rom  ruRian  Eiing*  escape  not  e'en  Ibe  dead. 

Flaked  from  repwe,  iu  iearidi  of  buried  gold. 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Ilush'd  is  (lie  harp,  unstrung  the  warlike  lyre, 
Tlic  niiustrel's  palsied  hand  recliufs  in  death ; 

No  n«orp  he  strikes  the  quiTcring  chords  with  fins 
Or  siogs  the  glories  of  the  martial  wreath'. 

At  length,  the  sated  murderers,. gorged  with  prey« 
Retire — the  clamour  of  the  fight  is  o'er} 

Silcuce  again  resumes  her  a^ful  sway, 
And  sable  Horror  gu  irds  the  massy  door. 

Here  Desolation  holds  her  dreary  court ; 

What  satellites  declare  her  dismal  reign ! 
Shrieking  their  dirge,  ill-omeu'd  birds  resort 

To  flit  their  vigils  in  the  hoary  fane. 

Soon  a  new  morn's  restoring  beams  dispel 
The  clouds  of  anarchy  f rom*Dritain*s  skies ; 

The  fierce  usurper  seeks  hit  native  hell, 
And  Mature  triumphs  as  the  tyrant  dies. 

With  storms  she  welcomes  his  expiring  groans, 
Whirlwinds  res|>oasive  greet  his  labouring  breath ; 

Earth  shudders  as  her  cave  receives  his  bones, 
Loathing '  the  offering  of  so  dark  a  deatlu 

Tlie  legal  Ruler'  now  resumes  the  helm, 

He  guides  through  gentle  seas  the  prow  of  slate : 

Hope  clieers  with  wonted  smiles  the  peaceful  realm. 
And  heals  the  bleeding  wounds  of  wearied  Hate, 

The  gloomy  tenants,  Newstead,  of  thy  cells, 

Howling  resign  their  violated  nest ; 
Again  the  master  on  liis  tenure  dwells. 

Enjoy  d,  from  absence,  with  enraptured  xest. 

Vassals  within  thy  hospitable  pale, 

Loudly  carousing,  bless  their  lord's  return ; 

Culture  again  adoras  the  gladdening  vale, 
And  matrons,  once  lamenting,  cease  Co  mourn. 

A  thousand  songs  on  tuneful  echo  float. 
Unwonted  foliage  mantles  o'er  the  trees ; 

And,  hark !  the  horns  proclaim  a  mellow  note, 
The  hunter's  cry  hangs  lengthening  on  the  breeze. 

Beneath  their  coursers'  hoofs  the  valleys  shake : 
What  fears,  what  anxious  hopes  attend  the  cliase ! 

The  dying  stag  seeks  refuge  in  the  lake, 
Exulting  shouts  announce  the  finish'd  race 

Ah !  happy  days !  too  happy  to  endure ! 

Such  simple  sports  our  plain  forefothers  knew  : 
No  splendid  vices  glittcrd  to  allure — 

Tlirir  joys  were  many,  as  their  cares  were  few. 

From  these  descending,  sons  to  sires  succeed, 
Timr  stc.iU  along,  and  Death  upmirs  his  dart ; 

Another  cliirf  impels  the  foaming  steed, 
Another  crowd  pursue  the  panting  hart. 

Newstead !  what  saddening  change  of  scene  is  thine ! 

Thy  yawning  arch  betokens  slow  decay ; 
The  last  and  younge>t  of  a  noble  line 

Now  holds  thy  mouldering  turrets  in  his  sway. 

Deserted  now,  he  scans  thy  gray-worn  towers — 
Thy  vaults,  where  dead  of  feudal  ages  sleep — 

« 

*  Tbi*  it  an  biMorkal  fart.  A  vtolmit  traipcti  eccarrcd  iaiar- 
dialely  •ub«ec|aeni  to  Uia  d««lh,  or  iniarmaol,  of  Cronwell,  vhivl. 
occa«ion«tl  naay  diapatr*  brtwccs  hi*  |»aitiMa»  and  tba  cavaliara  ; 
both  ioirrprrtrd  Um  cirratnauace  iaio  diTtaa  iatcrpotilion,  bui 
whribrr  at  apprnbalioo  or  condeaiiutKin,  wo  learc  to  ihc  eatuittt  vf 
tbal  age  to  drcido.  I  bavo  mado  aacb  ato  of  ibo  orcurreiuo  •• 
tniiad  I  he  tubjcct  of  aaj  poom. 

s  Charlet  II. 


Thy  cloisters,  pervious  to  the  wintry  showers — 
ttesc,  these  he  views,  and  views  them  bat  fo  weep. 

Yd^k  his  tears  no  emblem  of  regret, 
dmh'd  affection  only  bids  them  flow; 

Pride,  Hope,  and  Love  forliid  him  to  forget. 
But  warm  his  bosom  with  impassion'd  glow. 

Yet,  he  prefers  thee  to  the  gilded  domes, 
Or  gcw-gaw  grottos  of  the  vainly  great ; 

Yet  lingers  'mid  thy  damp  and  mossy  tombft. 
Nor  breathes  a  murmur  'gainst  the  will  of  fate. 

Haply  thy  sun  emerging  yet  may  shine. 

Thee  to  eradiate  with  meridian  ray ; 
Hours  splendid  as  the  past  may  still  be  tliinc. 

And  bless  thy  future  as  thy  former  day. 


TO  E.  N.  L.  ESQ. 


Mil  «go  coniBlcrim  jamodo  tanas  uaieo. 


BOR.  E. 


DiAR  L — — ,  in  this  sequester'd  scene, 

While  all  around  in  slumber  lie. 
The  joyous  days  which  ours  have  been 

Come  rolling  fresh  on  Fancy's  eye : 
Tims,  if  amidst  the  gathering  storm. 
While  clouds  the  darken'd  noon  deform. 
Yon  heaven  assumes  a  varied  glow, 
I  hail  the  sky's  celestial  bow. 
Which  spr«ids  the  sign  of  future  peace. 
And  bids  the  war  of  tempests  cease.* 
Ah !  though  the  present  brings  but  pain, 
I  think  those  days  may  come  again ; 
Or  if,  in  melancholy  mood. 
Some  lurking  envious  foar  intrude. 
To  check  my  bosom's  fondest  thought. 

And  intcmipt  the  golden  dream ; 
I  crush  the  fiend  wkh  malice  fraught. 

And  still  indulge  my  wonted  theme ; 
Although  we  ne'er  again  can  trace, 

In  Granta's  vale,  the  podant's  lore, 
Nor,  through  the  groves  of  Ida,  chase 

Our  raptured  visions  as  before; 
Tliough  Youth  has  flown  on  rosy  pinion. 
And  Manhood  claims  hn  stem  dominion. 
Age  will  not  every  hope  destroy, 
But  yield  some  hours  of  sober  joy. 

Yes,  I  will  hope  that  Time's  broad  wing 
Will  shed  around  some  dews  of  spring ; 
But,  if  his  scythe  must  sweep  the  flowers 
Which  bloom  among  the  fairy  bowers. 
Where  smiling  Youth  delights  to  dwell. 
And  hearts  with  early  rapture  swell ; 
If  frowning  Age,  with  cold  control. 
Confines  the  current  of  the  soul. 
Congeals  the  tear  of  Pity's  eye. 
Or  checks  the  sympathetic  sigh. 
Or  hears  unmoved  Misfortune's  groan, 
And  bids  me  feci  for  self  alone ; 
Oh !  may  my  bosom  never  Iram, 

To  sooth  its  wonted  heedless  flow. 
Still,  still,  despise  the  censor  stern, 

But  ne'er  forget  another's  woe. 
Yes,  as  you  knew  me  in  the  days 
O'er  which  Remembrance  yet  delays, 
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Still  may  I  rove  untiitor'd,  vifd, 
Aud  even  io  age  al  heart  a  child. 

Tljougli  now  on  airy  visions  bomef 

To  you  my  soul  is  still  the  same. 
Oft  lia<;  it  been  my  fate  to  mourn. 

And  nil  my  former  joys  are  tame. 
But,  hence !  ye  hour*  of  sable  hue. 

Your  frowns  are  pone,  my  sorrow '»  o'er; 
By  every  blivs  my  childhood  knew, 

I  'II  think  upon  your  shade  no  more. 
Tlius,  vheii  the  whirlvrind's  rage  is  past. 

And  caves  their  sullen  roar  enclose, 
W«>  heed  no  more  the  wintry  blast, 

When  lull'd  by  zephyr  to  repose. 
Full  often  has  ray  infant  Muse 

Attuned  to  lo^e  her  languid  lyre; 
But  now,  without  a  theme  to  choose, 

The  strains  in  stolen  sighs  expire; 
My  youthful  nymphs,  alas !  are  flown ; 

K is  a  wife,  and  C a  mother. 

And  (Carolina  siglks  nlone. 

And  Mary  s  given  to  another; 
Antl  Cora's  eye,  which  roll'd  on  me, 

(Ian  now  no  mont  n^y  love  recal ; 
In  truth,  dear  L ,  't  was  time  to  flee, 

For  (A)ra's  eye  will  shine  on  all. 
And  ^though  the  sun,  with  genial  rays, 
His  beams  alike  to  all  displays, 
And  every  lady's  eye  's  a  sun. 
These  last  should  be  confined  to  one. 
The  souls  meridian  don't  become  her 
^Vhose  sun  displays  a  general  summer. 
Thus  faint  is  every  former  flame, 
And  Passion's  self  is  now  a  name : 
As,  when  the  ebbing  flames  are  low, 

The  aid  which  once  improved  their  liglit. 
And  bade  them  burn  with  (iercer  glow. 

Now  quench(»  all  their  sparks  in  night; 
Thus  has  it  been  with  passion's  fires. 

As  many  a  boy  and  girl  rpmembers. 
While  all  the  force  of  love  expires, 

Extinguish'd  with  the  dying  embers. 

But  now,  dear  L ,  't  is  midnight's  noon. 

And  clouds  obscure  the  watery  moon, 
Whose  beauties  I  shall  not  rehearse. 
Described  in  every  stripHng's  verse ; 
For  why  should  I  the  path  go  o'er. 
Which  every  bard  has  trod  before  ! 
Yet,  ere  yon  silver  lamp  of  night 

lias  thrice  perform'd  her  slated  round, 
lias  tlirice  retraced  her  path  of  light,    • 

And  chased  away  the  gloom  profound, 
I  trust  that  we,  my  gentle  friend, 
Shall  sec  her  rolling  orbit  wend 
Above  the  dear  loved  peaceful  seat 
Which  once  containd  our  youth's  retreat ; 
And  then,  with  those  our  childhood  knew. 
We  'II  mingle  with  the  festive  crew ; 
While  many  a  tale  of  former  day 
Shall  wing  the  laughing  hours  away; 
And  all  the  flow  of  soul  shall  pour 
Tlie  sacred  intellectual  shower, 
Kor  cease,  till  Luna's  waning  horn 
Scarce  glimmers  through  the  mist  of  Mom. 


-•* 


TO . 

Ob  !  had  my  fate  been  join'd  with  thine, 
As  once  this  pledge  appear  d  a  token, 

These  follies  had  not  then  been  mine. 
For  then  my  peace  bad  not  been  broken. 

To  thee  these  early  foults  I  owe. 

To  thee,  the  wise  and  old  reproving; 

They  know  my  sins,  but  do  not  know 
T  was  thine  to  break  the  bonds  of  loving. 

For  once  my  soul,  like  thine,  was  pure. 
And  nil  its  rising  fires  could  smother; 

But  now  thy  vows  no  more  endure, 
Bestow'd  by  thee  upon  another. 

Perhaps  his  peace  I  could  destroy. 
And  spoil  the  blisses  that  await  him; 

Yet,  let  my  rival  smile  in  joy. 

For  thy  dear  sake  I  cannot  hate  lum. 

Ah !  since  thy  angel  form  js  gone, 
My  heart  no  more  can  rest  with  any; 

But  wliat  it  sough:  in  thee  alone. 
Attempts,  alas !  to  find  in  many. 

Then  fare  thee  well,  deceitful  maid, 

T  were  vain  and  fruitl(>ss  to  regret  thee; 

Nor  hope  nor  memory  yield  their  aid. 
But  pride  may  teach  me  to  forget  thee. 

Yet  all  this  giddy  waste  of  years. 

This  tiresome  round  of  palling  pleasures. 

These  varie<l  loves,  these  matron's  fears. 

These  thoughtless  straias  to  passion's  measures, 

If  thou  wort  mine,  had  all  been  hiuh'd; 

This  cheek,  now  pale  from  early  riot. 
With  Passion's  hectic  ne'er  had  flush'd, 

But  bloom'd  in  calm  domestic  quiet. 

Yes,  once  tlie  rural  scene  was  sweet. 
For  nature  seem'd  to  smile  Injfore  thee; 

And  once  my  breast  abhorr'd  deceit. 
For  then  it  beat  but  to  adore  thee. 

But  now  I  seek  for  other  joys ; 

To  think  would  drive  my  soul  to  maduess; 
In  thoughtless  throngs  and  empty  noise, 

I  conquer  half  my  bosom's  sadness. 

Yet,  even  in  these  a  thought  will  steal, 

In  spite  of  every  vain  endeavour; 
And  fiends  might  pity  wliat  I  feel, 

To  know  tliat  thou  art  lost  for  ever. 


STANZAS. 

I  WOULD  I  were  a  careless  child. 

Still  dwelling  in  my  Highland  cave, 
Or  roaming  through  the  dusky  wild. 

Or  bounding  o'er  the  dark  blue  wave. 
The  cumbrous  pomp  of  Saxon  '  pride 

Accords  not  with  the  free-born  soul. 
Which  loves  the  mountain's  craggy  side, 

And  seeks  the  rocks  where  billows  roll. 

Fortune  I  Like  back  these  cultured  lands. 
Take  hack  this  name  of  splendid  sound ! 

I  hate  the  touch  of  servile  hands— 
I  hate  the  slaves  that  cringe  aroimd : 

<  SatMiMSh,  orSaioo,  •  G«clic  word  •igoifyiaf  siiber  Lovbod  or 
P.nglith. 
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Ware  me  along  the  rocks  I  hivij, 

Wliicli  Kouiid  10  ooiMii's  wildest  roar; 

I  axk  hut  thiK — a(^ia  to  rove  • 

Throuijh  scents  my  youth  liath  known  before. 

Few  arc  my  vmp*,  ami  yet  I  foel 

Tln»  world  was  ne'er  dcsign'd  for  me  ; 
Ah !  why  do  dark'iiia(r  shade*  conceal 

The  hour  ^hcn  man  miul  cease  to  be?2 
Once  I  beheld  a  splendid  dream, 

A  visionary  scene  of  bliss; 
Truth !  wherefore  did  thy  hated  beam 

Awake  me  to  a  world  hkc  this? 

I  loved — but  lho!*e  I  lov(?<l  are  gone; 

Had  friirnds — my  early  friends  are  fled ; 
How  clipcrloss  feels  the  heart  alone 

When  all  its  former  ho|»es  are  dead! 
Tliough  pay  companions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill, 
Thouijli  Pleasure  stirs  the  maddenin(j  soul, 

Tlie  heart — tlie  heart  is  lonely  still. 

How  dull  to  hear  the  voice  of  those 

Whom  Rank  or  Chance,  whom  Wealth  or  Power, 
Have  made,  thoufjh  neither  friends  nor  foes, 

Associates  of  the  festive  hour 
Give  me  again  a  faithful  few. 

In  years  and  fcclin(ps  still  the  same. 
And  I  will  fly  the  midniglit  crew. 

Where  boist'rous  Joy  is  but  a  name. 

And  Woman!  lovely  Woman,  thou. 

My  hoi>e,  my  comforter,  my  all ! 
How  cold  must  )ie  my  bosom  now, 

Wnien  e'en  thy  smiles  he|;in  to  pall ! 
Without  a  si(;li  would  I  resign 

Tliis  busy  sceue  of  splendid  woe. 
To  make  that  calm  contentment  mine 

Which  Virtue  knows,  or  seems  to  know. 
Fain  would  1  fly  the  haunts  of  men — 

I  seek  to  shun,  not  liale  mankind;   . 
My  breast  requires  the  sullen  glen, 

Wliose  gloom  may  suit  a  darken'd  mind. 
Oh !  that  to  me  the  wings  were  given 

Which  bear  the  turtle  to  her  nest ! 
Tlien  would  1  cleave  the  vault  of  Heaven, 

To  flee  away  aud  be  at  re«t. ' 


uyvji 
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Spot  of  ray  youth !  whose  hoary  branches  !»igh. 
Swept  by  the  breeze  that  fins  tliy  cloudless  sky; 
Where  now  alone  I  muse,  who  oft  have  trod. 
With  those  f  loved,  thy  soft  aud  verdant  sod ; 
With  those  who,  scatter'd  far,  perchance  deplore, 
Like  me,  the  happy  sccue»  they  knew  before : 
Oh!  as  I  trace  again  thy  winding  hill. 
Mine  eyes  admire,  my  heart  adores  thee  still, 
Tliou  drooping  Elm !  l>eneaih  whose  boughs  1  lay. 
And  frequent  mused  the  twilight  hours  away; 
Where,  as  they  once  were  wont,  my  limbs  recline, 
Rut  ah!  without  the  thoughts  which  thcu  were  mine  : 

*  pMlm  If.  ▼.  6  — •  And  1  Mid,  Oh !  that  I  bad  viagv  likr  a  doTc, 
iti^a  witald  I  fly  avay  aod  b^  at  reat.*  Ttiia  T«ne  alao  eoM(ilom  a 
part  af  the  MOM  bcsuuTol  •■thca  in  ««r  iMifoaft. 


How  do  thy  brandies,  moaning  to  the  blast. 

Invite  t|ie  bosom  to  recal  the  past; 

And  iecm  to  whisper,  as  they  gently  swell, 

cVldte,  while  thou  can'st,  a  lingering  bist  fiuvwell!  • 

Wien  Fate  sliall  chill  at  length  this  fc\er  d  breuc. 

And  calm  its  cares  and  passions  into  rest. 

Off  have  I  thought 't  would  sooth  my  dying  hour. 

If  aught  may  sooth  wlien  life  resigns  her  |)Ower, 

To  kuow  some  humbler  grave,  some  narrow  cell, 

Wotdd  hide  my  bosom  where  it  loved  to  dwell : 

With  this  fond  dream  methinks  't  were  sweet  to  die— 

And  here  it  linger'd,  here  my  heart  miglit  lie; 

Here  miglit  I  sleep,  where  all  my  hopes  arose. 

Scene  of  my  yoiilh,  and  couch  of  my  repose : 

For  ever  stretrh'd  l>eiieath  this  mantling  tliade, 

Pre<f  hy  the  turf  where  once  my  childhood  play'd, 

Wnipt  hy  the  soil  that  veil>  the  spot  I  loved, 

Mix'd  with  the  earth  o'er  which  my  footsteps  moved; 

RIest  hy  the  tongues  that  charm'd  my  youthful  ear, 

Mourn'd  hy  the  few  my  soul  acknowledged  here, 

Peplored  Iiy  those  in  early  d;\ys  allied. 

And  uureuicmbcr  d  by  the  world  beside. 


THE  DEATH  OF  CAL.MAR  AND  ORIA. 

AN    IMITiTION   or 

MACPHERSON'S  OSSIAX.> 

Dear  are  the  days  of  youth !  Age  dwells  on  thrir  re- 
membrance through  the  mist  of  time.  Iq  the  twilight 
he  recals  the  sunny  hours  of  mom.  He  lifts  his  spear 
with  trembhng  baud,  u  Not  thus  feebly  did  I  raise  the 
steel  before  my  fathers! »  Past  is  the  race  of  heroes! 
but  their  fame  rises  on  the  harp;  their  souls  ride  on 
the  wings  of  the  wind!  they  hear  the  sound  through 
thi;  sighs  of  the  storm,  and  rejoice  in  their  hall  of 
clouds!  Such  is  Calniar.  Tlie  gray  stone  marks  his 
narrow  house.  He  looks  down  from  eddying  tempests 
he  rolls  his  form  in  the  whirlwind;  and  hoven  on  the 
blast  of  the  mountain. 

In  Morven  dwelt  the  chief;  a  beam  of  war  to  FIngaL 
His  steps  in  the  field  were  marked  in  blood;  Lochlin's 
sons  had  fled  before  his  angry  spear :  but  mild  wac  the 
eye  of  Calmar;  soft  was  the  flow  of  his  yellow  locks — 
they  strcam'd  like  the  meteor  of  the  night.  No  maid 
was  the  sigh  of  his  soul;  his  thoughts  were  given  to 
friendship,  to  dark-haired  Orla,  destroyer  of  lieroes! 
Equal  were  their  swords  in  battle;  but  fierce  was  tlii 
pride  of  Orla,  gentle  alone  to  Calmar.  Together  they 
dwelt  in  the  cave  of  Oilhona. 

From  Lochliu,  Swaran  bounded  o'er  the  blue  waves. 
Erin's  SOILS  fell  beneath  his  might.  Fingal  roused  his 
chiefs  to  combat.  Their  ships  cover  the  ocean!  Tlu*ir 
hosts  throng  on  the  green  hills.*  They  come  to  the  aid 
of  Erin. 

Night  rose  in  clouds.  Darkness  veils  the  armies; 
but  the  blazing  oaks  gleam  through  the  valley.  The 
sons  of  Lochlin  shrpt :  their  dreams  were  of  blood.  Tliey 
lift  the  spear  in  thought,  and  Fingal  flies.  Not  so  the 
host  of  Mor\en.  To  w.itch  wi«s  the  post  of  Orla.  Cil- 
mnr  stood  by  his  side.  Tlieir  spears  were  in  their  hands. 
Fingal  caUe<l  his  chiefs.  They  stood  around.  Tlie  king 
was  in  the  midst.  («ray  were  his  locks,  but  strong  was 
the  arm  of  the  king.     Age  withered  not  his  powers. 

*  It  DMy  he  oecrMary  to  obwnrp,  ihai  thf  atery.  thovfh  coaai- 
drraUy  Tarird  in  the  ralattrophr.  it  iakrn  frora  •  Nitua  aad  Cary- 
alu*,*  of  wblrk  cpitode  a  traatUlion  hat  beta  already  gilca. 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


CRITIQUE  • 

EXTRACTED  FHOM  THE  EDINBURGH  REVIEW,  NO,  22,  FOR  JANUARY  1808. 


Hours  of  Idleness;  a  Series  of  Poems^  original  and 
translated.  By  George  Gokdon,  Lord  Btion,  a 
Minor.  8vo.  pp.  200. — Newark,  1807. 


Pbb  poesy  of  this  young   Lord  belongs  to  the  class 
vhich  neither  gods  nor  men  arc  said  to  permit.  Indeed, 
»c  do  not  recollect  to  have  seen  a  quantity  of  verse 
i^ith  so  few  deviations  in  either  direction  from  that 
xact  standard.     His  effusions  are  spread  over  a  dead 
lal,  and  can  no  more  get  above  or  below  the  level,  than 
P  fh/tf  vcrc  so  much  stagnant  water.  As  an  extenuation 
f  Qiis  offence,  the  noble  author  is  peculiarly  forward 
1  pleading  minority.    "We  have  it  in  the  title-page, 
nd  on  the  very  back  of  the  volume;  it  follows  his 
ame  like  a  favourite  part  of  his  style.     Much  stress  is 
lid  upon  it  in  the  preface,  and  the  poems  are  connected 
'ith  lliis  general  statement  uf  his  case,  by  particular 
■lies,  substantiating  the  age  at  which  each  was  written, 
ow,  the  law  upon  the  point  of  minority  we  hold  to  he 
erfectly  clear.     It  is  a  plea  available  only  to  the  de- 
;udant;  no  pbinliff  can  offer  it  as  a  supplementary 
round  of  action.     Tlius,  if  any  suit  could  be  brouglit 
jainst  Lord  Byron,  for  the  purpose  of  compelling  him 
>  put  into  court  a  certain  quantity  of  poetry,  and  if 
idgment  were  given  against  him,  it  is  highly  probable 
lat  an  exception  would  be  taken  were  he  to  deliver 
ir  poetry  the  contents  of  this  volume.     To  this   he 
light  plead  minority;  but,  as  he  now  makes  voluntary 
nder  of  the  article,  he  hath  no  right  to  sue,  on  that 
*oun<I,  for  the  price  in  good  current  praise,  should 
ie  goods  be  unmarketable.    Tliis  is  oiu*  view  of  the 
w  on  the  point,  and,  we  dare  to  say,  so  will  it  be  ruled. 
*rhaps  however,  in  reality,  all  that  he  tells  us  about 
s  youth  is  rather  with  a  view  to  increase  our  wonder, 
an  to  soften  our  censures.     He  possibly  means  to  say, 
See  how  a  minor  can  write!  This  poem  Mas  actually 
)mpose<l  by  a  young  man  of  eighteen,  and  this  by  one 
only  sixteen !» — But,  alas !  we  all  remember  the  poetry 
Cowley  at  ten,  and  I*ope  at  twelve;  and  so  far  from 
ariiig,  witlj   any  degree  of  surpri>;o,  that  very  poor 
rsrs  VI  ere  written  by  a  youth  from  his  leaving  school 
his  leaving  college,  inclusive,  we  really  tN-lieve  this 
be  the  must  cumniun  of  all  occurrences;  that  it  liap- 
ns  in  the  life  of  nine  men  in  \en  vtho  arc  educated 
England ;  and  that  the  tenth  man  writes  better  verse 
an  Ix>nl  Byron. 

His  other  plea  of  privilege  our  author  rather  brings 
rward  in  order  to  wave  it.  He  certainly,  however, 
ics  alluile  frequently  to  his  family  and  ancestors — 
metimes  in  poetry,  sometimes  in  notes;  and  while 
king  up  his  claim  on  the  score  of  rank,  he  takes  care 
remember  us  of  Dr  Johnson's  saying,  tliat  when  a 
bicman  appears  as  an  author,  his  merit  should  be 
ndsomely  acknowledged.  In  truth,  it  is  this  consi- 
ration  only,  that  induces  us  to  give  Lord  Byron's 
ems  a  place  in  our  review,  beside  our  desire  to  conn- 
hiiM,  that  he  do  forthwith  abandon  poetry,  and  turn 
t  talents,  which  an;  considerable,  and  his  opportuni- 
s,  which  are  great,  to  Ixsttcr  account. 


With  this  view,  we  must  beg  leave  seriously  to  assuK 
him,  that  the  mere  rhyming  of  Uie  final  syllable,  even 
when  accompanied  by  the  presence  of  a  certain  number 
of  feet ;  nuy,  although  (which  does  not  always  liappco) 
those  feet  should  scan  reguUrly,  and  liave  been  all 
counted  accurately   upon    the   fingers,— it  U  not  the 
whole  art  of  poetry.    We  would  entreat  him  to  believe, 
that  a  certain  portion  of  liveliness,  somewhat  of  fancy, 
is  necessary  to  constitute  a  poem,  and  that  a  poem  io 
the  prcscuL  day,  to  be  read,  must  contain  at  least  one 
thought,  either  in  a  little  degree  different   from  the 
ideas  of  former  writers,  or  differently  expressed.     We 
put  it  to  his  candour,*whether  there  is  any  thing  so  de- 
serving the  name  of  poetry  in  verses  like  the  following, 
written  in  1806;  and  whether,  if  a  youth  of  eighteen 
could  say  any  thing  so  uninteresting  to  his  anceslons  a 
youth  of  nineteen  should  publish  it : 

•  Shadn  of  bproet,  farpwcll !  yoar  dnccadaat,  depcrtiBg 

From  tbc  teat  of  hit  ancnton.  bida  jou  aJiru  1 
Abroad  x>r  at  homr,  your  rcmenbranrc  impartiaf 
New  cosraga,  ha  '11  tifiak  upoa  glory  aod  yea. 

a  Tboof  h  a  tear  dim  hit  ejt  at  ibi*  tad  aeparatioa. 

'T  i«  oalara,  not  fear,  ilut  rxcitea  bit  regret: 
Far  diauot  ha  gor».  with  the  same  emulatioo  i 

The  fame  of  Lit  fathen  be  ne'er  can  forget. 

•  That  fame,  and  that  memory,  ttill  will  he  rberiah. 

He  Towa  that  be  ne'er  will  di«|;rMce  jonr  renown; 
Likr  yon  will  be  li»e.  or  likr  you  will  he  perish  ; 
When  decay'd,  may  he  minglo  bit  dutt  wiib  yoar  •»■.• 

Now  we  positively  do  assert,  that  there  is  nothing 
better  than  these  stanzas  in  the  whole  compaw  of  iJie 
noble  minor'n  volume. 

Lonl  r.yron  should  also  liave  a  care  of  ntlempting 
what  the  greatest  poets  have  done  before  him,  for 
comparisons  (as  he  must  have  had  occasion  to  see  at  I 
his  writing-masters)  ate  odious.— Grays  Ode  on  Eton 
College  should  really  have  kept  out  the  ten  hobbling 
stanzas  «<  On  a  distant  view  of  the  village  ohd  school  of 
Harrow. » 

.  Where  fancy  yet  joya  to  retrar*  the  rearmblance 
or ciimradaa.  in  frirndthip  and  mitcbief  allied; 

How  welcome  to  me  your  ne'er-fading  remembrance. 
Which  reatt  in  the  bf>aom,  though  hop*  it  denied.* 

In  like  manner,  the  exquisite  lines  of  Mr  Kogen  «  On 
a  Tear, »  might  have  warned  tli^  noble  author  off  tliOM- 
premises,  and  spared  as  a  whole  doxen  such  stanzas  as 
the  following  : 

•  Mild  Charity't  c,\ow. 

To  at  mortalt  below, 
Sliowa  the  aoul  fiuin  barbarity  deal ; 

Comphttina  «i'l  melt,  • 

Where  lliit  »irtiie  it  foil. 
And  itt  dew  it  diffuted  in  a  Tear. 

■  Tbc  man  Joom'd  to  tail. 

With  the  blati  of  the  f;ale. 
Through  billow*  Alltntic  to  tteer. 

At  ho  bendt  o'er  the  wa»e, 

Which  may  toon  be  hit  jjrtrc. 
Tbe  |>reon  aparklet  hri^Ul  with  a  Trar.» 


CRITIQUE  ON  HOURS  OF  IIILENESS. 


^ 


a5 


1  SO  of  instances  in  wlitcli  former  poots  had  foiled. 

•mc  do  not  thii^  Lord  Byron  -was  made  for  trans- 
,  during;  his  nonage,  Adrians  Address  to hb  Soul, 

Pope  succeeded  so  indifferently  in  the  attempt. 

*  readers,  however,  are  of  another  opinion,  they 
ook  at  it. 

«  Ab !  (;ratle,  flMtiof ,  wavrriag  >pritr, 
Friead  and  aMoriair  n(  thia  riaj ! 

To  what  ■■knovo  rrgioa  boraa. 
Will  (boo  ROW  wing  iliy  dhiant  Oi((bl  I 
>o  mora  with  nuoieJ  banonr  gay. 

Bat  pallid,  «farerl*at,  and  foriora.* 

ircver,  be  this  as  it  may,  ve  fear  his  translations 

tnitafions  are  great  favourites  with  Lord  Byron. 

ave  them  of  all  kinds  from  Anacreon  to  Os&ian ; 

viewing  them  as  school  exercises,  they  may  pass. 

why  print  them  after  they  liave  had  their  day 

jnred  their  turn  ?  And  why  call  the  thing  in  p.  79,* 

a^dation,  where  two  wonls  {dtkat  ^cyifv)  of  the 

uil  arc  expanded  into  four  lines,  and  the  other 

in  p.  8i,»  where  /ASvovuxTtact;  iroff  mpaii,  is  ren- 

hy  means  of  six  hobbling  verses?  As  to  his  ()s- 

poesy,  we  are  not  very  good  judges,  being,  in 

so  moderately  skilled  in  that  species  of  compo- 

,  that  we  should,  in  all  probability,  be  criticising 

bit  of  the  genuine  Marpherson  itself,  were  we  to 

»  our  opinion  of  Lord  Ryrou's  rhapsodies.     If, 

the  following  beginning  of  a  «  Song  of  Bards  »  is 

(  Lordship,  we  venture  to  object  to  it,  as  far  as  we 

nnprrhend  it.     «  What  form  rises  on  the  roar  of 

S  whose  dark  ghost  gleams  on  the  red  stream  of 

?sts?  Ili<«  voice  rolls  on  the  thunder;  't  is  Orla,  the 

1  chief  of  Oithona.    He  was, »  etc.   After  detaining 

brown  diief »  sonie  time,  the  bards  conclude  by 

;  him  their  advice  to  «  raise  his  fair  locks;  »  then 

prcad  them  on  the  arch  of  the  rainbow ;  »  aud  «  to 

througli  the  tears  of  the  storm.  »     Of  this  kind  of 

there  are  no  Ina  than  nine  pages ;  and  we  can  so 

■nture  an  opinion  in  tlicir  fa^oiu-,  that  tliey  look 

like  Marpherson;   and  we  arc  positive  they  are 

f  nearly  as  stupid  and  tiresome. 

is  a  sort  of  privilege  of  poets  to  be  egotists ;  but 

should  «  use  it  as  not  abusing  it ;  •  and  particu- 

one  who  piques  himself  (though  indeed  at  the 

age  of  nineteen)  of  being  «an  infont  bard,M — 

*  artless  llclicnu  I  bwtst  is  youth ;») — should  either 
.now,  or  should  seem  not  to  know,  so  much  about 
wn  ance^try.  Resides  a  poem  above  cited,  on  the 
y  seat  of  the  Byrons  we  have  another  of  eleven 
(,  on  the  self-same  subject,  introduced  with  an 
igy,  «  he  certainly  'had  no  intention  of  inserting 
iut  really  «thc  particular  request  of  some  friends,w 
cic.  It  concludes  with  live  stanzas  on  himself,  «the 


Sw  p  jf  e  I  o. 
P»ge  II. 


last  and  youngest  of  a  noble  line,  n  Tliere  is  a  goo<l 
deal  also  about  his  maternal  ancestors,  in  a  poem  on 
I^chin  y  Gair,  a  mountain  where  he  spent  part  of  his 
youth,  and  migiit  have  learnt  that  pibroch  is  not  a 
bagpipe,  any  more  than  duet  means  a  fiddle. 

.\s  the  author  has  dedicated  so  brge  a  part  of  his  vo- 
lume to  immortalize  his  employments  at  school  and 
college,  ^e  cannot  possibly  dismiss  it  without  present- 
ing the  reader  with  a  specimen  of  these  ingenious  effu- 
sions. In  au  ode  witli  a  Greek  motto,  called  Crania, 
we  have  the  following  magnificent  stanzas: 

■  Thrrr,  ia  apartnania  aaull  and  (lamp. 

Tbe  cjaJidata  for  college  priica 
Sitt  poring  kj  the  aiidaigbt  laap. 

Goat  Ule  lo  bed,  y«t  early  riaea. 

aWbo  reada  faha  i|Oaatki«t  ia  Stk*. 
Or  paxilea  o'er  ibe  deep  Uian^e, 
Deprirad  of  niny  a  nbolcaeaie  meal, 

la  barharoua  Latia  doom'd  to  wrangle :  mf 

•  ReaouociB|  erery  pleating  p^f, 

FroBB  auihort  of  bitlorir  um. 
Preferring  to  ibe  lelter'd  aage 

Tbe  K|«ar«  of  Um  bypetbea 


•  Still  harmlcaa  are  tbeae  ocmpatiaat. 

That  bart  none  bat  tbe  haplcaa  ttodfrnt, 
Conpared  witb  atbor  rccraaiiena. 

Wliicb  biiag  together  lb*  imprudaal.* 

Vfe  are  sorry  to  hear  so  bad  an  account  of  the  col- 
lege psalmody  as  is  contained  in  the  following  .\ttic 
stanzas: 

•  Oar  choir  wonid  acarealy  h^etniaod 

Kvaa  a*  a  basd  of  raw  bcginacra; 
All  mercy  now  maat  W  refnaad 

Tb  ■««  h  a  tot  of  aroakiag  aiaaan. 

•  If  David,  whea  hia  toil*  ware  ended. 

Had  hoard  tbeae  blocbheada  aing  baforaliia. 
To  ut  bia  paalaa  bad  ne'er  deeecaded  : 

la  fvrioua  mood  bo  would  have  tore  'am  !■ 

a 

Rut  whatever  judgment  may  be  passed  on  the  poems 
of  this  noble  minor,  it  seems  we  must  take  them  as  we 
find  tkem,  and  be  content;  for  they  are  the  last  we 
shall  ever  have  from  him.  lie  is,  at  best,  he  says,  but 
an  intruder  into  the  groves  of  Parnassus;  lie  never  lived 
in  a  garret,  like  thorough-bred  poets ;  and  « though  he 
once  ro>ed  a, careless  moimtaincer  in  tlte  Highlands  of 
Scotland,  •»  li«  has  not  of  late  enjoyed  this  advantage. 
Moreover,  he  experts  no  profit  from  his  publication ; 
and,  whether  it  succeeds  or  not,  « it  is  highly  improlia- 
lilc,  froh)  his  situation  and  pursuits  hereafter, »  that  he 
should  again  condescend  to  become  an  author.  There- 
fore, let  us  take  what  we  get,  and  lie  thankful.  What  j 
right  have  we  poor  devils  to  be  nice?  We  are  well  off  I 
to  have  got  so  much  from  a  man  of  this  Ix>rd's  station, 
wlio  does  not  live  in  a  garret,  but,  <«  has  the  sway  »  of 
'  Newstead  Abbey.  Again,  we  say,  let  ns  be  thankful ; 
and,  with  honest  Sanrlin,  bid  God  bless  the  giver,  nor 
k)ok  the  gift  horse  in  the  mouth. 


iBnQim  Barlr0  anh  Stt^m  Uetii$Wtv»; 


A  SATIRE. 


I  li#J  r«tlirr  \tr  a  kiitra.  tmi  cry  mm  ' 

Tbaa  one  of  ibrM  Hme  acirt  iMlUd-aioegert. 

SIUKSPBARK. 

5nrh  •banrlr**  lUrdi  we  hare  ;  and  yet,  't  U  triM. 
Ttiprr  ai«  a*  nad,  dbaodoa'd  Grilica  loo. 

ropF. 


PREFACE.' 


All  rty  friends  Irarnrd  nnd  unlearned,  have  ur(;ed  me 
not  to  pnblisli  this  Satire  «ith  my  name.  If  I  were  to 
be  u  turned  from  the  rarcur  of  my  humour  by  quihhIeA 
quick,  and  paper  bullets  of  the  l>rain, »  I  should  have 
complied  with  their  counsel.  But  I  am  not  to  be  ter- 
rified by  abuse,  or  bullied  by  reviewerii,  with  or  with- 
out armn.  1  can  safely  say  tlmt  I  have  attacked  none 
perfonally  who  did  not  commence  on  the  offensive. 
An  author's  worka  arc  public  property  :  lie  who  pur- 
chases may  judge,  and  pubHsh  his  opinion  if  he  pleases; 
and  the  authon  I  have  endeavoured  to  commemorate 
may  do  by  me  as  I  liave  done  by  tlurm  :  I  dare  say  they 
will  succeed  better  in  condemning  my  scribblings  than 
in  mending  their  own.  But  my  object  is  not  to  prove 
that  I  can  write  well,  but,  if  possible,  to  make  otlvers 
write  belter. 

As  the  Poem  has  met  with  far  more  success  than  I 
expected,  I  have  endeavoured  in  this  edition  to  make 
some  additions  aud  alteratioits  to  render  it  more  wor- 
thy of  public  perusal. 

In  the  first  edition  of  thin  Satire,  publislied  anony- 
mously, fourteen  lines  on  the  subject  of  Uovticss  Pope 
were  written  and  inserted  at  the  request  of  an  inge- 
nious friend  of  mine,  vdio  has  now  in  the  press  a  vo- 
lume of  poetry.  In  the  present  edition  they  are  erased, 
and  some  of  my  own  substituted  in  their  stead ;  ray 
only  reason  for  this  being  that  vihii-h  I  conceive  would 
operate  with  any  other  p«'rson  in  the  same  mauucr — a 
dctermin.tlion  not  to  publish  witli  my  name  any  pro- 
duction which  was  not  entirely  aud  exclusively  my  own 
conipoMtion. 

With  regard  to  the  nral  talents  of  mmy  of  tlic  poet- 
ical persons  whose  perfbrnuincej^  are  mentioned  or 
alluded  to  in  thi>  following  pages,  it  is  presumed  by  the 
author  that  there  can  be  little  difference  of  opinion  in 
the  public  at  brge ;  though,  like  other  sectaries,  each 
has  his  separate  tabGrnacle  of  proselytes,  by  whom  his 
abilities  are  overrated^  his  faults  overlooked,  and  his 
metric.il  canons  received  v^iihoiil  m.tu|iIc  and  without 
couNidrratiou.  But  the  umiiMstionablc  possession  of 
consider.! ble  gcniu<<  by  M'\«*ral  of  the  writers  here  ccn- 
sun*d,  rt'iidcrs  their  niciitul  pnKtituiion  more  to  be 
regretted.  Iniheedilv  iii<iy  1m:  piticil,  or,  at  wontt, 
liuglied  at  anil  forgotten;  |>er\erted  powers  dem.uid 
tlio  must  decided  reprehension.     No  one  can  vti»h  more 

I  Ihl*  Vr  fjta  ««•  wriiton  for  iba  trtooJ  eJ.iioa  ofihit  Pocn,  ■O'i 
piiaicJ  vii'.t  it. 


ENGLISH  BARDS, 


etc.  etc. 


m^^-^  — 


Still  must  I  hear? — sliall  hoarse  Fitzgebald*  bawl 
His  creaking  coii|)lets  in  a  tavern  hall. 
And  I  not  sing,  le.st,  haply,  Scotch  Reviews 
Should  dub  me  scribbler,  and  denounce  my  Mme? 
Pre|»are  for  rhyme — I  *11  publisli,  right  or  wrong  : 
FooU  are  my  theme,  let  Satire  be  my  song. 

()\i :  Nature's  noblest  gift — my  gray  gooseH|uiUl 
Slave  of  my  thoughts,  oliedient  to  my  will, 
Tom  from  thy  parent  binl  to  form  a  pen. 
That  roiglity  instrument  of  little  men! 
The  pen !  foredoom'd  to  aid  the  mental  throes 
Of  brains  that  labour,  big  with  verse  or  prose, 
Tliough  nymphs  forsake,  and  critics  may  deride. 
The  lovers  solace,  and  the  author's  pride: 
Wlifit  wits,  what  poets  dost  thou  daily  raise! 
How  frequent  is  thy  use,  how  small  thy  praise ! 
Cotidemu'd  at  length  to  l>e  for(',ntien  quite. 
With  all  the  pages  whieh  't  was  thine  to  write. 
But  thou,  at  least,  mine  own  espeei.il  |i<>n! 
Once  laid  aside,  but  now  avsunied  again, 

'  tVITATtOV 
•  Srmprr  i  (jo  jiiilitur  unium  ?  i-iini|ii4inap  rrponaoii 

VriJiu*  lolir*  ijiici  Tlir«riJr  r.ndr>  '•—Juvr ••<•/.  5«f.    !• 
Mr   FiTUratL»,   fjminutU    lerimd   hy    Cnittrr   ihr    •5aiall-Br«r 
I'oft.*    infliiif  kift  «nnu«l  trihate  of  vi  r«r  on    the    ■Literary  Faad;> 
not  ii>nirni  with  «ritin|;,  be  *pouta  in   pt-rton.  aftrr  iberoiB|Miay  har« 
iinliibrd  a  reatoiwbic  quaaiii)  of  bjd  |>oit,  to  eaabla  thcM  la 

lliC  *•■''  l.-l:03. 


than  the  author,  that  some  known  and  ablo  writer  Lad 
undertaken  their  exposure;  but  31r  Girroao  lias  de- 
voted himself  to  Massinger,  aud,  in  the  abeence  of  the 
regidar  physician,  a  country  practitioner  may,  in  cases 
of  absolute  necessity,  be  jollowed  to  prescribe  his  do»- 
tnmi,  to  prevent  the  extension  of  so  deplorable  an 
epidemic,  provided  there  be  no  quackery  in  his  treat- 
ment of  the  malady.  A  caustic  is  here  offered,  at  it  is 
to  be  feared  nothing  sliprt  of  actual  cautery  can  reco> 
vcr  the  numerous  patients  afflicted  with  tbe  present 
prevalent  and  distresniug  rabies  for  rhyming. — At  to 
the  Edinburgh  Reviewers,  it  would  indeed  require  a 
Hercules  to  crusli  the  Hydra ;  but  if  the  author  auccceds 
in  merely  «  bruising  one  of  the  heads  of  tlie  serpent,* 
though  his  own  hand  should  suffer  in  the  encounter, 
he  will  be  amply  satisfied. 
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bIi  tpurn'-i  bjallim,ycl3irlatnJL)iue: 

Ti — our-piili,  ilioiigh  fuIloFlIiarBs  u  pbii 
'III  bc>b*icri«,iDdi»iiyliDtlietmio. 
ii>n  VicEtnimphiDlLDldiliCTJovfEVipiiir 
n*o,  t)irauGh1ifi!bn"«illmB4lmt,abf]r; 
I  FdIIt,  freiiiiniT  liirbini^r  of  mDU, 
dilicmisilcyilm  iDiuil  IliF  linu-i 
I  Liiin't  oDd  full  cornbinFdB'cr  jil]  prrnil, 
iJu>Iinlul[<,>iiiJniul>l]>FeiiulDh|], 
lirn  llic  bolctsiiiaii  Frail  publicsniBn, 
I  of  th^miF.  unknoirn  roDilicrhan, 
dirklr  lin.  by  Siiiin  krpt  in  nvr. 
hriak  froQi  ndicub,  IbouRh  noi  from  Idv. 


Lfyal  rien  of  dur  Age  dpma 


•I  bcbng 


bm)h,Isn-kri.olt«pf„ni 


Ml4ia^fiTak.  lUworlhjprjtitforbLi 
Inl— aUirdiildKiiila  lUe  Hinc. 

<k  ^t  a  tKiok,  njihou^li  Ihnr  't  iiotliiii| 
lat-BTitlr'tftODDJiDgcbBnnciD  lafe 
n»l  or  <cnblilerfrotni-h  pt|iiii1  gr«» 

to  prmrw  il^>-  ipuriou.  f.iri^t  from  , 
iirrr,  CtancicnDriniiniiill  to  >ri[F, 

DnrlheiimitriJinplr.  I  punur 
'lf-«iiiiin»<t,bulinikainy  ova  nri 
«k  (prnt  JirniT't — yri.  like  him.  w 
■ulitiiled  judge  oFpoaj, 


uekiwy'i)  John  from  MiLiii,j[oI  bjrro 
|nil  mou^  of  Impniog  id  miiqno(F ; 
id-wcll  Kkilfd  til  find  or  forCB  a  hall ; 
I  fttrpaiiniugT  call  i(  Avticnli; 
Tiiv  [;o.  be  lileal  toA  diacrrrf . 
filjiBttenrterlingpiHuidipcrthHI : 

L  nor  Frfirn  blaiplieiny,  'I  vilt  potn  for  ir 
101  forfctllng — p>«y(niriiro(t*i-JHt, 
Hilda  crllic.'hilcclycicarHs'd, 


-WhrjiSfnuaDdWi 

TI<>f>bInlGnic«,n<>un< 
■  llwilRlefomilllir 

i.iullii.happfiik, 
Sougbl  the  rapt  Hiu]  toi 

pnliih'd  tunion'q  pmiieiHpircd  la  cl« 
ftl  raised  dip  peDp1e'f,ji  die  po«t^t  fa 
ke  him  Breai  DiiDispour'dllKIiJe 


in  cH  lies  who  llipn»elm  ar 
ne  Jiuglii  ihoughl  to  be  mial 
t'llieari,  orLmu'i  Haoia 


haiJ  their  T-i«  u  inlh.  their  -ord  m  law 

le  <h«e  air  eemoe^lwould  be  aa  lo  q»n 

Wl 

le  >ii  dh  UK  rritin,  irkr  <l"i<^  I '"fhear! 

ret. »  Har  all  modeni  worlhie.  run. 

doubiFul  vhom  to  mk,  or  whom  lo  ihirn 

Ou 

bard.  u>d  ceii»r>  are  »  much  alike. 

Then  abould  fou  a>k  Be,  why  I  venture  o« 

•n. 

p-ib  which  Pon  and  CitToiD  trod  before 

IFn 

01  yel  iickenJ.  youoin  ttill  proceed : 

Go 

oo !  loy  rhyme  irill  (ell  you  M  JOH  rend. 

re  yet  in  tb 


rn  praiae, 
by  •idr, 

I  pure  iiraio 


d,yMd< 
Doldchecr.i 


m  EngUih  nadieDce  lell. 
Bui  irhy  lhe«  namei,  or  sreater  still,  remc 
I  feebler  3>BTdireiiQn  fheirplaee^ 
timet  onr  lingering  looki  are  ea 


nneytbeprceioi 
hii  truth  at  l«i<t 
udeailbufLard 


ilSalirc'i 


lo'dofm 


IBS  ill  her  lab«ur^  ffMini, 
nd  printen'derilaihftke  their  veery  bones; 
'liileSouTaiT'iepicirram  the  crenking  ihelTd, 

lliiu  nilh  tlie  Praelier,!  a  noughl  beneaih  the  lu 
newra  jelitillfran  ehange  to  change  nerun^ 
Wb«lnriedvoiutenteinpIIUai  they  pan! 
TliB*ow^i.lnictDn,pli»olmn,  and  (la., 
tn  turns  nppear,  to  nin  ke  ibe  tuIbut  stare, 
r>ll  (IiciwdIo  bubble  bunta— and  oil  ii  air ! 
eWKhDokof  porlry  flriJT, 
llprrlendert  jrapple  for  the  ptue : 
rudohnrds  prai 


unlryb. 


It  ihe  knee  to  Baiil, 


a8 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


And,  hiirling  lawful  genius  from  the  throne* 
Erects  a  shrine  and  idol  of  its  own  { 
Some  leaden  calf — but  whom  it  matters  not. 
From  soaring  Soutbit  down  to  groveling  Stott.  ' 

Rehold !  in  various  throngs  the  scribbling  crew, 
For  notice  eager,  pass  in  long  review  : 
Each  spurs  his  jaded  Pegasus  apace, 
4And  rhyme  and  blank  maintain  an  equal  race ; 
Soimets  on  sonnets  crowd,  an4Me  on  ode ; 
And  tales  of  terror  jostle  on  the  road; 
Imnie.'isurable  measures  move  along; 
For  simpering  FoUy  loves  a  varied  song. 
To  strange  mysterious  Dulness  still  the  friend, 
Admires  the  strain  site  cannot  comprehend. 
Thus  Lays  of  Minstrels  ' — may  they  be  the  last ! 
On  half-strung  liarps  whine  mournful  to  the  blast. 
>Vli^  mountain  spirits  prate  to  river  sprites, 
ThayiymcR  may  listen  to  their  sound  at  niglits; 
And  goblin  brats,  of  Gilpin  Horner's^  brood. 
Decoy  young  border-nobles  through  the  wood. 
Aud  skip  at  every  step,  Lord  knows  how  high. 
And  frighten  foolish  babes,  the  Lord  knows  why; 
While  high-born  ladies  in  their  magic  cell,  . 
Forbidding  knights  to  read  who  cannot  spell, 
Dispatch  a  courier  to  a  wizard's  grave, 
Aud  fight  with  honest  men  to  sliield  a  knave. 

Next  view  in  state,  proud  prancing  on  his  roan. 
The  golden-crested  haughty  Marmion, 
Now  forging  scrolls,  now  foremost  in  the  fight. 
Not  quite  a  felon,  yet  but  half  a  knight, 

• 

*  RroiT,  better  known  io  tb«  » Morning  Po«l«  by  ibe  n«me  of 
H*rt(.  Tbit  pcraonaKO  u  ml  pm«ni  the  mnM  profoanJ  raphirer  of 
tb«  baihoa,  1  rcmoMiber,  to  tbe  rrignioQ  family  of  Portiifpil,  ■  »p«- 
rial  oJe  of  Matter  Stott'  ■  boQinoiag  (boa  : 

(Stott  loqaitnr  qaead  Hibernia.) 
■  Princely  ofTaprfng  of  BraganM, 
Erin  grreu  tbee  witb  ■  atania,*  etc.  atr. 

AI«A  a  Seonet  to  BaH,  well  wortby  of  the  aubjoct,  and  a  moat  thun- 
dering oda  conamandof  at  followa  i 

•  Oh !  for  a  lay  !  lond  at  the  aurge 
That  Laihea  Lapland'a  aoundiog  ahore.* 

Lord  have  mercy  on  oa!  tbo  •  Lay  of  the  Laat  MiulroU  waa  nothing 
to  tbit. 

*  See  ibo  aLay  of  tbe  Laat  Minatrel.a  jtmttim.  Kever  wataoy  pUn 
•o  incongruooa  and  abaurd  at  tbe  ground-work  of  (bit  produrtion. 
Tbe  entrance  of  Thundrr  and  Lightning  prologutking  to  Bayea'  tra- 
dedy.  unfortunately  iaiira  away  tbe  merit  of  oriQiaaliiy  from  tlie  dia- 
logue between  Meaaienrt  tbe  Spiritt  of  Flood  and  Fell,  in  tbe  Crat 
canto.  Then  we  have  ibe  amiable  Williim  of  Daloraine,  •■  atarii 
moMHrooper.a  Tidrlicrt,  a  bappy  compound  of  poarber,  ahcep^tealar, 
and  highwayman.  Thr  propriety  of  bia  magical  lady'a  injunction 
not  to  read  can  only  be  e4]ualled  by  bit  candid  acknowledgment  of 
bia  indepemlrnro  nf  the  Irammela  of  apclliog,  altbougb,  to  uae  bit 
own  elegant  pbrate,  a'lwaa  bia  neck-evrae  at  Hairibce,*  i.  e.  the 
gallowa. 

*  Ttie  Biography  of  Gilpin  Horner,  and  the  marTclloua  pedeatrian 
P"gr.  who  travelled  twice  aa  fatt  aa  bit  matlei^t  borae,  without  the 
aid  of  arran-leagord  boota.  are  cktft-^muvrt  in  tbe  improvement 
of  latie.  For  incident  wa  Iwee  the  invitible,  bni  by  no  meaoa  apa- 
ring,  hot  on  the  ear  beatnwed  on  the  pnge,  and  the  cntra»r«  of  a 
Kniglii  and  Charger  into  the  catite,  under  the  vrry  natural  diaguiae 
of  a  wain  of  hay.  Matmioo,  the  her*  of  the  latter  romance,  i« 
•tactly  what  William  of  Deloraine  would  haToLeen,  hid  be  been  able 
to  read  or  write.  The  Poem  wat  manuf4l|kMd  for  Metira  Coa- 
aritti,  Mvaatr,  and  Mittia.  worahipfol  BooHWera,  in  conaideraiion 
of  the  receipt  of  a  aum  of  money,  and,  truly,  conaidering  the  inapi- 
ijlJon,  i(  ia  a  Tcry  rrpJii<Me  production.  If  Mr  JtcoiT  will  write 
for  hire,  let  him  do  bit  beat  for  bia  paymjstera.  hot  not  di*|^r.ire 
h.»  emiup,  whi.h  ia  undoubtedly  (>rcjt,'  by  a  repetition  of  blatk- 
liMlci  iiniltiiiiut. 


The  gibbet  or  the  field  prepared  Co  grace— 
A  mighty  mixture  of  the  great  and  base. 
And  think'st  thou,  Scott  !  by  vain  eoocett 
On  public  taste  to  foist  thy  stale  romance. 
Though  HuREAT  witli  his  Millik  may  combint 
To  yield  thy  muse  just  half-a-crown  per  line? 
No !  when  the  sons  of  song  descend  to  trade. 
Their  bays  are  sear,  their  former  laurels  fade. 
liCt  such  forego  the  poet's  sacred  name, 
Who  rack  their  brains  for  lucre,  not  for  fame  : 
Low  may  they  sink  to  merited  contempt, 
And  scorn  remunerate  the  mean  attempt! 
Surb  be  their  meed,  such  still  the  just  reward 
Of  prostituted  muse  and  hireling  bard! 
For  this  we  spurn  Apollo's  venal  son,. 
And  bid  a  long  «  good  night  to  Harmioo.  i»-* 

T1i(>se  are  the  themes  that  claim  our  plaudits  now  \ 
These  are  the  bards^to*wliom  the  muse  must  bow*: 
While  Mii.TON,  DaYOBic,  Popx,  aUke  forgot, 
Resign  their  hallow'd  bays  to  Waltbh  Scott.. 

The  lime  has  been  when  yet  the  muse  was  yoang, 
Wlicn  llovxa  swept  the  lyre,  and  Mabo  sung. 
An  epic  scarce  (en  centuries  could  claim, 
While  nwe-struck  natioiLs  liail'd  tbe  magic  name : 
The  work  of  c.ich  immortal  bard  appears 
The  single  wonder  of  a  thousand  years.' 
f.mpires  have  moulder  d  from  the  foce  of  earth. 
Tongues  have  expired  with  those  who  gave  them  binh, 
Without  the  glory  such  a  strain  ran  give, 
As  eT#»n  in  ruin  bids  the  language  live. 
Not  so  with  us,  though  minor  bards,  content. 
On  one  great  work  a  life  of  labour  spent : 
With  eagle  pinions  soaring  to  the  skies, 
Rrhold  the  ballad-monger,  Soutbbt,  rise! 
To  him  let  Camoins,  MiLxoit,  Tasso,  vield. 
Whose  annnal  strains,  like  armies,  t.nke  the  field. 
First  in  the  ranks  see  Joan  of  Arc  advance. 
The  scoin*ge  of  Engi-md,  and  the  boast  of  France ! 
Though  burnt  by  wicked  IlRDroRD  for  a  witch, 
Ttchold  her  statue  placed  in  glory's  niche; 
Her  fetters  burst,  and  just  released  from  prison, 
A  virgin  IMirrnix  from  her  ashes  ri.sen. 
Next  see  tremendous  Thalaba  come  on,  * 
Arabia's  monstrous,  wild,  and  wondrous  son; 
Domdaniel's  dread  destroyer,  who  o'erthrew 
More  mad  magicians  than  the  world  e'er  knew. 
Immortal  hero  I  all  thy  foes  o'ercome. 
For  ever  reign — the  rival  of  Tom  Thumb ! 
Sinre  startled  metre  fled  before  ihy.fjice. 
Well  wort  thou  dooni'd  the  last  of  all  thy  race ! 
Well  might  triumphant  Genii  bear  thee  henct>. 
Illustrious  conqueror  of  eommon  sense! 

*  (Good  night  to  Marmion*  — tbe  pathetic  and  alto  propboiie  c&- 
cUmation  of  Hilar  Bkoent,  Eaquiro,  on  tbe  death  of  honeat  Marmion. 

*  Aa  the  Odyaaey  ia  ao  clotely  connected  with  the  .tory  of  the 
Iliad,  ihey  may  almoat  be  daaaed  aa  one  grand  hiatorkal  poem.  In 
alluding  to  Miltox  and  TataO.  wr  mnaider  the  •  Pared ioo  Loet,« 
and  « Gieruaalemme  LiberaU,*  at  their  itandard  effortt,  tinee  nei- 
ther the  ■lerutalem  Conqueredt  uf  the  Italian,  nor  the  a  Paradiae 
Regained*  of  the  Eogliah  Bard,  obtained  a  proporiionate  rotehrity 
to  thrir  former  pocma.     Query  :  Which  of  Mr  Sourner'a  will  aurviaef 

1  TbaUba,  Mr  Soexnar'a  tecond  poem,  it  written  in  open  defiance 
of  precedent  and  poetry.  Mr  S.  wiahed  to  produie  aometbing  novel, 
and  lUK  ceded  to  a  miracle,  Joan  of  Arc  waa  marrelloua  enough,  bat 
Thalaba  w<a  one  of  ihoae  |ioemt  twhith  (in  the  worda  of  Poatoa) 
will  lie  le^d  when  liooicr  and  Virgil  are  forgotten,  but — mot  '«'/ 
lAen.a 
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ur  ia  Mciiro.  awl  Prince  La  Wils; 
lu  tfniiQV  Inln,  Mt  iniirr  initdlfln  do, 
aid  ihnu  Mudnille't,  nod  mil  to  Iritf. 
iDDTiiT,  Sodtiit!'  uiK  111}  lancd  «n(! 


btUI  «iU  nnevftnl  plod  iliy  vrarf  «By  t 
1  >n  BcfklcT  ballidi,  tnoit  uuciiil. 

■■b*  unhora  Thf  drmd  inipii[  anij  rac; 
!  brlp  l1i>%,»  Sdittbit,  and  (hy  reedrrt  [oa-^ 
■I  rmmi  die  dull  diiciple  of  lliy  gchaol, 
luiUI  HpiMLite  from  poetic  rule, 

h  >.  neniiig  in  ha  faTonrile  May : 
•rami  hi>  Mend  ■•  la  ibake  oFf  loll  and  (rouble 
fail  bii  booki,  hr  har  oF gniwiue  double;'* 
,  bflth  by  pncFpl  and  <iaiiiplc.  «liav4 


Th,; 


c«ubdeliehiiopr«eid«u., 

Of  •irgini  mf  lling,  noi  la  Vcnia'i  fire. 

Wilb  .pariJing  eye,,  and  cbeel,  by  p«u 

•  Iiru  lu!  »U.  Ibc  tale  of  IWtly  Foy. 

Slrike.  hi.  <.ild  lyre,  whihl  lUleniOH  d- 

<t.oli>in<lierof.aoidii>lBoT^<. 

T  i<  LiTiLi  <  young  Caiulliu  nf  bia  day, 

iiHUruck  (ilhr  bd  abo  lot[  hu  nay, 

Aa  nrrt.  bul  a>  immoral  in  hii  lay! 

Grieved  lo  condemn,  Ibe  Mum  mual  .lil 

™  on  «(bpa,beue  pan  be  dwells 

Sot  .pare  melodious  .d.ocau*  of  luat. 

Pilrc  ia  Ibe  flame  wliich  o'er  her  nior  bu 

all  vbo  •in  ttie 'idinl  in  liit  glory, - 

From  grouer  incenK  ullh  dt^guil  ibe  In 

ei>e  Ibe  Bud  ibe  hero  oF  lite  Dory. 

Vrl,  kh>d  to  youlb.  thia  eipialinu  n'cr. 

Sbe  bull  lb«  •  mend  Ihy  line  and  nd  do 

aU  penile  CoiIiiHii  pa  iinnolieed  bere. 

.r^idnde..ndluraid,timBdoar'     , 

.For  thee.  Innalslor  of  ihe  tinact  lonu 

,<M  Mbd^.  P4<T--  HK-uI  u»  J'"1u!>.'i.  ^ 


hard  abn  man  10  decite  an  aai. 

ellov-fecliug  nvakei  na  wondmiu  I 

I !  vander-vorklDg  Liwit !  Monk, 
I  f.iin  aouldu  mikt  Pacaaraiii  a  c 

tl,  bind  lb;  brow, 
oioniboul    '  ' 


e,  Apoll«'i  • 


boring  ipeclm  haiTd,  Ihy  kini 
Lcil  chniie  deseriptioni  on  (by  pa0e, 
use  llie  femalei  of  our  modetl  age, 
il.  M.  P.^>  tnnx  whoae  iuFerval  brain 
Tliiii-ibeEled  atamonta  gliitr,  a  grialy  train; 


re.ofwi 


■lone  nn  vaarpii^b  lb 


n  mi^hl  dread  10  dwell. 


Aud  o'er  hannon 
Learn,  if  ihou  ca 
Nor  vend  thy  wu 
Tbink'il  Ibou  In 


Whether  he  ipii; 


i(Wmp4ing  aDmelhing  new  -- 
bia  comedicHi  in  rhynie, 
on  and  B.»nl.t  .alk,  'Bain 


■  ■Tempcr'a  Tnumphi  -  f 


ka  At  w4[a*J  ferbiirtv 


(o 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


^f  u  Music's  Triumphs  »  all  who  read  may  swear 
hat  luckless  Music  never  triumph'd  there.' 

Moravians,  rise !  besCow  some  meet  reward 
^n  dull  Devotion — lo!  the  Sabbath  Bard, 
epulchral  Gbabamb,  pours  his  notes  sublime 
n  mangled  prose,  nor  e'en  a<ipiros  to  rhyme, 
Ireaks  into  blank  the  Gospel  of  St  Luke, 
Lud  boldly  pilfers  from  the  rentateuch ; 
Lud,  undisturb*d  by  conscientious  qualms, 
^rverts  the  Prophets,  and  purloins  the  Psalms.' 

Hail,  Sympathy!  thy  soft  idea  brings 
L  thousand  visions  of  a  tlioasand  things, 
kud  shows,  dissolved  in  thine  own  mellipg  tears, 
he  maudlin  prince  of  mournful  sonneteers, 
ind  art  tliou  not  their  prince,  harmonious  Bowlks? 
hodftrst  great  oracle  of  tender  souls? 
Hiether  in  sighing  winds  thou  seek'st  relief, 
^  consolation  in  a  yellow  leaf; 
^'hether  thy  mase  most  lamentably  tells 
^hat  merry  sounds  proceed  from  Oxford  bells,*^ 
ir,  still  in  l>ells  delighting,  finds  a  friend, 
n  every  chime  that  jingled  from  Ostcud? 
,h!  how  much  juster  were  thy  Ha<;e's  hap, 
'  to  thy  bells  thou  wouldst  but  add  a  cap ! 
irlightful  BowLis!  still  blessing  and  still  blest, 
II  love  thy  strain,  but  children  Uke  it  best. 
'  is  thine,  with  gentle  Littli'i  moral  song, 
6  soothe  the  mania  of  the  amorous  throng! 
rith  thee  our  nursery  damsek  shed  their  tears, 
re  Miss  as  yet  completes  her  infant  years : 
ut  in  her  teens  thy  whining  powers  are  vain : 
he  quits  poor  Bowlbs  for  Little's  purer  strain, 
ow  to  soft  themes  thou  scornest  to  confine    • 
he  lofty  numbers  of  a  hnrp  like  thine  : 
.Vwnke  a  louder  and  a  loftier  strain,  »^ 
uch  as  none  heard  before,  or  will  again; 
rhere  all.  discoveries  jumbled  from  the  flood, 
ince  first  the  leaky  ark  reposed  in  mud, 
y  more  or  less,  are  sung  iu  every  book, 
rom  Captain  Noah  down  to  Captain  Coos, 
or  this  alone,  but  pausing  on  the  road, 
he  bard  sighs  forth  a  gentle  episode  ;^ 
nd  gravely  tells — attend  each  beauteous  Miss ! — 
rhen  first  Madeira  trembled  to  a  kiss. 
owLfS !  in  thy  memory  let  this  precept  dwell, 
tick  to  thy  Sonnets,  man!  at  least  they  sell. 

'  Hatlii'i  two  moM  aotorioa*  TtrM  prodoetioat,  are  «Tr«aaipbi 
'  T«inper,-*  and  a  Triampha  of  Moair.a  He  bat  alao  writtea  murh 
medy  in  rliyme,  Bpi«llra,  etc.  etc.  Aa  ha  i«  rather  an  elegant  writer 
'  netet  and  biography,  letuarecomoiaadPera'aAdricc  to  Wrcaaiiar 

Mr  H.'a  conaideration }  riz.  ■  to  cob? ert  hia  poetry  iato  proae,*  which 
ay  be  eaaily  dona  by  taking  away  the  final  ayllable  of  each  couplet. 

*  Mr  GB4B4aa  baa  poured  forth  two  Toloaaee  of  Cant,  under  the 
ime  of  •  Sabbath  Walka,a  aad  ■  Biblical  Pictarea.* 

*  See  Bowfcia'a  Sonaeu,  etc.— •  Sonnet  to  Oatord.a  aad  aSuataa 
I  bearing  the  Bella  of  Oatead.a 

*  ■  Awake  a  louder.*  etc.  etc.  ia  the  firat  line  in  BewKu'a  a  Spirit 
r  DiaroTcryt*  a  rery  apirited  and  pretty  Dwarf  Epic.  AiBoag  other 
quiaiie  linee  we  bate  the  foUowiog:  — 

. A  KIm 

Stole  OB  the  liat'niag  ailencc.  ace^M 

Here  beard |  tbey  trembled  even  at^^^  power,*  etc  ate. 

■That  !a,  the  woeJa  of  Madeira  trembled  la  a  kiea,  very  imieh  aue- 
thed.  aa  well  they  might  be,  at  auch  a  phenomeaoa. 

*  The  epSaode  above  alladed  to  ia  the  atory  of  ■  Robert  a  Machin.* 
id  •  Anna  d'Arfei,*  a  pair  of  conauni  lovere,  who  pcrfonned  the  hiaa 
tOTeHBentioncd,  that  aiariled  the  wood*  of  Madeira. 


But  if  some  new4>orn  whim,  or  larger  bribe. 

Prompt  thy  crude  brain,  and  claim  thee  for  a  •cribe; 

If  chance  some  bard,  though  once  by  dunces  fsord. 

Now,  prone  in  dust,  can  only  be  rrrered ; 

If  Pope,  whose  fame  and  genius  from  the  first 

Have  foil'd  tlie  best  of  critics,  needs  the  vorst. 

Do  thou  e<(say ;  each  fault,  each  failing  scmn ; 

The  first  of  poets  was,  alas!  but  man! 

Rake  from  each  ancient  dunghill  every  peart. 

Consult  Lord  Fanny,  and  confide  in  Gorll;* 

Let  all  the  scandals  of  a  former  age 

Perch  on  thy  pen  and  flutter  o'er  thy  page; 

Affect  a  candour  which  thou  canst  not  feel. 

Clothe  envy  in  the  garb  of  honest  seal ; 

Write  a.s  if  St  John's  soul  could  still  inspire. 

And  do  from  hate  what  Maulbt*  did  for  hire. 

Oh !  hadst  thou  lived  in  that  congenial  time. 

To  rave  with  Dbxnis,  and  with  Ralph  to  rhyme,' 

Throng'd  with  the  rest  around  liis  living  head, 

Not  raised  thy  hoof  against  the  lion  dead, 

A  meet  reward  had  crown'd  thy  glorious  gains. 

And  link'd  thee  to  the  Dunciad  for  thy  pains.^ 

.  Another  Epic!  who  inflicts  again 
More  books  of  blank  upon  the  sons  of  men? 
Ikeotian  Cottli,  rich  Bristowa's  boast, 
Imports  old  stories  from  tlie  Cambrian  coast. 
And  sends  hi^  goods  to  market-— all  alive ! 
Lines  forty  thousand.  Cantos  twenty-five! 
Fresh  fish  from  Helicon!  who  11  buy?  who  *U  buy? 
The  precious  bargain  's  cheap— in  ^ith  not  I. 
Too  much  in  turtle  Bristol's  sons  delight, 
Too  much  o'er  bowls  of  'rack  prolong  the  night : 
If  commerce  fills  the  purse,  she  clogs  <he  brain. 
And  Amos  Cottli  strikes  the  Lyre  in  vain. 
In  him  an  author  s  luckless  lot  behold ! 
Condemn'd  to  make  the  books  which  once  he  told. 
Oh!  Amos  Cottle I^Pliosbus !  what  a  name 
To  fill  the  speaking  trump  of  future  fame ! — 
Oh !  Amos  Cottli  !  for  a  moment  think 
What  meagre  profits  spread  from  pen  and  ink ! 
When  thus  devoted  to  poetic  dreams, 
Who  will  peruse  thy  prostituted  reams? 
Oh !  pen  perverted !  paper  misapplied ! 
Had  Cottli^  still  adom'd  the  counter's  side, 
Bent  o'er  the  desk,  or,  bom  to  useful  toils, 
Been  taught  to  make  the  paper  which  he  soils. 
Ploughed,  delved,  or  plied  the  oar  with  lusty  limb. 
He  had  not  sung  of  Wales,  nor  I  <^  him. 

As  Sisyphus  against  the  infernal  steep 
Rolls  the  hifge  rock,  whose  motions  ne'er  may  sleep, 

*  CtKLt  ia  one  of  the  heroee  a^Pbe  Donriad,  and  waa  a  booakadfer. 
Lord  Fanny  i«  the  poetical  name  of  Lord  Hbbtit,  aafhor  of  *  Liana  to 
the  imitator  of  Horace- • 

*Lord  BoiiKfiaaOKB  hired  MAtiar  to  traducaPora  after  hiadeceaae. 
becanae  the  poet  bad  retained  aomc  copiea  of  a  work  by  I.ord  Bolibc- 
BBOKa(the  Patriot  Ring),  which  that  eplendid,  but  BMligBaBi  gaaiua. 
had  ordf  red  to  be  deatroyed. 
>  Dinaia  tha  critic,  and  RaLra  the  rfaymeeter. 

•  Silence,  ye  wolreal  while  Ralph  toCyatbia  bevh. 
Making  night  bideona— anawer  him,  ye  owlal* — JhtacM^. 

*  See  BowLBfl'a  late  edition  of  Pora'a  worka,  for  which  ha  received 
in{  I.  :  th-'B  Mr  B.  baa  eBparftaeed  bow  much  caaiar  it  ia  to  profit  by 
(he  repataiion  of  another,  than  to  elevate  hia  own. 

*  Mr  CoTTLc.  Aaoa  or  Joasra,  I  don't  know  whirb,  but  one  or  both, 
once  aallert  of  hooka  they  did  not  write,  and  uow  writera  of  hooka  that 
do  not  aril,  have  publiahed  a  pair  of  Epica.  •  Alfred*  (poor  Alfred  : 
Pra  hat  been  at  him  loo  !)  and  the  Fall  of  •  Cambria.* 


lOb  bir  ihrj  iwc,  and  miglii  hiTC  bkiamd  ai 
HifioluiH  periih'd  by  ili>  nocilwio  I  Jul. 
il  ID  ibe  hud  by  l^Uedoniao  guJh, 
iluHouu  v|[]iiTr«%ibBbLail  pre  villa  1 
,ii  Iwi  oorki  Ici  eduiieSiittrutB  vh|> 
uo  rud«  lianij  dulurb  ibcir  curly  &l«p '  * 

|«f !  vby  ibguld  Lbe  Bird  al  once  rwign 
^inia  Foourhnni  ilu  ucnd  Mm) 
'■'DiinlMl  by  Ilia  mingled  howl 

it  aliU  id  dtfkart*  pro*! . 
II  Ibvy  proy. 


Aiari  tcK  >Hi|hiy,  bui  viih  bian  at  bbck, 
Mce  *>  vUlius  lo  d«nc  ibe  nek; 

irU  bfrlima.  Ibou^  bU  ihil  ll« 


■  P-fiy  tool, 

,       .  "'  p.lro.111  sU< 

Oc  iwaj  Ihcy  (nrfeiicd  brfun 


M  00  tbc  (rrtikihoro  dF  Tife. 
Ml  II  ncnd  in  hli  fnumnin, 
^on  Mmeiiaiu  Kck  ibr  Add  of  Kan  1 

glnriniii.  alBioil  fatal  frrs. 


tx^::- 


^ 


Dork  roll'd  Ihe  •ympalbMlc  vaiH  uf  Fgnb. 
to*  groin'd  ibo  mnled  »birlirindi  gf  ibcuMih; 
TwiiD  rufBfd  balf  hl>  *ave  lo  fofm  a  tear, 
Tbc  oibrr  bnlf  pursued  ilt  calm  career;  ■ 
AiTDPi't  Hrrp  luminit  nodded  la  ili  boH^ 
The  unrly  Tolboolb  irarcely  kip<  licr  pUce  ; 
TbcTolboDlb  felt— for  marble  loiwiimet  cau, 


Flpv'd  all  Ibf  Canonvale  whb  inky  <Ir«RU, 
Th»  i>f  bit  Fiodonr  aecni'd  Oie  table  dew, 
Tim  of  tail  TOlaur  ibov'd  die  blondlew  hu«. 

The  minf  led  cmblenii  of  bit  mi||h[y  mind. 
Bui  l^ilnlaaii'B  Gnddeu  boier'd  o'er 
The  SrM.  lud  uied*  Mdi  fram  llie  wnlh  of  Hoo 
Fron  fltlitr  pitiol  snnicKd  Ibe  venijerul  lead, 
And  hiraiehl  rt^itored  il  I9=fcer  fatouriKi  lioad : 


,  ■  ne'er  tbini  for  gore  agaiu, 


O'er  poliliu  and  pony  prctide, 

Bbbii  uf  tfiy  eouuiry,  and  BriiuiDia'i  enide! 

Or  Seoiiiib  latte  decidet  on  Engliili  <rll, 

Hor  any  dare  in  lake  iby  nime  in  viiD. 


ebold  a  . 


rnlhee 


lefiilu  of  ilie  cr 


Wc^"'^i^T^^^'r^' 


BYBON*S  WORKS. 


ig  Stdxrt'  too  thy  bitter  page  shall  ^seek, 

classic  Hallam,*  mach  renovn'd  for  Greek, 
rr  may  perchance  his  name  and  influence  lend, 

pnhry  Pi  loins'  shall  traduce  his  friend: 
lie  jay  Thalia's  luckless  votary,  Lambi,4 
le  himself  was  damn'd,  shall  try  to  damn. 
)wa  be  tliy  name,  unbounded  be  thy  sway ! 

lloLLAHP's  banquets  shall  each  toil  repay; 
ile  grattliil  Britain  yields  the  praise  she  o^cs 
loLLANDs  hirelings,  and  to  licaming's  foes, 
mark  one  caution,  ere  thy  next  Review 
>ad  its  li(;hl  winfjK  of  saffron  and  of  blue, 
are  lest  blundering  Brougham  '  dr>troy  the  s:tlc, 
n  beef  to  bannocks,  raulillowers  to  kail.n 
s  having  said,  the  killed  goildcss  kist 
Non,  and  vanish'd  in.a  ScottiMh  mist.  ^ 
itrious  lIoLLiXD !  hard  wnukl  lie  his  lot, 
hirelinffs  mcnlion'd,  and  himself  ftirgot ! 
,LAND,  -with  IfsffRT  Pkttt  at  his  back, 

whipper-in  and  huntsman  of  tlie  pack, 
t  I>e  the  banquets  spread  at  Holland  llou«ic, 
r>re  Scotchmen  feed,  and  critics  may  carousi;! 
[%  long  beneath  that  hotpitable  roof, 
II  Oub-street  dine,  while  duns  arc  kept  aloof, 
honest  11  ALLAN  lay  aside  his  fork, 
tinio  his  pen,  review  hi»  lonUhip's  work, 
I,  (^tcful  to  the  founder  of  the  feast, 
Ian*  his  landlord  can  translate,  at  leai^t!? 
icdin !  view  thy  children  with  delight, 
y  write  for  food,  and  fired  becauMt  they  write: 
1  lest,  when  healed  with  th'  unusual  gra|M\ 
10  glowing  thoughts  should  to  the  press  escape , 

TliA  Rrr.  StbSit  Smiti.  ihe  ropotnl  Author  of  PeUr  Plyaley't 

rrt,  and  •iindry  rriiicitm*. 

^IrlltLiAM  reriowecl   Pttic  Kiicrt'*  Ta«le,  and  wa«  Mr«eJio|;l; 

•  on  vomr  Greek   rrrtr*  ihrrrin  :  it  wm  not  diacowrvd  lliat  lh« 
were  PisDAt'i,  till  >!>*  prMi  rendered  it  impoktihle  to  t-amel  ibe 

|ae,  illicit  »till  ttandi  an  «vrrla«ting  nit>iiument  o  IKbLAii't  in- 
iilT. 

le  u!d  IiiLi««  iaincrated,  l>«raa«e  he  it  falfly  arcuacd.  te«in|j[ 
he  never  dineih  al  Ilolljnd  HouM.  If  ihia  be  tmr.  I  jim  torry — 
for  hiving  mU  to.  but  on  bia  acrount.  at  I  undaratind  hi*  lord- 
t  fraalt  are  preferahle  to  hia  rompo«itiona.  If  ha  did  not  review 
llou.*!i>'t  pertorwuaet,  I  an  glad,  betauae  it  matt  ha*«  hern 
Ful  to  read,  and  iiktomc  to  praiae  it.  If  Mr  IIallah  will  u-U  ma 
did  review  it.  the  raal  Bam*  ahall  find  a  place  in  the  teit,  provided 
riheleaathataid  namebeof  Iwuerthodev  aaoairalt^llablei,  andwill 

•  inlu  the  verta  ;  till  then,  IIalia  ■  BiHt  aiaad  for  want  of  a  better. 
PiLLAMfl  ia  1  tutor  at  Eton. 

The   Hon.  O.    Lamii  reviewed    ■  RaaMroaa'a  Miaeriet,*  and   it 

>over  author  of  a  Farce  enartad  with  niuh  appiauae  al  tho  Prioi), 

mora,   and  damned  witli  grr«t  eipediiiun  at  the  late  Theatre  Co- 

i<Sarden.      Ii  wat  eulilled  •  Whittle  for  it.a 

Mr  BaoofiUAH,  ia  "K^  \\V  of  the  iMinburgb  Reviev,  throughout 

rlitle  lonirroing  I>i>n  I'rJro  deCaf allot,  baa  ditpUyod  more  uuli- 

ihan  polity  ;  inany  of  tho  worthy  bnrgCMea  of  Edinburgh  being  »u 

ited   at  the  infamona   principUi  it  evimea,  at  lo  haro  vitlidia«a 

'  tulttrriptiona. 

aeema  that  Mr  Baoreata  ii  sot  a  Pirt.  aa  I  inppoaed,  but  a  bor- 

r,  and  hit  name  it  pioooamod  Brwom,  ftom   Frent  to  Tay.     bo 

[  ought  to  apologiw  to  the  worthy  Deitlet  for  lolrodnring  a  new 
Iria  with  tbort  pcukoatt  to  their  noiiie;  but.  alat!  what  wat  to 
noe  '  I  could  not  tay  Caledonia'*  Gcaiut,  it  being  well  kaowu  thnr 
I  Oeaiut  to  be  found  from  Claikmaanan  lo  Caiihncta  i  yet,  without 
rnatural  ageuiy,^  how  vat  Irfftry  to  Itc  aavrd?  The  •  njtiooal 
iiet.v  etc.  are  too  anpaaiical,  and  iht  •  Ih-owniat*  aad  ■  GaJe 
hl>ourt>  (Spirita  of  a  good  ditpo«itioflj^  rafuted  to  esiriiair  h  m. 
iddett  therrfora  hat  bean  ralird  for  tha  pnrpoie,  and  great  oufh: 

•  ihr  (;ratiiiije  of  JefTrry,  treiiig  it  it  the   ouly  rommunication  h<: 
held,  or  it  likriy  to  hold,  with  any  thing  bravaaly. 

Loiil  II.  hat  iraotlaied  tome  tperimena  of  LoMde  ^''f;*  interlr.i 
it  life  of  the  AuiUiir  i  both  ara  bepraitrd  |y  Ilia  dtiimlervtleJ 
V . 


And  tinge  with  red  the  female  reader's  cherk« 
My  lady  skims  the  cream  of  each  critiifue ; 
Breatlies  o'er  the  page  her  purity  of  soul. 
Reforms  each  error  and  refioes  the  whole.* 

Now  to  the  Drama  turn :  Oh  motley  siglit ! 
What  precious  scenes  the  wondering  eyrs  invite ! 
PUns,  and  a  prince  within  a  barrel  pent,* 
.Vud  Dibuin's  nonsense,  yield  complete  cpnienl. 
Tliough  now,  tliank  Heaven!  the  Rosciomania 'a  o'er, 
And  full-gro^n  actors  are  endured  once  more; 
Yet  wliat  avail  their  vain  attempla  to  please. 
While  British  critics  suffer  scenes  Kke  tliese? 
While    Rry.iolds   vents   his  «dammes,    poobs,*   and  • 

«  i(iunds,M^ 
And  common-place,  and  commcm  sense  confounds? 
While  Krnny's  WoHd,  just  suffer'd  to  proceed. 
Proclaims  the  audience  very  kind  indeed? 
.\nd  Beaumoxt'i  pilfer'd  Caratach  affords 
A  tragedy  complete  in  all  but  words 7  4 
Who  but  niuM  mourn  while  tliese  are  all  the  rage. 
The  degradation  of  our  vaunted  ^get 
Heavens !  is  all  sense  of  sliame'and  talent  gone? 
Have  vtr  no  Uving  banl  of  merit? — none! 
Awake,  (Ikokuk  Colmaft,  CLMiiaLAiiD,  awake! 
Ring  the  alanim-bell,  let  foUy  quake ! 
Oh  Sheridan  !  if  aught  can  move  thy  pen, 
l^t  Comedy  resume  her  throne  again. 
Abjure  the  mummery  of  German  schools, 
I.eave  new  Pizarros  to  translating  fools ; 
(jive,  as  thy  last  memorial  to  the  age. 
One  classic  Drama,  and  reform  the  stage, 
(•ods !  o'er  those  boards  sliall  Folly  rear  her  licad 
Where  (^^asrick  trod,  and  Kemblb  lives  to  tread? 
On  those  shall  Farce  display  Buffoonery's  mask. 
And  IIooKE  conceal  his  heroes  in  a  cask? 
Shall  siipient  managers  new  scenes  produce 
Fntni  (Cherry,  SKErrinoTOv,  and  Mothbh  Goose  ? 
While  SutKSPEARR,  Otwat,  Massingkr,  forgot, 
On  stalls  must  moulder,  or  in  closets  rot? 
Lo!  with  what  pomp  the  daily  prints  proclaim 
The  ri%al  candidates  for  .\ltic  fonie ! 
In  grim  array  though  Lewis'  spectres  rise. 
Still  Skekfmgton  and  Goose  divide  the  prise. 
And  sure  ^reat  SKEFri.^6To.<<t  must  claim  our  praise. 
Fur  skirtlcss  coaLs  and  skeletons  of  plays 
Reaovku'd  alike;  vthose  genius  ne'er  confines 
Her  flight  to  ganii>li  Grrexwoou's  gay  designs;* 
Ntir  sleeps  with  u  Sleeping  Reautie$,H  but  anon 
In  fne  facetious  act«i  coiws  thundering  on,^ 
While  })oor  John  Bull,  bovtilder'd  with  the  .scene. 
Stares,  wondering  vtliat  the  devil  it  can  mean; 

• 

*  Certain  it  it,  her  ladythip  b  auapciiod  of  bating  diapUjed  her 
matchlrt*  wit  ia  ibe  Kdinhurgh  Review <  however  thai  may  be.  vr  koow 
from  go«»d  aiiibiiril)  that  the  Buou»«.ripta  are  tabmiti«d  lo  her  penttai 
—no  doubi  for  torretlion. 

'  In  the  mrlo-drame  of  Tekeli,  that  heroic  priaee  ia  clapt  iato  a 
liarrel  on  the  ttage — a  new  aiylum  for  ditiretted  beroea. 

*  All  ihetc  arc  farourili*  etprettioni  of  Mr  R.  and  promiaeat  ia  hu 
Comedirt,  living  and  defunct. 

<  Mr  T.  Sheridan  the  new  Manager  of  I>niiy>LaBe  Theatra,  tliipped 
the  Tragedy  of  Boodura  of  the  Dialogue,  and  exhibited  the  accaca  at 
ihe  tpectacict  of  Caraciata*.  Waa  tliia  worthy  of  b-a  tire,  or  of 
hiiutelf!  * 

*  Mr  Gattiwoua  it,  we  Wlieve,  ^rane-Painter  to  Drory-Laae  Ibe- 
aire     aa  aurh  Mr  S.  it  muth  iodi-liteJ  in  him. 

*  Mr  S.  it  ihr  illuttriiHtt  author  of  the  •  .Sleeping  Beauty  ;•  anduime 
Comodiet.  paiiiculaily  ■  Yaidi  and  Bathclort,*  Raccalaurn  l>ai.n!o 
tnagia  quam  lauro  digni. 

I 
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pn  ikcp,iih)  JoliD  HppliuiU  11  loo. 

twenoir,  ah!  whttrlatr  tiiaa\i  wiiui 

ttB  BnloBf'.  an  yc  drad  lailumr, 
[w  duliwis,  d(i  ft  fear  id  bUmcl 

blh.».bi«Ofourpf«BIB« 

MidklnrlHiaora  SaUI'i.  Aicei 
A)1vy  HOile  on  IliiJ,-t  burra°n^ 
fiUp  Caidani'i  ^oMlaaiu,  ■      . 
MiovD  dnga  lipid*  no  hlrrr  trace 
pMn  puH*  aHlunoiir  Ikuiii  ffrimacn. 

m  ADKNIt,  ikiird  <n  Fi<TT  nrt, 
ImmKn.  bui  «irru|ii  iIif  bun. 
tmiiic  MJi»  o'er  ihc  Idvd, 
■bd  liet  and  huai  decanioi  doini ; 
pd  Mnunpau  languiili  o*rt  Dnhays, 
ll  ibc  prWDHc  vhicli  hi^form  diipliiyi : 
hflon  bounds  btton  Ibc  ennptunil  lool 
BrnffqwHt  ■nd  MripLing  dukei; 
Ftnra  Ifcbui  eyt  tbr  lireiy  Prrclfl 
|r  li)|tii  limbi  ibil  .pum  ilic  ondl™  «il 
Idiiu  bve  bcr  breul  of  uoit, 
|wirliitearniuidpoiiiLjtlK  pliiDltod^ 


fur  tJie  aigbl  wraelaldr  lilW  au 
Appcsn  tli^bqni"  vliidi  liif  innilrin  wa<. 
TUf  rurUtn  dropped,  iha  ({ay  burkiia  o'ffr» 
~"     «udirn«  Likr>  lUcir  lum  flpon  lb«  Ba|^ 
'  puuuil  Die  mtm  Iha  cnnjiiii,  ■la«-(^P«-.tp, 
r  in  InUKvuhi  (he  Iliid-dad  daugbCitnpiip: 
tIrsL  ju  knjjiboufd  liuc  raajcfhiic  nrini, 
1riJ>t  ditplay  ilic  fnc,  uBfalter'd  limb : 
M-  for  Ilibcrnu  •  lui»  loiu  n-pilr 


I J  ffi«r  a  Iddk  id  genial  ihoughr, 

lie  yDunpler.  junl  miuni'd  from  Spuiu, 


If  mud  viih  lou,  b 

And  all  yonr  hope  i 


fnllT,  Gni>il[e  aud  ArB}!'  I ' 
D  prsud  pidire,  FaiJiicH>-|i  liallav'd  fane 

E'itherpantlt  for  ilio  mDilcy  miin, 
Mw  Pelreniui'  of  Ibeday. 
■a  and  of  play  I 

ufl  laicivioiu  IjiT, 


lods  or  watch  Uiy  va 
by  lian,  and  fnrgal  by  all, 

ike  CuiDKia,'  and  like  FtLtiu 


TriiiluilRl  bv  iu 


^  £u,  niMiic,  or  your>eiebbouf'«  ipou 


l.l«.t..I»l.(Tl> 


Rh  db  I.  <h.  w  I  «J^  IMiir^.  1...  "..nl 


" 


nod  on  Ibe  coming  trick 

ldlP<)Tfbr  your  lib, 
'iDar  for  your  -witt^ 

■        Ttbly  ra 


'\\v  Ibi^  pflUikeuce  from  out  Ibe  laod 

1 — lra«1  thinking  uf  a  tlam^ulcftt  tli 
.liiM  d  111  kan*  Ilic  ri||1it  gn^RiiuF  ll 


D,  dotruy  Ibc  publia 
Mrioutfricod  Mill  hi 
I,  mRblliilg  IddI,  Iki 


Tbrn  dcrp  my  pen  for  ei 
Be  uuly  board  la  hail  bioi 


e  praiK,  iIhhi^I 
e  mmt  apply. 


,.tai.i.  i-<r.i«.«.~(.j 


.^ 
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BYIION'S  WORKS. 


As  for  the  smaller  fry,  who  swarm  in  shoals, 
rom  silly  lUriz  '  up  to  simple  Rowlks, 
rhy  should  we  call  them  from  their  dark  abode, 
1  hroad  St  Giles's  or  in  Tottenham  Ruad? 
t  (since  some  men  of  fashion  nobly  dare 
o  scrawl  in  verse)  from  Bood^street,  or  the  Square? 
F  things  of  ton  their  harmless  lays  indite, 
lost  wisely  d|Mn'd  to  shun  the  public  sight, 
IThal  harml^Pspite  of  every  critic  elf, 
ir  T.  may  read  his  stanxas  to  himself; 
IiLES  AMiaaws  still  his  strength  in  couplets  try, 
>nd  live  in  prologues,  though  his  dramas  die. 
ords  too  are  bards:  such  things  at  times  befal, 
lUd  't  is  some  praise  in  peers  to  write  at  all. 
'et,  did  or  taste  or  reason  *\>  ay  the  times, 
li !  who  would  take  tlicir  titles  with  their  rhymes? 
lOscoMMOif !  Sheffibld  !  with  yonr  spirits  fled, 
fo  future  laurels  deck  a  noble  head ; 
[o  muse  will  cheer,  with  renovating  smile, 
he  paralytic  puling  of  Caklislr  : 
he  |>uny  school-boy  and  his  early  lay 
leu  pardon,  if  his  follies  pass  away  ; 
ut  who  forgives  4lic  senior's  ceaseless  vetue, 
\rhose  hairs  grow  hoary  as  his  rhymes  grow  worse  ? 
rhat  heterogeneous  honours  deck  the  peer ! 
ord,  rhymester,  petit-maitre,  pamphleteer !  * 
o  dull  in  youth,  so  drivelling  itfkis  age, 
lis  scenes  alone  had  damn'd  odRioking  stage : 
ut  managers  for  once  cried  «  hold  enough  !m 
For  druggd  their  andienco  with  the  tragic  stuff, 
et  at  their  judgment  let  his  lordship  laugh, 
.nd  case  liis  volumes  ia  eongenial  calf: 
'es !  doff  that  covering  where  morocco  shines,    ^ 
jid  hang  a  calf-skiu^  on  those  recreant  lines. 

With  you,  ye  Druids !  rich  in  native  lead, 
1*110  daily  scribble  for  your  daily  bread, 
V'itli  you  I  war  not :  Gifford's  heavy  hand 
las  crush'd,  withool  MBorsc,  yoitr  numerous  band, 
^n  w  all  tlie  talents  n  fMtt  yonr  venal  spleen, 
VTant  your  defence,  let  pity  be  your  screen. 
«t  monodies  on  Fox  regale  yonr  crew, 
kud  Melville's  MantM  prove  a  blanket  too ! 
^e  coamon  Leflie  waits  each  hapless  bard, 
ind  peace  be  with  yon !  't  is  your  be^-t  reward, 
uch  damning  fame  as  Dunciads  only  give, 
rf>uld  bid  your  lines  beyond  a  morning  live ; 
iut  now  at  once  your  fleeting  labours  close, 
Vith  names  of  greater  note  in  blest  repose, 
'ar  be  't  from  me  unkindly  to  upbraid 
"he  lovely  Ros\*s  prose  in  masquerade, 

*  'Wh'rt  woald  b«  tli«  triiiineai*  of  lh«  Perfian  Anacrcon.  Tlirii. 
lalJ  be  rite  frein  hi*  •pIradUl  leiMalibre  at  .Sherraf.  wh^rr  li^  rrpo%r« 
iih  PitDOoii  BB<lS*Bi,  ihcOrieatjIHoMiaandCAraitDt,  aaJ  brbald 
it  nana  aiautned  by  one  Siorr  of  Dtonnaa,  the  raoM  imiindeBi  aa^ 
lecrabio  of  literary  poacber«  for  the  djily  priai*  i 

*  The  Earl  of  Carii*lehai  lalrly  puMiahad  an  ei^hlr^n-penny  pam- 
blel  on  ibr  alaie  of  tht  tttg;  and  ofTrrt  b=«  plan  fur  buil.iing  a  new 
ilea  ire :  il  it  to  be  boped  bia  lurd»hip  will  he  prrmicird  to  bring 
»rvard  any  thing  for  ihe  atjilt,  osropt  hia  own  tr^sediea. 

s   •  I>ofr  that  lioiir*  Vide. 
And  hang  a  ealf'oliia  on  ihuae  reereant  limb*.* 

5R*Kt.     Ai'it^  /oAn. 

ord  C.  •  worlia,  moat  reapleodeotly  bonnd,  form  a  ronapicuous  orna- 
lent  lo  b>«  book-abeUea  i 

•  The  re»t  i«  all  but  leather  and  prunrlU.n^k 

<  Miltillb'i  Mantle,  a  parody  on  aDijib**  Manilf,*  a  porm. 


Whose  strains,  the  faithful  echoes  of  ber  mind, 
I>eave  wondering  comprehension  far  behind,  * 
Though  Ceusca's  l>ards  no  more  our  jouruals  fill. 
Some  stragglers  skirmisli  round  their  coluain*  alilL 
List  of  the  howling  host  which  once  was  Bell's, 
MATiLOi  snivels  yet,  and  Hafiz  yelli; 
And  Mlery's  metaphors  appear  anew. 
Chain  d  to  the  signature  of  O.  P.  (}.' 

When  some  brisk  youth,  the  tenant  of  a  stall. 
Employs  a  |)en  less  {Miinted  than  his  awl, 
I<eii>(s  his  snug  shop,  forsakes  Us  tfPKt  of  shoes, 
St  Oispin  quits,  and  cobbles  for  tM  Siuse, 
Ilraxns!  ho^  the  \ulgar  stare!  how  crowds  applaud! 
Ilo^  ladie.s  read,  and  literati  laud! 
If  chance  some  wicked  wag  should  pass  his  jest, 
Tis  siiecr  ill-nature,  don't  the  world  know  bcstf 
Geuius  must  guide  when  wits  admire  the  rhyme, 
And  OvpKL  LoFFT^  declares 't  is  quite  sablime. 
Hear,  then,  ye  happy  sons  of  needless  trade! 
Swains !  quit  the  plou(;ii,  resign  the  useless  spade : 
Lu !  Ut'RNS  and  ItLooMFiKLD,^  nay,  a  greater  Hr^ 
GiKKORi)  was  born  beneath  an  adverse  star. 
Forsook  the  labours  of  a  servile  state, 
Sieinm'd  the  rude  storm,  and  triumph'd  over  Fate. 
Then  why  no  more?  if  Phoebus  smiled  on  you, 
Hloomkikld!  why  not  on  brother  ?(athan  too? 
Iliui  too  the  .Mania,  not  the  Muse,  has  seized; 
Not  inspiration,  hut  a  miihl  diseased: 
And  now  no  boor  can  seek  his  last  abode. 
No  common  bo  inrlosc^l,  without  an  ode. 
Oh  !  since  increased  refinement  deigns  to  smila 
On  Hriiain's  sons,  and  bless  our  genial  isle, 
l^t  Poesy  go  f«»rth,  pervade  the  whole, 
Alike  the  rustic  and  mechanic  soul: 
Ye  tuneful  cobblers  !  still  yoiu*  notes  prolong, 
ConipoNe  at  once  a  slipper  and  a  song ; 
So  shall  the  fair  your  handiwork  pentse; 
Your  sonnets  sure  shall  please— perhaps  yonr  slices. 
M.iv  MoorlantP  wea>ers  boast  Pindaric  skill. 
And  tailors'  lays  be  longer  than  their  bill! 
While  punctual  beaux  rewanl  the  gratefnl  notes, 
And  pay  for  poems — when  they  pay  for  coats. 

To  the  famed  throng  now  paid  the  tribute  due, 
Neglecietl  (icnius!  let  me  turn  to  you. 
dome  forth.  Oh  (^iMrBtLt!^  gi^e  thy  talents  scope; 
Who  dares  aspire  if  thou  must  cease  to  hope? 
And  thou,  melmlious  Rogers!  rise  at  last^ 
Uecal  the  pleasing  memory  of  the  {Kist ; 

t  This  loTcly  lillle  JcMiia,  the  daughter  of  the  noted  Jew  K--  -. 
•eema  i<>  hr  a  f»il»wrr  of  ihr  D  IL  Crtitca  Sthnol.  and  ho*  pnbliabed 
tw.i  fiilumr*  ui'  vrry  ret|ic<uble  aboirjiltea  in  rhyme.  m%  tintra  go; 
betiJaa  Mindry  nox-U  in  ili«  aljla  of  ihr  tirat  edition  nf  th«  Monh. 

*  TliefC  are  the  tigiiaiura*  uf  f«riuu«  «orthi«a  who  figur*  ia  the 
pnrtirji  d<*p«rimeiit«  of  ili«  newtp.ipcra. 

*  C«rBi  l.orri,  Kaq  ,  the  Mirccnja  orthoemaliera.aMd  Prefaco-vritrr 
l^eaeral  to  di«irea«e<J  vrrarmrn  ;  a  kind  of  gratia  arrouchear  to  th«H« 
«hai  «iab  to  bo  driitcred  of  rhynir,  but  do  not  know  how  to  being  il 
fortU 

*  Sea  NkTiiaiBii  DLOOMriaia**  oiie.  eUgy,  or  whatever  bo  or  ony 
oor  «Ue  rh>K)«e«  lu  «-ali  it,  no  the  •  iiiloaarr  or  •  Monin<)lOA  Greeu.a 

*  Vide  •  tletolleitioni  of  a  Wiarcr  in  the  Moorland*  of  SCafrnrJ- 
ahire.*  d|k 

*  It  wonlJ  be  «iiperfluoutwpTeral  to  the  mind  of  the  reader  tlir 
author  of  ■  The  riiature«  of  Memory,*  and  ■  Tlir  Plejaurra  <.f  Hope.* 
the  ntoti  hi  dutiful  diiladir  pofm*  in  nur  |jn(;iia(;r,  ifwr  eicepi  Fop«** 
K««jy  on  Man:  hut  ao  many  porladrr*  lla*^  tiartrd  op,  that  oroo  the 
name!  of  CkMratLL  and  flociat  are  brivina  •(range. 
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o  .onlnl  tons  lUy  l.JJn.'J  lyrt? 

Ai,d.l™.n.lcth.Kf«brrKlfl 

Th.i  farr  ill  vimir'.  miim  IcI  C 

Tlinuoh  nilurF'i  aterniii^funtF 

Ml  bnp«  villi  pitHu  Cowrii  i]«pT 
h.pfr,rroii>lii.«t]dbi«.l»liinu,     . 

n-1io«pA>ndpcatilyii>Uii>i 

Wl™,  \,,st  al(^l^,m  sffB^.  ihr  mo 


n'by  (liLinlivnCirrAkfiT  1f1  lunikftipiin- 

Aro  IbcTV  DO  foUia  For  his  pea  la  pur^l 

Are  Ibcro  00  foaU  vbOBC  luckt  clerTuind  (he  scDvr^T 

ARib«enoHCB  focSmin'i  Burd  la  emi! 

Sullu  BDt  fignilk  Vi«  io  every  sinri! 

Sliflll  peer*  or  princeii  trod  Pollutioii'f  pmli. 


yit\kt  txi]  twn  bdler,  oi 
Uiiliii|ipTW.iii!>»l 


Whid  Scimce-  alf  dafmy'il  her  bvontile  wrn  !■ 
4!  ahe  loo  mufh  indulf^d  rhf  fiind  purAiir, 
e  Hv'it  tbe  «edi,  hni  dotli  hss  nap'd  ilie  fruiL 
*■•  ttiiue  own  gniiui  (piie  (he  Bqil  tilow, 
li  help'il  la  phDT  the  vniind  thol  bid  thee  low  : 

So  thr  amek  e«jle,  ilrrtclid  upon  Clin  ptiEn, 


TIWK 


ougli  rollinc  cl, 

■ini^d  Ibr  dinft  l]i;il  quiier'd  in  lt>>  hem : 
1  Here  bit  pnnp,  bm  kpontr  hi  id  frel 
aned  Ihe  pinion  whicb  impeird  Ibeurel. 


ot  ioiprli  ihr  moilerii  hnni  Io 

>  irw  that  >U  vlio  rhyme,  nn< 

Shrink  from  iImI  fiiul  nord  Id  p 


i'"";;'^'''i°ii^?r"°i"*'  u"*?'" 


E 


t=r',lin*y^ 


re  dwell  The  HhKt  si  Ilieir  natal  hour; 
te  ttrpi  haii^jpn'd.  vhow  eye  hna  mark'd  ut 
climr  that  nunHl  Ihe  uint  dF  (nn|;  and  war, 
.renes  whicli  Eiorj  milt  mutl  horer  o'er, 


And  liewo  Iheir  rem  nan 
.r!"'l«.lhyha| 
ihoTC]^  of  Gloryi  aJ 


,j ,..,.. 


iu^iog  lasle  combined  id  cnll  the  vreaib 

Iheir  iTnanled  fragraace  flung, 
e  itie  beauiKi  of  ycHir  natiii  IDnipi*, 

Hie  gloriom  ipiril  nF  Ihe  Grecian  miw, 
ThooBh  iioFi  Ihe eibn.  «^om  „  bom.d  lone, 
fipign  Aibaio'i  lyre,  and  tlrike  tout  oub. 

Lci  ibe«,  or  >nc1i  ■•  Ilie«,  4>  ju"  aptdaiue, 
Restore  Ihe  Hufi-'f  Yiol»tnl  Uws  : 

Ttim  miHlily  rnaXer  oF  unmeaoinE  rhyme; 

Wliote  gilded  crmbali.  more  adom'd  Uud  cle^ 

Tlie  eye  dcllebted,  but  htiEDed  Uie  ear. 

In  jihow  tbe  timple  Eyre  could  once  lurpavi, 

Hut  now  vomdovn,  oppn^n  native  broH;         * 

Wbi^e  all  hia  troin  of  boTcm^  fylplit  arouncl. 

Him  let  litem  ibun.  with  bim  let  ^h^I  die : 
FalK  Elare  alUDCU,  but  moiT  oHeSdt  Ihe  eye.' 


!l"V.l'^™I^.Mi^.i 


ttn  ■»  paUiibaJ  aifinli 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


lie  natite  genius  with  their  feeling  gifen 

rill  point  the  path,  and  peal  their  notes  to  hearen. 

And  thou,  too,  Scorr!*  reugn  to  minstrck  rude 
be  wilder  slogan  of  a  Border  feud : 
i^t  othcpi  spin  their  meagre  lines  for  hire--*^ 
nough  for  genius  if  iuelf  inspire ! 
Rt  Southey  ling,  although  his  teeming  muse, 
roHfic  every'string,  be  too  profuse; 
et  simple  Wordsworth  chime  his  childish  verse, 
nd  brother  Colkridgb  lull  the  babe  at  nurse; 
et  spectre-mongering  Lewis  aim  at  most 

0  rouse  tlic  galleries,  or  to  raise  a  ghost; 
et  MooRK  be  lewd;  let  Strangpord  steal  from  Moore, 
nd  swear  that  Camoems  snag  such  notes  of  yoru  : 
et  Hjlylet  hobble  ou,  Mo!«tooio>T  raTc, 
^nd  godly  Grakjlmb  chaunt  a  stupid  stave; 
et  sonnettecring  Bowi.es  his  strains  refine, 
ind  whine  aud  whimper  to  the  fourteenth  line; 
^t  Stott,  Carlisle,'  Mvtilda,  and  the  rest 
►f  Grub-street,  and  of  Grosvenor-Place  the  best, 
tcrawl  on,  till  death  release  us  from  the  strain, 
>r  common  sense  assert  her  rights  again ; 
tut  tbou,  with  powers  (liat  mock  the  aid  of  praise, 
>hould'st  leave  to  humbler  banis  ignolile  lays : 
liy  country's  voice,  the  voice  of  all  the  Nine, 
>eniand  a  hallow'd  h:irp — thatliarp  is  thine. 
\ay !  will  not  Caledonia's  annals  yield 
riie  glorious  record  of  some  nobler  field, 
riian  the  vile  fomy  of  a  plundering  clan, 
Vhose  proudest  deeds  disgrace  the  name  of  niair? 
)r  Marmion's  acts  of  darkness,  fitler  foo<l 
For  outlaw'd  Sherwood's  tides  of  Uobin  Hood? 
>cotland!  still  proudly  claim  thy  native  bard, 
ind  be  thy  praise  his  first,  his  best  reward ! 
Ifet  not  with  thee  alone  his  name  should  live, 
But  own  the  vitst  renown  a  world  can  gi\e; 
IU»  known,  perchance- when  Albion  is  no  mon*, 
\nd  tell  the  tilc  of  lAlt  she  was  before ; 
Fo  future  times  her  (ndcd  fame  rccal, 

\nd  save  her  glory,  though  his  coimtry  fall. 

*  Bf  iha  hje,  I  hope  that  in  Mr  Scott'*  ntti  poem  bit  bero  or  b«- 
roiae  wt^  ke  lc«t  adJirlrd  lo  ■  gramir^r,*  anJ  more  to  grannuir,  iban 
iba  Ladf  of  tbc  Lay,  and  hrr  bravo,  William  of  Dclonine. 

*  It  may  hr  atlicd  tihy  I  ba*e  ccnturnl  iba  Earl  of  C*>tiiLi.  my 
goaaiian  and  rclaiivc.  to  wbnm  I  dcdicate<i  a  volume  of  puerile  porrot 
t  fewyeartaco.  Tbr  (;uardi«n«h^wat  nominal,  at  lead  a«  far  at  I  have 
beeu  able  lo  diieover;  the  rrUiiontbip  1  rjbnnt  hdp,  and  am  very 
lorry  for  il ;  but  at  bit  iordthip  teemed  lo  forgi  t  ii  on  ■  very  rttenlial 
oreation  lo  me.  I  tball  mn  burthen  my  memory  «rilk  the  recoHeclion. 

1  do  not  ihink  that  pertonal  dirTeraarct  tamt-oo  ibc  unjuU  rondemoa- 
lioa  of  a  brother  tcrihbler .  but  I  tee  no  reaaon  whv  iber  ahould  ait  a« 
a  prevc^fire,  vlicn  tbc  author,  noble  or  iipiohle,  h-it  for  a  teriet  of 
yvara  besuiled a  aditrernini;  pnhlic*  (at  the  adveriitemenithaveii)  with 
divert  reamt  of  moti  ortbcdoi,  imperial  nontentr.  B<  tidet  I  do  not 
•lep  atide  to  vtinperale  the  Earl ;  no —  bit  worht  come  fairly  in  review 
with  thoaa  of  niber  patrici4|  literati.  if.  before  I  etraped  from  ^jf 
icent,  I  iM  any  thing  ia  favour  of  hit  iordtbip't  paper  bo<>kt,  it  «fe* 
in  ibe  way  of  dutifni  dediraiion,  and  more  from  the  advica  of  oibert 
than  my  own  jadgmcni,  aad  i  aeiie  the  firti  opporluniiy  of  pronoaoiing 
my  tinrere  rcrantalion.  I  have  heard  thai  tome  pertont  ronreivc  mc 
to  be  under  ohligationt  to  Lard  CAttitLa:  if  to,  I  tliall  be  nott  parii- 
rularljr  happy  to  leara  what  ^ky  are,  and  w|pn  conferred,  ibai  they 
may  be  duly  appreciated  #•«  pablitrly  acknowledged.  What  I  Iwvc 
humbly  advanced  at  M  opinion  on  hit  printed  thing*,  i  am  pre^tared  lo 
tuppori,  if  nerettary,  by  qnotaliont  from  ele.-;iet,  rulog<et,  ode<, 
epitodct,  and  certain  faretiout  and  dainiy  trd(;ediet,  bearing  bit  iume 
and  maik : 

•What  can  enniihle  knavrt  or  fool i,  or  cowai^l 
Alat!  not  all  the  blood  of  all  ibc  Huwardtia 

S«  taya  Pori.     Amen. 


Yet  what  avails  the  sanguine  poet's  hope 
To  conquer  ages,  and  with  time  to  cope? 
New  eras  spread  their  wings,  new  nations  ri«c. 
And  other  victors*  fill  the  applauding  skies : 
A  few  brief  generations  fleet  along, 
Whose  sons  forget  the  poet  and  his  song : 
ETen  now  what  once-loved  minstrels  scarce  may  claiin 
The  transient  mention  of  a  dubious  name! 
When  Fame  s  loud  trump  hath  blown  its  noblesC  blast, 
Though  long  the  sound,  the  echo  sleeps  at  last,. 
And  Rlonr,  like  the  phoenix  midst  hot  fires. 
Exhales  her  odours,  blazes,  and  expifts. 

Shall  hoary  Granta  call  her  sable  sons. 
Expert  in  .science,  more  expert  at  puns? 
Shall  these  approach  the  muse?  ah,  no!  she  flies. 
And  even  spurns  the  great  Scaionian  prije. 
Though  printers  condescend  the  press  to  soil 
With  rhyme  by  Hoars,  and  epic  blank  by  Hote*; 
Not  him  whose  page,  if  still  upheld  by  whist, 
Requires  no  sacred  theme  to  bid  us  list.* 
Ye,  who  in  Granta's  honours  would  surpass. 
Must  mount  her  Pegasus,  a  full-grown  as* — 
A  foal  well  worthy  of  her  ancient  dam, 
Whose  Ilclieon  is  duller  than  her  Cam. 
Tliere  Clvrke,  still  striving  piteously  « to  please,* 
Forgetting  dopRrel  leads  not  to  degrees, 
A  would-be  satirist,  a  hired  buffoon, 
A  monlhly  scribbler  of  some  low  lampoon, 
Condemn'd  to  drudce,  the  meanest  of  the  mean. 
And  furnish  f.ilseho<Mls  for  a  magaaine. 
Devotes  to  sran<lal  his  conneuial  mind — 
Himself  a  living  libel  on  mankind.* 
Oh,  dark  asylum  of  a  Vandal  race!* 
At  once  the  boa<t  of  learning,  and  disgrace; 
So  Nunk  in  ditlness  and  so  lust  in  shame. 
Thill  Smttiie  and  HoncsoM^  scarce  redeem  thy  Came! 
But  where  fair  Isis  rolls  her  purer  wa\c. 
The  partial  muse  deli^^hted  loves  to  lave; 
On  her  yreen  banks  a  greener  wreath  is  wove. 
To  ero\in  the  bards  that  haunt  her  classic  grove, 
Where  Riciurds  wakes  a  genuine  poet's  fires. 
And  moderu  Britons  justly  praise  their  sires.* 

For  me,  who  thus  unask'd  have  dared  to  tell 
My  country  wliat  her  sons  should  khow  too  well, 
Zeal  for  her  honour  bade  mc  here  engage 
The  host  of  idiots  that  infest  her  age. 


'  aTollere  buroo,  victon^nc  viram  voliiare  per  ora.»— Viaaifc. 

«  The  •  Garnet  of  Huyle.s  well  known  to  the  votarie*  of  whiM.  i*eta, 
etc.,  are  not  to  be  vuprrteded  by  the  va|;arict  of  hit  poetiral  aaataaake. 
wbote  poem  ci-mprited,  at  e«pret">ly  tialed  ia  the  adrcriitcaaaal,  all 
ibe  •  PljQiirt  of  Fgypt.* 

>  Thit  per«on,  who  hat  lately  betrayed  ibe  meal  rapid  eyaiptoaia  of 
mnfirmed  auibortbip,  it  writer  of  a  poem  deoomiaaled  the  •  Art  af 
Pleating.*  at  'lucuta  non  luccndo.*  coniainiafl  lillle  pleataairy.  and 
lett  poetry.  He  alto  actt  at  monthly  tlipendi»ry  aad  collector  afca- 
lumniet  for  the  Satiriti.  If  tbit  unfortunate  ynaag  maa  woaM  ea- 
clMugc  ibe  magaiiaet  for  ibe  malhemalict,  and  endeavour  to  uke  a 
dcreni  degree  in  bit  univertity,  it  might  eventually  prore  awra  eer- 
viceable  than  hit  pretent  talary. 

*  a  InioCimbridgrtbire  the  Emperor  Probn*  traatported  a  caaeider- 
able  body  of  Vand^U.*— Gibbon't  Decline  and  Fall,  page  83,  vol.  a. 
There  it  no  reatoa  to  doubt  ik*  '"**'*  "'^  ''''*  •Minion— the  breed  it 
ttill  in  high  perfection. 

*  ibit  genileman't  name  requiret  no  praite  :  the  man  wlio  la  iraaa- 
latinn  ditpUyt  unquettionabie  f>eai*n,  may  well  lie  ctpected  to  ncci  la 
oriniaal  compotiiion,  of  which  it  it  to  be  hoped  we  ahall  eooa  •««  a 
tplradid  tpecimen. 

*  The  aAboiiginal  Brilont,*  an  eicelleat  porm  by  Ricaaaae. 
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plause  her  hooour'd  name  fiholl  lose, 
frt^dora,  dearest  to  the  miue. 
thy  h^irdii  but  rmuiatc  thy  fame, 
lore  worthy,  Albion,  of  thy  name! 
i*ns  ^a!4  in  .science,  Rome  in  power, 
;  apprar'd  in  her  nurridian  hour, 
at  once,  f.iir  Albion,  to  have  been, 
icf  dicta! ress,  Ocean's  mi(jhfy  queen : 
decay'd,  and  Atlicn.s  strcw'd  the  plain, 
s  proud  piers  lie  sliattcr  d  in  tlie  main  : 
thy  strength  may  sink  in  ruin  hurl'd, 
lu  ^11,  the  bulwark  of  the  world. 

•  cease,  and  dread  (Ias.sandra's  fate, 
iiiug  ever  scoffd  at,  'till  too  late; 

•  less  lofty  still  my  lay  confine, 

thy  bards  to  gain  a  name  like  thine. 

apless  Britain!  be  thy  rulers  blest, 

;'s  oracles,  the  people's  jest ! 

thy  motley  orators  di.«peuse 

rs  of  rhetoric,  though  not  of  sense, 

«;<i?ig's  collen(;ues  hate  him  for  his  wit, 

;ime  Portland'  fills  the  place  of  Pitt. 

e  again  adicn  I  ere  this  the  .sail 

s  me  hence  i.s  shivering  in  the  gale  : 

's  caist  and  Calpe'i'  adverse  height, 

boul's  ^  minarets  nmst  greet  my  sight : 

.ill  I  str.iy  through  beauty's  4  native  clime, 

ff  ^  is  clad  in  rocks,  and  crown'd  with  snows 

sulilime. 

tl  I  back  return,  no  letter'd  rage 

',  my  common-place  book  on  the  stige  : 

'alentu^  rival  luckless  Carr, 

I  him  whose  work  be  .sought  to  mar; 

>LKX  and  Elgin?  still  pursue 

'  of  fame  through  regions  of  virtu ; 

>lcss  thou<^inds  on  their.  Phidian  freaks, 

I  monuments  and  maim'd  antiques; 

I*  their  grand  saloons  a  general  mart 

e  mutilated  blocks  of  art : 

1  tours  let  dilettanti  tell, 

pography  to  cla.s^ie  Gell;* 

e  content,  no  more  shall  interpose 

aankJBd  with  poesy  or  prose. 

ir  I  've  held  my  undisturb'd  career^ 
for  rancour,  steel'd  'gainst  selfish  fear : 
g  of  rhyme  I  ne'er  disdain'd  to  own — 
lot  obtrusive,  yet  not  quite  unknown  : 

i  «f  guae  bring  atked  why  bit  Grace  of  P.  «a*  likened  U> 
«■}   replied.    <br  tnppoted  it  v««  brcaaac  be  vat  paU 

t  tbe  Bscieat  nanr  of  Gibraltar. 
«l  ia  ibe  Turk'kh  word  fnr  CABitantSneplc. 
I,  rcnarbablc  for  the  beauty  of  its  iahabiunla. 
CaiKitauB. 

'«t««*i«  (wbo«e  ireiarndoaa  travels  arc  rortbcomSng,  vilb 
ioBt.  grapbical.  lopograpbical,  and  lypograpbical)  depoted, 
t  Cabi'i  Mnlmliy  •■•!.  (bat  Doaoi*'  aatire  prcffCiiied  bit 
flbe  -Sirangrr  !■  Irrlind..— Oh  fir,  n»y  Lord  1  baa  yoMr 
more  feeliaf  for  a  rcllov-louriat  I  but  •  (wo  of  a  trade,* 
c. 

t«iB  woald  riia  pertaade  ai  thai  all  the  6(;iirr«.  with  and 
ie«,  •■  hi*  itoneHibop,  are  the  work  of  Phtdiaa !   •  Crcdat 

ii.'a  Topography  of  Troy  aad  lihaca  canaot  fail  to  enrar* 
•lion  of  rfcry  man  ptiaaetted  of  clai«icai  latie,  at  well  for 
itioB  Mr  G.  convey*  to  the  aniad  of  the  reader,  aa  for  the 
ircfa  tb«  reapectjec  worba  ditpUy. 


My  Toice  was  heard  again,  though  not  so  loud; 

My  page,  though  nameless,  never  disavow'd. 

And  now  at  once  I  tear  the  veil  awny : 

Qieer  on  the  pack !  the  quVBMM"^  ^'  ^T* 

Unscared  by  all  the  din  of  SbLHouaNB-housc, 

By  Lambk's  niaentment,  or  by  Holland's  spouse, 

By  Jepprey's  liarmless  pistol,  IIallam's  rage, 

Edina's  brawny  sons  and  brimstone  page. 

Our  men  in  buckram  shal^  have  blows  enou^, 

And  feel  they  too  are  «  penetrable  stuff : » 

And  though  I  hope  not  hence  unscathed  to  go. 

Who  conquers  me  shall  find  a  stubborn  foe. 

Thf  time  hath  bc^n,  when  no  harsli  sound  would  fall 

From  lips  that  now  may  seem  imbued  with  gall, 

Nor  fools  nor  follietJ||Bpt  me  to  despise 

The  meanest  thing  ||^Bnwrd  beneath  my  eyes : 

But  now,  so  callous  |Krli,  so  changed  since  youth, 

I  've  learned,  to  think  and  sternly  speak  the  truth ; 

Learn'd  to  deride  the  critic's  starch  decree, 

And  break  him  on  the  wheel  he  meant  for  me; 

To  spurn  the  rod  a  scribbler  bids  me  kiss, 

Nor  care  if  courts  and  crowds  applaud  or  hiss : 

Nay,  more,  thougli  all  my  rival  rhymesters  frown, 

I  too  can  hunt  a  poetaster  do**  n ; 

And,  arm'd  in  proof,  the  gauntlet  cast  at  onee 

To  Scotch  marauder,  and  to  southern  dunce. 

Tims  much  I  've  dared  to  do;  how  far  my  lay 

Hath  wrong'd  these  righteous  times,  let  others  say; 

This  let  the  world,  which  knows  not  how  to  spare. 

Yet  rarely  blames  unjuilly,  now  declare. 


POSTSCRIPT.' 


I  bavb  been  informed,  since  the  present  edition  went 
to  the  press,  tliat  my  trusty  and  well  beloved  cousins, 
the  Edinburgh  Reviewers,  are  preparing  a  most  vehe- 
ment critiqtu;  on  my  poor,  gentle,  unresiiting  muse, 
whom  they  have  already  so  bedeviled  with  their  ungodly 
ribaldry  : 

•  Tantcaa  aniaaU  e«rlB«itba»  ira !  • 

I  suppose  I  must  say  of  Jeffret  as  Sir  Andebw  Ague- 
CHEEK  saith,  «  an  I  had  known  he  was  so  cunning  of 
fence,  I  had  seen  him  damned  ere  I  liad  fought  him. » 
What  a  pity  i|.is  that  I  shall  be  beyond  the  Bosphorus 
before  the  next  number  has  passed  the  Tweed.  But 
yet  I  hope  to  light  my  pipe  with  it  jfc  Persia. 

My  northern  friends  have  accused  me,  with  justice,  of 
personality  towards  their  great  literary  Anthropophagus, 
JErrEET  :  but  vihat  else  was  to  l>e  done  with  him  and  his 
dirty  pack,  who  feed  ««by  lying  and  slandering,*  and 
sidle  their  thirst  by  «evil-«peaking?»  I  have  adduced 
facts  already  well  known,  and  of  Jeffrey's  mind  I  have 
stated  my  free  opinion ;  nor  has  he  thence  sustained 
any  injury :  what  scavenger  was  ever  soiled  by  being 
pelted  with  mud?  It  may  be  snid  that  I  quit  England 
because  I  have  ceni«red  there  -.persons  of  honour  and 
wit  about  town ; »  but  I  am  coming  back  again,  and 
their  vengeance  will  keep  hot  till  my  return.  Tliosc 
who  know  me  can  testify  that  my  motives  for  leaving 
England  are  very  different  from  fears,  literary  or  per- 
sonal; tliosc  who  do  not,  may  one  day  he  convinced. 

«  Pabliabcdlo^SMOaaEattioa. 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Since  the  publication  of  this  thine,  my  name  Uax  not 
IiiH'U  concealed;  I  have  been  mostly  in  London,  ready 
tu  niu^er  for  my  tranagrewons,  :uid  in  daily  cxpecta-  ! 
tiiui  of  sundry  cartek;  but,  alas!  «The  ai;e  of  chi- 
\alry  i^  over;M  or,  is  (bi  vulvar  tongue,  there  is  no 
N]iirit  now>a-days. 

There  is  a  youth  yclept  Hewson  Clarke  (suluiudi, 
Esq. ),  a  sizer  of  Emanuel  Collcffi*,  and  I  U'lie^e  a  denizen 
of  I'erwick  upon  Tweed,  ^honi  I  have  introduced  in 
thrsT  pa^^es  to  much  lN*tler  couipaiiv  than  he  has  been 
at-oustoined  to  meet :  lit*  is,  notwith.stiindiii(;,  a  very  sad 
(io(;,  and,  for  no  reason  that  I  ran  disco\er,  rxcept  a 
li^r;40ual  quarrel  with  a  bear,  krpt  by  nie  at  Cimbridce 
to  Kit  for  a  fellow sliip,  and  whom  the  jealousy  of  his 
Trinity  conteniponiries  prevt'Olad from  kuccpsh,  Ims  been 
abusini;  me,  and,  what  is  woraajflbe  defcneeU^s  innocent 
alKive  mentioned,  in  the  Siitiriify%ir  one  year  and  some 
mtintliH.  I  am  utterly  uneoiisriouft  of  hamuli;  t;i\en  him 
any  provocation;  indeed  I  am  (;uiltle:vs  of  havin{;  lu-urd 
his  n.ime,  till  it  was  coupletl  with  the  Siitirist.  lie  bus, 
therefore,  no  reason  to  complain,  iind  I  (Lire  siiy  that, 
like  Sir  Fretful  riii(;iiiry,  he  is  r.nUvr  plenstd  tliaii  other- 
wise. I  have  now  mentioned  all  who  have  done  me  the 
honour  to  notice  me  and  mine,  that  is,  my  bear  and  my 
bonk,  except  the  editor  of  the  Satirist,  who,  it  seeiiis, 
is  ii  gentleman,  (lod  wot!  I  wish  lie  coiilil  imparl  a  Utile 
of  his  {jeutiliiy  to  his  suliordinate  scribblers.  1  hear 
that  Mr  Jerni.'<igu\m  is  about  to  take  up  the  cudgols  for 
his  Mxcenas,  Lord  Carlisle:  1  ho]>c  not;  he  \vas  one 
of  the  few  who,  in  the  very  short  inlercourse  1  had 


with  ;him,  treated  me  with  kindiicM  when  a  bor, 
whatever  he  may  say  or  do,  «  pour  on,  I  will  eodnrr.* 
I  have  nolhiu'j  further  to  add,  save  a  general  ooie  of 
tlianks{jiviin;  to  readers,  purchasers  «n<^  puLlikhcr;  aai, 
in  the  words  of  Scorr,  I  wish 


■  To 
Alii  ro%j 


r  o<;orT,  i  wisu 

•II  aad  carh  a  fair  (Oo4  aiglil. 


The  following  Lines  were  written  by  Mr  Fitzcbhald.u 
a  Copy  o/Englisu  U^rds  and  Scutch  Hktisviis:— 

I  find  Lord  Dyron  seoms  my  muse — 

<hir  fatcs'are  ill  agreed! 
His  verse  is  safe — I  can't  abuse 

Those  lines  I  never  read. 

W.  F.  F. 


His  Lordship  accidentally  met  wiA   the   Copj^  ami 
subjoined  the  following  pttn^enZ  H^piy  •* — 

What 's  writ  on  me,  cried  Fiti,  I  never  read; — 
What 's  wrote  by  thee,  dear  Fitz,  none  will  iaderd. 
Tlie  ca<te  stands  simply  thus,  then,  honest  Fits  :•— 
Thoii  and  ihiiie  enemies  are  fairly  quits. 
Or  rather  would  l)e,  if,  for  time  to  come. 
They  luckily  were  denf,  or  thou  werl  dumb — 
Hut,  to  their  pens^  while  scribblers  add  their  tongues,* 
The  waiter  only  can  escape  their  lungs. 

*  Mr  FiTCCciALO  U  ia  the  babii  of  ntitimf  bit  ova  fwirj.—St* 
note  to  Euijlitb  Banlti  p.  iG. 


■ 


attiiine  f^av0W^  i^tl0rttna0r; 


A  ROMAUNT. 


L'naiMrv'eM  unc  ctp^  tl«  lirrr,  dont  on  n'a  la  que  la  premiVra  p^gr.  qiuiAl  ok  a'a  ru  q««  tem  fmj*,  ftm 
■i  ftfiiillflA  un  a%ief  grand  nninltri>,  que-  j'ai  trtmv^a*  r|;«|fairii(  maavaitrt.  Cat  eianen  na  m'a  pninl  4t4 
infriiiliiaiK.  3r  ba'iaaait  m«  pairic.  ToHira  let  impMiineDirt  de«  peU|dea  iirrrt,  pami  Irtquula  J'ai  vfcu, 
nt'itni  rit'oncHir  aver  elle.  Qoan.l  je  u'auraia  tiri  d'auira  benifie*  de  nica  Toyagw  qua  crioi-U.  je  ■'«■ 
rcgrctirraii  ni  ir»  frail  oi  lea  faligun.  LE  COSMOPOLITE. 


PREFACE. 


Tde  following  poem  was  written,  for  the  most  part, 
amidst  the  sceOM  which  it  attempts  to  describe.  It 
was  begun  in  Albania ;  and  the  parts  relative  to  Spain 
and  Portugal  were  eomp<ised  from  the  author's  obser- 
\atioiLs  in  tho>e  countries.  Thus  much  it  may  be  ne- 
cessary to  state  for  the  correctness  «>f  the  descriptions. 
The  scenes  attempted  to  be  sketched  are  in  Spain, 
Portugal,  Epirus,  Acarnania,  and  Greece.  Tliere 
for  the  pn'Si'iit  the  poem  stops:  its  reception  will 
determine  whether  the  author  may  venture  to  conduct 
his  readers  to  the  capital  of  the  East,  through  Ionia  and 
Plir\'gia  :  these  two  cantos  are  merely  exfierimental. 

A  fictitious  character  is  introduced  for  the  sake  of 
giving  some  connexion  to  the  piece;  which,  however, 
makes  no  pretension  to  regularity.  It  has  been  sug> 
gested  to  me  by  friends,  on  whose  opinions  I  set  a  high 
value,  that  in  this  fictitious  character,  «tCliilde  Harold, » 
I  may  incur  the  suspicion  of  having  inlen<h'd  some  real 
IKrrsonage :  this  I  beg  leavo,  once  for  all,  to  disclaim — 


Harold  is  the  child  of  imagination,  for  the  purpose  I 
have  stated.  In  some  very  trivial  particulars,  and  dinie 
merely  local,  then>  migiit  be  grounds  for  such  a  uotioD ; 
but  in  the  main  points  I  should  hope,  none  ulutever. 

It  is  almost  superfluous  to  mention  tint  tlie  appella- 
tion  «Cliilde,«  as  «Childe  Waters,*.  uCliildc  Childers* 
etc.,  is  us«'d  as  more  consonant  with  the  old  ^ructureof 
versification  which  1  hi*\e  adopted  Tlie«  Good Xiglit, » 
ill  the  iN'ginning  of  the  first  canto,  was  suggestcfl  by 
u  Lord  Maxwell's  Good  Night, »  in  the  Border  MioslreUy, 
cfliled  by  Mr  Scott. 

With  the  different  poems  which  have  lieen  published 
on  Spanish  subjects,  there  may  l>e  found  some  slii^lit 
coincidence  in  tlie  first  part,  which  treats  of  the  pcnin> 
sula,  but  it  can  only  lie  casual;  as,  with  tlie  exception 
of  a  few  concluding  stanzas,  the  whole  of  this  poem 
was  written  in  the  Levant. 

The  stanza  of  Speuser,  according  to  one  of  our  most 
successful  {MM'ts,  admits  of  every  variety.  Dr  Beattie 
makes  the  following  observation  :  « Not  long  ago  I 
began  a  poem  in  the  style  and  stanui  of  Spenser,  in 
which  I  propose  to  give  full  scope  to  my  iuclioation. 
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e  cither  droll  or  patlictic,  descriptive  or  »cnti- 
I,  tciidrr  or  satirical,  as  the  humotu*  strikes  me; 
I  nuNtakc  not,  the  measure '«hich  I  have  adopted, 
«  ciliiallv  of  all  these  kind«  fl#  composition. »' — 
,thi*ni-d  ill  nty  opinion  hy  snch  authority,  and  hy 
lample  of.  some  in  the  hi(jhe!it  order  of  Italian 
I  «.hall  make  no  apolo^'  for  attempts  at  similar 
.<nis  iu  the  following  com|H)siiion;  jt^tislied  tliat, 
;  are  iui<«urcesiiful,  their  ^lilure  must  be  in  the 
:iou,  rather  than  in  the  design  sanctioned  by  the 
ce  of  Ariosfo,  Thomson,  aifd  Beattic. 

ADDITION  TO  THE  PRKFACK. 
\^e  n<iw  wailed  till  aInio.Nt  nil  our  periodical  jour> 
a\e  dixirihuted  their  usual  poriion  of  criticism, 
f  jii>tice  of  tlic  generality  of  their  crilicisiiM  I 
nothing  to  object;  it  would  ill  iHicoine  ine  to 
•1  with  tlieir  very  slight  degree  of  censure,  when 
ps,  if  they  liad  been  le?^  kiud  they  had  l>een  more 
1.  Heluniiiig,  tlu'refore,  to  all  aud  each  my  best 
s  foff  tlieir  lilx-raliiy,  on  one  point  alone  shall  I 
'e  au  observation.  Amongst  the  many  objections 
urged  U>  the  very  indiffrn'iit  cliaracler  iif  ilie 
aiil  Childe  »  ;«houi,  iiuiw  ilh^laiutiiig  many  hints 

roulrarv,  I  still  maintain  to  he  a  lictitious  per- 
!•),  it  has  been  Rlnt^d  that,  lx.'side!>  the  anaehroii« 
le  is  very  unknightly\  as  ihe  time's  of  ihe  knights 
times  of  love,  honour,  and  so  forth.  Now  it  .so 
n»  that  ihc  goinl  old  tiuie<»,  when  wl'amour  du 
leux  temps,  Tainour  anlique»  llourished,  were  the 
pr<itligatc  of  all  possible  centuries.  Those  who 
my  doubts  on  this  suliject  may  consult  St  THilaye, 
I,  and  more  particularly  \ol.  ii.  page  69.  Tlic 
uf  i-hixalry  were  110  l>elicr  kept  than  any  other 
whalsoevrr.  aud  the  songs  of  the  Tnuil»adour> 
not  more  di-eent,  and  certainly  were  much  less 
1.  than  those  of  Ch  id. — The  u  (loiin>  d'amour,  |>arle- 
.  d'iimour  ou  de  courtoisie  et  de  gentilesse,>»  had 

more  of  love  than  of  courtesy  or  gentleness. — See 
d  on  tlic  same  subject  with  St  Palaye. — Whatever 
objection  may  lie  uq;ed  to  that  most  iinamiable 
iage,  Childe  Harold,  he  wa«  so  far  perfectly  knight- 
hi;*  attributes — «  No  waiter,  hut  a  knight  lem- 
* — liy  the  live,  I  fear  that  Sir  Tristram  and  Sir 
lot  were  mi  iK'ller  thai^  tiiey  should  lie,  although 
lot'iical  personages  and  true  kiitglils  ttMinspcur,n 
h  not  Msaus  reproi'hc.» — If  llu:  stoi y j|P  the  iiisli- 
I  of  tlic  «  Garter  »>  be  not  a  fable,  the  kuights  of 
rder  have  for  hev<'ral  eriituri'  s  borne  the  badge  of 
iniess  of  Salisbury,  of  indifferent  niemorv.     S<i 

fur  chivalry.  Ihirke  need  'not  have  regri^tt.'d 
is  days  are  o\er,  though  31arie  Anloinettc  wa« 
as  chaste  as  most  of  those  in  whose  honours 
.  were  shivered,  aud  knights  uidiorsed. 
ore  tlie  days  of  Itay.ird,  and  down  lo  those  of  Sir 
li  Banks  (the  mosl  chaste  and  Cflcbralcd  of  aii- 
and  iiiodrrii  fiiiics),  few  exceptions  will  lie  found 
s  statement,  and  I  frar  a  little  investigation  will 
Us  not  to  regret  thohC  monstrous  mummeries  of 
liddh;  ages, 
nw  leave  «(Qiilde  Harold  »  to  live  his  day,  such  at 

it  had  been  more  agreeable,  aud  certainly  mure 
lo  have  drawn  an  amiable  character.  It  liad  lieeii 
o  varnish  over  his  faults,  to  make  him  do  more 

it  tic's  Ijnten. 

fl  Koxen—JatijjctSim. 


and  express  less,  but  he  never  was  intended  tlL#n  ex- 
ample, further  than  to  show  tliat  early  pcrvMnon  of 
mind  and  morals  leads  |o  satiety  of  past  pleasures  and 
disap|>ointment  in  new  ones,  H^hat  even  tlie  beauties 
of  nature,  and  the  stimulus  HH^^^  (except  ambition, 
Ihe  most  powerful  of  all  excitemBts),  are  lost  ou  a  soul 
sti  constitute<l,  br  rather  misdirected.  Had  I  pmcec<led 
with  the  poem,  this  character  would  have  deepened  as 
he  drew  lo  the  close;  for  the  outline  which  I  once 
meant  to  fill  up  for  hinx  was,  with  some  exceptions, 
the  sketch*t>f  a  tnoderu  Timou,  i>erhaps  a  poetical 
ZelucO. 


TO  lANniE. 

Not  in  those  clinujl  vbere  I  have  late  been  straying, 
Tliough  beauty  long fcaih  there  been  matchless dcem'd ; 
Nut  in  those  visions  lo  the  heart  displaying 
Forms  which  it  sighs  but  to  liave  only  dream'd, 
Hath  aught  like  thee,  in  truth  or  fancy  scem'd: 
Nor,  having  seen  thee,  shall  I  \ainly  seek 
To  paint  those  charms  w  hich  varied  as  they  bcam'd— 
To  such  as  M-e  ihecuot  my  words  were  weak; 
To  tho>e  who  ga/e  ou  thee  what  language  could  they 
speak  1 

Ah  !  may'st  thou  ever  be  what  no'V  thou  art, 
Nor  un beseem  lite  promise  of  thy  spring,       • 
As  fair  in  form,  as  warm  yet  pure  iu  heart, 
love's  inuige  u])on  ea|fl|  without  his  wing, 
And  guileless  beyond  Dope's  imagining! 
And  surely  she  who  now  so  fondly  rears 
Tliy  youth,  iu  thee,  thus  hourly  brightening, 
Iteliolds  the  rainbow  of  her  future  ye:irs, 
Ik'forr  wluKse  heavenly  hues  all  sorrow  dis;ippcars. 

Young  Peri  of  the  West  I — 't  is  well  for  me 
My  yean  alreaily  doubly  iminber  thio*; 
My  lovi'less  eye  unmoved  may  gate  on  thee. 
And  siifcly  view  thy  ri|ieuing  beauties  shine; 
Happy.  I  ne'er  shall  S4r<;  ihein  in  decline, 
H.i|ipirr,  that  while  all  younger  hearts  shall  bleed. 
Mine  shall  escape  the  doom  thine  eyes  assign 
To  those  whoof:  aduiinition  shall  succeetl,  ^ 

Hat  miv'd  with  pangs  to  love's  even  loveliest  hours  de- 
creed. 

Oh !  let  that  aye,  which,  wild  as  the  gazelle's. 
Now  brightly  liold  or  beautifully  shy, 
Wins  as  it  wanders,  dazzh^s  where  it  dwells, 
(tiance  o'er  this  page,  nor  to  my  verse  deny 
That  smile  for  which  my  hnsist  might  vainly  sigh, 
(lould  I  to  ihpe  be  ever  more  than  friend : 
This  much,  dear  maid,  accord  ;  nor  question  why 
To  one  so  ynimg,  my  strain  I  would  commend. 
Hut  hid  me  with  my  wn-ath  one  matchless  lily  blend. 

Such  is  thy  name  with  this  my  verse  entwined; 
An<t  long  as  kinder  eyes  a  look  shall  cast 
On  Harold's  page,  lanthe's  here  ciishrtii<>d 
Shall  thus  he  first  beheld,  forgotten  last : 
My  days  onrr  mimher'd,  should  this  liom  igc  past 
Attract  thy  fairy  lingers  near  the  lyre 
Of  him  who  hail'd  thee,  hnrlicst  as  thou  wast, 
"Such  is  the  most  my  niemorv  may  desire: 
Though  more  than  hope  can  claim,  [could  friendship 
less  require? 
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CAiSTO  I. 
I. 

Oh,  thou  I  in  IIoII.ik  drriml  of  lu-avrnly  l)irtli, 
Mu«f!  fortird  or  fabled  at  tlic  iniii'^trrrN  will ! 
Since  slinnii'd  full  ciff  by  later  lyn>s  on  rarth. 
Mine  darvA  not  cull  tbi*r  from  thy  sacr<^d  hill : 
Yet  tluTc  I  *vc  wander  d  by  thy  vaunted  rill ; 
YcA  I  sigh'd  o'er  Delphi's  long-deserted  shrine,  • 
Where,  save  that  feeble  fountain,  all  is  still ; 
Kor  mole  my  shell  awake  the  weary  Nine, 
>  Grace  so  plain  a  talc — this  lowly  lay  of  mine. 

n. 

Whilome  in  Albion'^  isle  there  dwelt  a  youth, 
Who  ne  in  virtue's  ways  did  take  deli(;ht ; 
Rut  spent  his  days  in  riot  most  uncouth. 
And  vcx'd  with  mirth  the  drowsy  ear  of  night. 
Ah,  me !  in  sooth  he  was  a  alviroeless  wight, 
Sore  given  to  revel  and  un^jpiy  glee ; 
Few  earthly  things  found  favour  in  his  sight 
Save  concubines  and  carnal  compauie, 
nd  Haunting  wassailers  of  high  and  low  degree. 

III. 

Childe  Harold  was  he  bight: — but  whence  his  name 
Anil  hneagc  long,  it  suits  me  not  to  say; 
Suffice  it,  tiAt  jHTchnnce  they  were  of  fame, 
And  had  been  glorious  in  another  day: 
But  one  sad  losel  soils  a  name  for  aye. 
However  mighty  in  the  olden  time; 
Nor  all  that  heralds  rake  fn>m  coflin'd  elay. 
Nor  florid  prose,  nor  honied  lies  of  rhyme, 
aiPblazon  evil  deeds,  or  consecrate  a  crime. 

IV. 

Childe  Harold  liask'd  him  in  the  noon-tide  sim, 
l)is|K>rling  there  like  any  other  (ly; 
Nor  lieein'd  before  his  little  day  was  done. 
One  blast  might  chill  him  into  misery. 
iSut  long  ere  scarce  a  third  of  his  pass'd  by, 
Worse  than  ad>ersity  the  (Childe  bcfe^ 
lie  felt  the  fulness  of  siiliety : 
Then  loathed  he  in  hit*  native  land  to  dwell, 
Vhicli  seem'd  to  him  more  lone  th;m  eremite's  sad  cell. 

V. 

For  he  through  sin's  long  labyrinth  bid  run, 
Nor  made  atonement  when  he  did  amiss. 
Had  si|>h'd  to  many,  though  be  lo\e<l  but  one. 
And  that  loved  one,  alas!  could  ne'er  be  his. 
Ah,  happy  she !  to  'scape  from  him  whose  kiss 
Had  beeu  pollution  unto  aught  so  chaste; 
Who  soon  had  left  her  charms  for  vulgar  bliss. 
And  spoil'd  her  gotMlIy  laiuU  to  gild  his  waste, 
tor  calm  domestic  peace  bad  ever  deign'd  to  taste. 


VI. 

And  now  Childe  Ilarold  was  sore  uck  at  heiit. 
Ami  from  his  fel|pw  bacdianaU  wouM  flee; 
T  is  said,  at  times  the  suHeo  Pear  would  sUrC, 
But  pride  congeaFd  the  drop  within  his  ce: 
A]>art  he  stalk'd  in  joyless  reverie. 
And  from  his  native  land  resolv'd  to  go. 
And  visit  scorching  climes  lieyond  the  sea; 
With  pleasure  dnigg'd  he  almost  long'd  for  woe, 
And  «cn  for  change  of  scene  would  seek  the  shsdn 
below. 


VII. 


-  "• 


The  Giilde  departed  from  bin  father's  hall : 
It  was  a  vast  and  venerable  pile: 
So  old,  it  seemed  only  not  to  fall, 
Yet  strength  was  ]>illar'd  in  each  massy  aisle. 
Monastic  dome !  condemn'd  to  use*  vile ! 
Where  superstition  once  had  made  her  den 
Now  l*aphian  gii4s  wcre'^nown  to  sio^  and  smile; 
And  monks  might  deem  their  time  was  come  a|en. 
If  ancient  talcs  say  true,  nor  wrong  tliese  holy  men. 


VIII.  I 

Yet  oft-times  in  his  maddest  mirthful  mood, 
Str.inge  pangs  would  flash  along  Qiihk*  Harold's  brow, 
.\s  if  the  memory  of  some  deadly  feud 
Or  disiippoiiited  passion  lurk'd  lielow : 
But  this  none  knew,  nor  haply  cared  to  know; 
For  his  was  not  that  open,  artless  soul, 
That  fceU  relief  by  bidding  sorrow  flow, 
Nor  sought  be  friend  to  couusel  or  condole, 
Whaie'er  hi.s  grief  mote  be,  which  he  could  not  eontrd. 

IX. 

And  none  did  love  him — though  to  hall  and  bower 
He  gather'd  revellers  from  far  and  new. 
He  knew  them  flatterers  of  the  festal  hour; 
The  heartless  parasiteis  of  present  clicer. 
Yea,  none  did  love  him-— not  his  lemans  dear— 
But  pomp  and  power  alone  are  woman'h  care. 
And  where  these  are  light  Eros  finds  a  fcers; 
Maidens,  like  moths,  are  e\er  cau|^it  by  glare, 
.\nd  .Mannnou  w  ius  his  way  where  seraphs  mi^t  <lespalr. 

X. 

Cliilile  ttrold  had  a  mother — not  forgot, 
Tlmugh  parting  from  that  mother  he  did  shun; 
A  sister  whom  he  loved,  but  .s.iw  her  not 
Before  his  weary  pilgrimage  l>eguii : 
If  friends  lie  had,  he  Inide  adieu  to  uone. 
Yet  deem  not  thence  hii*  breast  a  breast  of  steel ; 
Ye  who  ha\e  known  what  'tis  to  dote  upon 
A  few  dear  objects,  will  in  sadness  fed 
Such  p.-irtingb  break  the  heart  they  fondly  hope  to  heal. 

XI. 
His'Iioiise,  his  home,  his  heritage,  his  lands. 
Hie  laughing  dames  in  whom  he  did  delight. 
Whose  large  blue  eyes,  fair  locks,  and  snowy  liands 
Might  shake  the  saintship  of  an  anchorite. 
And  long  had  fed  his  yputhful  appetite ; 
His  goblets  brimm'd  with  every  covtly  wine, 
An<l  all  that  mole  to  luxury  invite, 
Without  a  sig^  lie  left,  to  cross  the  brine. 
And  traverse  Vaynim  shores,  andjpass  earth's  central  line. 


I — 


XII. 
Tlir  sails  were  fiird,  and  fair  the  li^ht  winds  blew, 
At  (;lad  to  waft  him  from  his  native  home; 
And  f:ist  the  white  rocks  foded  from  fa^^iew, 
And  soon  were  lost  in  circumambient  raim : 
And  then,  it  may  be,  of  his  wish  to  roam 
Rcpcntrd  he,  hut  in  his  boMtm  slept 
The  silent  thought,  nor  from  his  lips  did  come 
(hw  word  of  wail,  whilst  others  sate  and  wept. 
And  to  the  recklens  g;ales  unmanly  moaning  kept. 

xin. 

Rut  whftitlic  sun  was  sinking  in  the  sea, 
He  seiicd  his  harp,  which  he  at  times  could  string. 
And  strike,  albeit  with  untaught  melody. 
When  dcem'd  lie  no  strange  ear  was  listening : 
And  no>»  his  fingers  o'er  it  he  did  fling. 
And  tunc<l  his  forewell  in  the  dim  twilight. 
\Vhile  flew  the  vessel  on  her  snowy  wing, 
And  fle«'tii^  shores  recetled  from  his  sight, 
Tims  to  the  elements  he  pour'd  his  last  «  Goo<l  Niglit.w 


I. 
M  Adieu,  adieu!  my  native  shore 

Fades  o'er  the  waters  blue; 
Tlie  night-winds  sigh,  the  breakers  roar, 

And  slirieks  the  wild  sea-mew. 
Yon  sun  that  sets  upon  the  sea 

We  follow  in  his  flight; 
Farewell  awhile  to  him  and  thee. 

My  native  Laud — Good  Night ! 


a. 
«■  A  few  short  liours  and  he  will  rise 

To  gitr  the  morrow  birth ; 
And  I  shall  hail  tlie  main  and  skies. 

But  not  my  mother  eartli. 
Deserted  is  my  o«  n  good  hall, 

Its  heartt  is  des4»latc ; 
Wild  weeds  are  gathering  on^ie  wall ; 

My  dog  howls  at  the  gate. 


3. 
m  Come  hither,  liither,  my  little  page ! 

Why  dost  thou  weep  and  wail? 
Or  dost  thou  tlread  the  billows'  rage. 

Or  tremble  at  the  gale? 
But  dash  the  tear-drop  from  thine  eye ; 

Our  ship  is  swift  ami  strong: 
Our  fleetest  falcon  scarce  can  fly 

Mori  merrily  along. » 


4. 
*  liCt  winds  be  dirill,  let  waves  roll  high, 

1  fear  not  wave  nor  wind  ; 
Yet  mar%-el  not.  Sir  Childe,  that  I 

Am  aorrowful  iu  mind ; 
For  I  have  from  my  fother  gone, 

A  OMlber  whom  I  love. 
And  have  no  friend,  save  these  alone. 

Bat  thee— «nd  one  above. 


S. 
•  My  father  bless'd  me  fervently. 

Yet  did  not  much  aanplain ; 
Ihit  sorely  will  my  nuMwr  sigh 

Till  I  conie  back  agam.' — 
M  Enough,  enough,  my  lillle  lad ! 

Such  tears  become  thine  eye; 
If  I  thy  guileless  )>osom  had, 

Mnie  own  would  not  l>e  dry. 


«  Come  hither,  hither,  my  staunch  yeoman. 

Why  dost  thou  look  so  pale? 
Or  dost  thou  dread  a  French  foeman  ? 

Or  sliiver  at  the  galc?» — 
*Decm'st  thou  I  tremble  for  my  life? 

Sir  Childe,  I  'm  not  so  weak ; 
But  thinking  on  an  absent  wife 

Will  blanch  a  faithful  cheek. 


*  My  spouse  and  hoys  dwell  near  thy  hall. 

Along  the  bordering  lake. 
And  when  they  on  their  father  call. 

What  answer  sliall  she  make?' — 
«  Enough,  enon|^  my  yeoman  good. 

Thy  grief  let  none  gainsay; 
Rut  I,  who  am  of  ligliter  mood. 

Will  laugh  to  flee  away. 


8. 
«  For  who  would  trtLst  the  seeming  sighs 

Of  wife  or  paramour? 
Fn"sh  ft«ercs  will  dry  the  bright  blue  «*yes 

We  late  saw  streaming  oVr. 
For  pleasures  past  I  do  not  grieve, 

Nor  |)eril>  gathering  near; 
My  greatest  grief  is  that  I  leavn 

No  thing  that  claims  a  tear. 


«  And  now  I  'm  in  the  world  olouo, 

Upon  the  wide,  wide  sea< 
Cut  why  should  I  for  others  groan. 

When  noue  will  sigh  ft»r  me? 
Perchance  my  dog  will  whine  in  vain. 

Till  fed  bv  stranger  hands; 
Rnt  long  ere  I  come  Ivack  again, 

lie  'd  tear  me  where  he  stands. 


10. 
-With  thee,  my  bark,  I'll  swiftly  go 

Athwart  the  foaming  brine; 
Nor  care  what  land  thou  bearst  nie  to. 

So  not  again  to  mine. 
Welcome,  welcome,  ye  dark-blue  waves! 

And  wlien  you  fail  my  sight,  * 

Weh-ome,  ye  desert*;,  and  ye  caves! 

My  native  Lind — Good  Night !» 
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XIV. 

()u,  nil  the  \0rMn\  ilie<;,  tlic  laiid  is  (fuur-, 

And  V  iiiiU  arc  rude  iu  Ui»cay's  sleopIrsN  bay. 

Four  days  arc  sped,  but  irilh  the  lifth,  anon, 

New  shores  desrrie<l  make  every  bosom  jjny; 

And  (yiulra's  mountain  (greets  them  on  their  wav. 

And  Ta^iit  dashing  on>»nrd  to  the  deep, 

IUn  fabh>d  (joldeu  tribute  bent  lo  pay; 

And  soon  on  l»oard  the  Lusian  pih)ts  leap, 

id  steer  "lid  ixl  fertile  shores  m  ho're  yet  fowrll^ties  reap. 

XV. 

Oh!  ChriiU!  it  is  a  {juodly  sijjht  to  sn'C 

What  Heaven  hath  done  for  this  deheious  land ! 

What  fruits  of  frauranee  hhish  on  every  tree  I 

What  goodJy  prospects  o'er  the  hills  expand  I 

Ihit  man  Mould  mar  tliem  with  an  inipious  hand : 

And  ^lien  the  Aliiii(;hty  lifts  his  Heree>t  seour^^r 

'(•aiiist  those  V ho  most  lrail^{;re.ss  hishi(;li  eoniiuaiid. 

With  treble  veuj'.caiu'f  will  his  hot  shafts  urye 

mi's  locusi  host,  and  (arth  from  fcllc&t  foemcii  pur|je. 

XVI. 

What  l>eaulieii  doth  I.isboa  lirst  unfold? 

Ilrr  iniatjc  (loatiii];  on  thai  noble  tide. 

Which  poets  vainly  pave  with  saiuU  of  jjold, 

Ihit  new  \«  hereon  a  thousand  keels  did  ride 

Of  mi^jhty  strength,  since  Albion  was  allied, 

And  to  the  l.usians  did  her  aid  afford: 

A  nation  swtdn  ^itli  i{;noranee  and  pride, 

Who  lick  yet  loathe  the  hand  that  waves  the  s\(ord 

I  luive  them  from  the  wrath  of  (iaul'!!  unspariii|;  lord. 

XVII. 

Kut  whoso  entereth  within  this  town, 
That,  sbeenintj;  far,  celestial  seems  to  be, 
Disconsolate  will  wander  up  and  down, 
'Blid  many  things  unsif;litly  to  stranjje  ce; 
For  hut  and  palace  show  like  filthily, 
The  dingy  deoizens  are  reared  in  dirt ; 
Ne  personage  of  high  or  mean  degree 
Doth  care  for  cleanness  of  surtout  or  shirt, 
lOugh  thcntwith  Egypt's  plague,  unkempt,  unwash'd, 
(Uihurt. 

XVIII. 

Poor,  paltry  slaves!  yet  bom  'midst  noblest  scenes — 
Why,  Nature,  \»aste  ihy  wonders  on  such  men? 
I.41!  Cintra's  glonou>  Kdeii  intervenes 
In  varift;aied  maze  of  mount  and  glen. 
Ah,  me!  what  hand  can  pencil  guide,  or  pen. 
To  follow  half  on  which  the  eve  dilates. 
Through  views  more  dauliiig  unto  mortal  ken 
Than  those  whereof  such  things  the  kird  relates, 
rho  to  tlic  awe-struck  world  nnlock'd  Llysium's  gates? 

XIX. 

The  horrid  crags,  by  toppling  convent  crown'd, 
The  cork-trees  hoar  that  clothe  the  shaggy  steep. 
The  inountaiu'moss  by  scorching  skies  imbrov^n'il. 
The  sunken  glen,  whose  sunless  shrubs  must  weep. 
The  tender  <t/ure  of  the  uiiruftled  tleep, 
The  orange  tints  that  gild  the  greenest  bough. 
The  torrents  that  from  cliff  to  valley  leap. 
The  vine  on  high,  the  willow  brnncli  Im>1ow, 
[ix'd  iu  one  mighty  scene,  ^ndi  varied  beauty  glow. 


•XX. 

Then  slowly  climb  the  maiiywiudiiig  vray. 
And  frequent  turn  to  linger  as  yon  go. 
From  loflip  rocks  nevr  loveliness  survey. 
And  rest  ye  at  u  our  Lady's  house  of  woc;»* 
Where  frugal  raonk&  their  little  relies  shov. 
And  sundry  legends  to  the  stranger  tell: 
Here  impious  men  liave  punished  been,  nnd  lo! 
Deep  iu  yon  cave  Honorius  long  did  dwell. 
In  ho{)e  to  merit  heaven  by  making  earth  a  liclL 

XXI. 

And  here  and  there,  as  up  tlie  crags  you  spring, 
Mark  many  nide-carved  crosses  near  the  path: 
Yet  deem  not  these  devotioirs  offering — 
Tiiese  are  memorials  frail  of  miifderous  wralli: 
For  whcrooe'er  the  shrieking  victim  liath 
I'oiir'd  f(»rth  his  blood  beneath  the  assassin's  knife. 
Some  hand  erects  a  cross  of  moulderin|;  lath ; 
And  gro\e  and  glen  with  thousand  such  are  rife 
Thronghout  this  puq)le  land,  when* law  secures  notltfi-.' 

xxn. 

On  Nl(>|)itig  mounds,  or  in  the  vale  beneath, 
Are  domes  where  whdomo  kii:g>  did  make  rc|)air; 
but  now  the  wilij  (lowers  round  them  only  breathe; 
Vet  ruin'd  splendour  still  is  lingering  there.  , 
And  yonder  lowers  the  princes  palace  fair: 
Hierc  tlioii  too,  Vathek!  Fngland's  wealthiest  son. 
Once  forin'd  thy  paradise,  as  not  aware 
When  wanton  wealth  her  mighlie^t  deeds  liath  done. 
Meek  peace  vohijttuous  lures  was  ever  wont  to  shun. 

XXHI. 

Here  didst  thou  dwell,  here  Nchemes of  pleasure  plan, 
Itoneath  yon  mountain's  ever-beautcou«J>row : 
but  now,  as  if  a  thing  unblest  by  man, 
Thy  fairy  dwelling  is  as  lone  as  thou! 
Utj-o  giant  weeds  a  passage  scarce  allow 
To  halls  deserted,  portals  gaping  wide: 
Fresh  lessons  to  the  thinking  bosom,  hov 
Vain  are  the  plea^iunces  on  earth  supplied; 
Swept  into  wrecks  anon  by  time's  ungentle  tide! 

XXIV. 

Pichold  the  hall  whiere  chiefs  were  late  convened!^ 
Oh!  dome  displeasing  unto  british  eye  I 
With  diadem  bight  foolscap,  lo!  a  fieud, 
A  little  (icnd  that  scoffs  iucessantlVf 
There  sits  in  parchment  rolie  array'd,  and  by 
His  side  is  hung  a  seal  and  sable  scroll. 
Where  bla/on'd  glare  names  known  to  chivalry, 
.Vnd  sundry  signatures  adorn  the  roll. 
Whereat  the  urchin  points  and  laughs  witli  all  his  soul. 

XXV. 

(Convention  is  the  dwarHsh  demon  styled 
That  foil'd  the  knighLs  in  Marialva's  dome: 
Of  brains  (if  brains  they  had)  he  them  beguiled, 
And  turned  a  nation's  shallow  joy  to  gloom. 
Here  folly  da»h'd  to  earth  the  victors  plume, 
.\nd  policy  regain'd  what  arms  had  lost: 
For  chiefs  like  ours  in  vain  may  laurck  bloom! 
Woe  to  the  couqu'ring,  not  the  conquer  d  host, 
Siut-e  baffled  triumph  droops  on  Liisitauia's  coast ! 
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XXVI. 

Ami  CMT  siiirr  th:it  rmrliil  synod  met, 

liritsinni  I  ^irknit,  Ciiitral'nt  thy  mme; 

Ami  folks  in  offirp  at  the  mention  firt. 

And  f.iin  wnulil  hhinli,  if  MilsIi  thoy  could,  for  shiim**. 

How  will  p4Ktrrity  tin-  dnnl  proclnim! 

"Will  not  our  omn  and  fellow -mtions  snrrr. 

To  view  tho^  rlinnipions  rhrntMl  of  ilirir  fame, 

Itv  f»wv.  in  fifrjit  nVrrhrown,  yet  victors  here, 

Whrre  M'orn  her  Ciuf,0T  point:*  ihrouf^lt  m.iny  a  coniinj 
yi'ar' 

XXVII. 
S*-»  clf*enrii  the  Childe,  as  o'er  the  mountains  he 
Did  t.ike  hi<  way  in  solitary  iTuiv  : 
Swift  wa«  the  scene,  yet  soon  he  fhonnht  to  flee, 
More  rrstle«  than  the  ftw.illow  in  the  skies : 
Tlioufrh  here  awhile  he  leani'd  to  morali/e, 
For  meditation  fix'd  at  times  on  him; 
And  conscious  rea^ion  whisp4>r'd  to  despiv 
Hi*  early  youth,  mi.spent  in  maddrst  whim: 

But  .'.s  he  {^azed  on  truth  his  achini;  evi-s  prcw  dim. 

xxvin. 

To  horse  I  to  hor^'  he  quit^,  fj>r  ever  quits 
A  <eene  of  peace,  thou(;it  nooihiiif;  to  his  soul : 
AR.iin  he  rouses  from  his  mopii)(;  fiis, 
Hiit  f.eeks  not  now  the  harlot  and  the  howl. 
Onwanl  he  rtie«i.  nor  fix'd  as  vet  the  i;oal 
Where  he  >hall  rest  him  on  his  pil(*rinnf'c; 
And  o'er  him  many  chanf;in(;  scenes  must  roll 
Ere  toil  his  thir«t  for  travel  can  assuage, 
<»r  he  "jhall  calm  his  hreast,  or  learn  experience  sajje. 

xxix. 

Yet  Mafra  »liall  one  inonteiit  claim  delav,' 
Where  dwelt  of  yore  the  I.UNi.iu's  hicklev«  que<Mi ; 
And  chnrch  ami  court  did  mingle  their  array. 
And  mass  and  revel  wen*  altrriiafe  s«'en: 
I.nnllin(<|:s  andfre<-res — ill-sfirl<><l  fry  I  «eonI 
l»ut  kere  the  llahyloni  in  whore  haih  huilt 
A  dome,  where  fl  «nnt«.  she  in  siiHi  ulorious  she*  n, 
Tlut  men  forget  the  hlood  which  she  hath  spill. 
Ami  bow  the  knee  to  pontp  that  loves  to  rarnish  (yuilt. 

XXX. 

(l^er  Tale^  that  teem  with  fruits,  rom-mtic  hilb(, 
'tMi,  that  such  hills  upheld  n  free!ioi*n  race  I) 
Whereon  to  paxe  the  eve  with  joy^unce  fills, 
Childe  Harold  wends  thronnh  many  a  pleavtnt  place. 
Tliougli  ^u^anlii  deem  it  but  a  foolish  chase. 
And  marvel  men  nhould  tpiit  their  easy  cliair, 
The  toilMiine  way,  and  lonff,  louu  league  to  trace, 
f Hi !  there  is  sweetness  in  the  mounMiu  air, 
And  life,  tliat  bloated  ease  can  ne\er  hope  to  share. 

XXX!. 
More  bleak  Co  view  the  hills  at  len(;th  recede. 
Ami,  lew  Inznriant,  nmoother  v-des  extend  : 
Immensu*  horixon'bounded  pl  tins  Kuceeed! 
Far  as  the  eye  discerns,  witliouten  end, 
Sp:iin's  realms  appe;ir  whereon  her  shepherds  tend 
Flocks -whose  rich  fleece  ripht  well  the  trader  knows — 
Now  must  the  paRtor's  arm  his  l.imhs  defend  : 
For  Spain  is  compasii'd  by  unyielding  foex, 
Aa<l  all  masC  shield  their  sU,  or  <lnre  subjcctiou's  wocii. 


XXXIl. 
Where  I.usit-inia  and  her  sister  meet, 
Deem  ye  what  ImiuikIs  the  riral  realms  divide? 
Or  ere  the  jealous  queent  of  nations  greet. 
Doth  Tayo  interpov  his  mighty  tide? 
Or  d-irk  Sierns  rise  in  craggy  pride? 
Or  fence  of  art,  like  Chimi's  vasty  wall?— 
Ne  harrier  wall,  ne  river  deep  and  wide*, 
Ne  horrid  crags,  nor  mountains  dark  and  tall, 
I'li-ie  like  the  rocks  that  part  Ilispania's  land  from  CjuI  : 

xxxm. 

But  these  between  a  silver  streamlet  glides. 
And  srarce  a  name  distingiiishelh  the  brook, 
Thon|;h  rival  kingdoms  press  its  verdant  sides. 
Here  lenns  the  idle  shepheni  on  his  crook. 
And  vacant  on  the  rippHng  waves  doth  look. 
That  |>eacefnl  still  'twixt  bilten-st  foemen'flow; 
For  pnuid  each  ]>easant  as  the  noblest  duke  : 
Well  doth  the  Spanish  hind  the  difference  know 
Twixt  him  and  Lusian  slave,  the  lowest  of  the  low.** 

XXXIV. 

But,  ere  the  mingling  howids  have  far  been  puss'd. 
Dark  Guadiana  rolls  his  power  along 
In  sullen  billows,  murmuring  and  vast, 
S>  noted  .incient  roundelays  among. 
Whilome  ufMin  his  banks  did  legions  throng 
C)f  .Moor  and  knight,  in  mailed  splendour  drest : 
Here  ceas4>d  the  swift  their  race,  here  sunk  the  strong; 
The  Paynini  turban  and  the  Christian  crest 
Mix'd  on  the  bleeding  stream,  by  floating  hosts  oppres>'d. 

XXXV. 

Oh.  lovely  Spjiin!  renown'd,  romantic  land! 
Where  is  th  it  standard  which  Pelagio  bore, 
When  Cixa's  traitor^sire  first  calle<l  the  Itand 
That  dyed  thy  mountain  streams  with  Gothic  goro?T 
Where  an'  those  bloodv  Iwinners  which  of  yore 
Waved  o'er  thy  sons,  victorious  to  the  gale. 
And  drove  at  last  the  spoilers  to  their  «horu? 
Red  gleani'd  the  cross,  and  waned  the  crescent  palo. 
While  Afric's  echoes  thrill'd  with  Moorish  matrons'  wail. 

XXXVI. 

Teems  not  each  ditty  witlkthe  glorious  tale? 
Ah !  such,  :das!  the  Iiero's  amplest  fate  \ 
When  granite  moulders  and  when  reconls  fail, 
A  peasant's  plaint  prolongs  his  dubious  dati:. 
Pride!  bend  thine  eye  from  heaven  to  thine  estate, 
See  how  the  mighty  shrink  into  u  song ! 
Cm  volume,  pillar,  pile  preserve  thee  great? 
Or  muM  thou  trust  tradition's  bimple  tongue. 

When  flattery  sireps  with  thee,  Tnd  history  doi's  thee 
wn>n;;  ? 

XXXVII. 
Aw.ike!  ye  sons  of  Sp.iin!  awake!  advance  I 
l^>!  Cliivalry,  your  ancient  goddess,  cries, 
But  wields  not,  as  of  old,  her  thirsty  1  ince. 
Nor  shakes  her  erim<>on  plum  ge  in  the  skies  : 
Now  on  the  smoke  of  blazing  h«^Its  she  flie<«. 
And  <peaks  in  thunder  througli  yon  engine's  roar. 
In  e\erv  peal  "he  calls — « .Vwakcl  arise!  » 
Say,  is  her  voice  more  feeble  than  <«f  yore. 

When  her  w  ir-s.  iig  was  heard  on  Audalusia's  slmrc : 
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XXXVITT. 
Ilarkl— heard  you  not  those  hoofc  of  dreadfij  note? 
Sounds  not  tlie  cinng  of  conflict  on  tlie  heath? 
Saw  ye  not  whom  the  reUling  sabre  smote; 
Nor  saved  your  brethren  Cfe  they  sank  bencatli 
Tyrants  and  tyrants'  slaves? — the  fires  of  death, 
Tlic  bale-fires  flash  on  high : — from  rock  to  rock 
Each  volley  tells  that  thousaods  cease  to  breathe; 
Death  rides  upon  tlir*  sulphury  Siroc, 
[led  Battle  stamps  liib  foot,  and  nations  feci  tlie  shock. 

XXXIX. 

lio!  where  the  giant  on  the  mountain  stands, 
His  blood-rod  tresses  dccp'niug  in  the  8un 
With  death-shot  glowing  in  his  fiery  hands, 
And  eye  that  scorrhfth  all  it  glares  upon; 
Restless  it  rolls,  now  fix'd,  and  now  anon 
Flashing- a  far, — and  at  his  iron  feet 
Destnirtion  cowers  to  mark  what  deeds  arc  done; 
For  on  this  ninrn  three  potent  nations  meet, 
ro  shed  before  his  shriuc  the  blood  be  deems  most  sweet. 

XL. 
Ry  Heaven !  it  is  a  splendid  sight  to  see 
( For  one  who  hath  no  friend,  no  brother  tliere) 
Their  rival  scarfs  of  mix'd  embroidery, 
Their  various  arms  that  glitter  in  tlic  air! 
What  gallant  war-houn3s  rouse  them  from  their  lair. 
And  gnash  their  fangs,  loud  yelling  for  the  prey ! 
All  join  the  chase,  but  few  tlie  trium]>li  share; 
Tlie  grave  shall  bear  the  chiefest  prize  away, 
Aud  havoc  scarce  for  joy  can  number  their  array. 

XLI. 
Tliree  hosts  combine  to  offer  sacrifice; 
Three  tongues  prefer  strange  orisons  on  high; 
Tliree  gaudy  standards  flout  the  pale  blue  skies; 
Tlie  shouts  arc  France,  Spain,  Albion,  Victory  I 
The  foe,  ilie  victim,  and  the  fond  ally 
Thnt  fights  for  all,  but  ever  fights  in  vain. 
Arc  met — as  if  at  home  they  conUl  not  die — 
To  feed  the  crow  on  Talavera's  plain. 
And  fertilize  the  field  that  each  pretends  to  gain. 

XLH. 

Tliere  sliall  they  rot — ambition's  honour'd  fools! 
Yes,  honour  decks  thf  turf  that  wraps  their  clay  I 
Vain  sophistry!  in  these  behold  the  tools. 
The  broken  tools,  that  tyrants  cist  away 
By  myfiads,  when  they  dare  to  pave  their  way 
With  human  hearts — to  what? — a  dream  alone. 
Can  despots  compass  aught  that  hails  their  sway? 
Or  call  with  truth  one  span  of  earth  their  own. 
Save  tliat  wherein  at  last  they  crumble  bone  by  bone? 

XLHI. 
Oh,  Albuera!  glorious  field  of  grief! 
As  o'er  thy  plain  the  pilgrim  prick'd  his  steed. 
Who  could  foresee  thee,  in  a  space  so  brief, 
A  scene  where  mingling  foes  should  boast  and  bleed . 
Peace  to  the  pcrish'd !  nwy  the  warrior  s  meed 
And  tears  of  triiiniph  their  n'wani  prolong! 
Till  others  fall  where  other  chieftains  lead, 
Thy  name  shall  circle  round  the  gaping  throng. 
.And  .shine  in  worthlchs  lays,  ilw  theme  of  transient  song ! 


I 


XLIV. 
Enoug!»bf  battle's  minions!  let  them  play 
Their  game  of  lives,  and  barter  breath  for  fame : 
Fame  thatiiprill  scarce  reanimate  tlieir  clay, 
Tliough  thousands  fall  to  deck  some  single  name. 

*  In  sooth  't  were  sad  to  thwart  their  noble  aim 
Who  strike,  blest  hirelings !  for  their  couitry's  good. 
And  die,  that  living  miglit  have  proved  her  shame; 
Pcrish'd,  perchance,  in  some  domestic  feitd. 

Or  in  a  narrower  sphere  wild  rapine's  patli  pursuetl. 

XLV. 

Full  swiftly  Harold  wends  his  lonely  way 
Whore  proud  Scvilla  triumphs  unsubdued  : 
Yot  is  she  free — the  spoiler's  wish'd-for  prey! 
Soon,  soun  sh:ill  conquest's  fiery  foot  intrude, 
Itlnrkoiiing  her  lovely  domes  with  traces  raile. 
Iiiovit.ihle  hour!  'gainst  fiite  to  strive 
Whore  desolation  plants  her  fainrshed  ^rood 
Is  vain,  or  Ilion,  Tyre  miglit  yet  survive. 
And  virtue  vanquish  all,  and  murder  cease  to  tlirive. 

XLVI. 

Dut  all  imconscioiis  of  the  coming  doom, 
Tlie  feast,  the  song,  the  revel  here  abounds: 
Stniii(;o  modes  of  merriment  the  hours  cousnme. 
Nor  bleed  those  patriots  with  their  country's  wounds : 
Not  here  war's  clarion,  but  love's  rebeck  sounds; 
Iloro  folly  still  his  votaries  enthralls; 
And  young-eyed  lewdness  w.ilks  her  midniglitrouods: 
Cirt  with  the  silent  crimes  of  capitals,. 
Still  to  the  last  kind  vice  clings  to  the  tott'ring  trails. 

XLVII. 
Not  so  the  rustic — with  Iqs  trembling  mate 
He  hirks,  nor  casts  his  heavy  eye  abr, 
I.est  he  should  view  his  vineyard  desolate, 
Itlasied  below  the  dun  hot  breath  of  war. 
No  more  beneath  soft  eve's  consenting  star         • 
Fandango  tvtirLs  his  jocund  Castanet: 
Ah,  moiiarchs!  could  ye  taste  the  mirth  ye  mar. 
Not  in  the  toils  of  glory  would  ye  fret; 
The  hoarse  dull  drum  would  sleep,  and  inau  be  happy  yeL 

XLVHI. 
How  carols  now  the  lusty  muleteer? 
Of  love,  romance,  devotion,  is  his  lay, 
As  whilome  he  was  wont  the  leagues  (o  cheer, 
His  quick  bells  wildly  jingling  on  the  way? 
No!  as  he  speeds,  he  chaunts : — «  Vivft  el  Rey  I  »* 
And  checks  his  song  to  execnite  Godoy, 
The  royal  wittol  Charles,  and  curse  the  day 
When  first  Spain's  queen  behold  the  black-eyed  Imv, 
And  gore-faced  treason  hprung  from  her  adulterate  joy. 

XLIX. 
On  you  long,  level  plain,  at  distance  crown'd 
With  crags,  whereon  tliase  Moorish  turrets  rest, 
Widoscatter'd  hoof-marks  dint  the  wounded  grouiul; 
And,  scathed  by  fire,  the  green  sward's  darken'd  vest 
Tells  that  the  foe  was  Andalusin's  guest : 
Here  was  the  camp,  the  watch-flame,  and  the  host. 
Here  tho  bold  peasant  storm'd  the  dragons  nest; 
Still  dues  he  mark  it  with  triumphant  boast, 
And  points  to  yonder  cliffs,  which  oft  were  won  and  |ust. 


f 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S. PILGRIMAGE. 


45 


L. 

An<l  vlioinsoe'er  nlonp  ihc  path  you  meet        » 
li«MiN  ill  his  cap  the  budge  of  crinuton  hue. 
Which  Irlls  yoii  whom  to  shun  and  whom  to  greet:  9 
Woe  to  the  man  thnt  walks  in  public  view 
Without  of  lojpliy  thin  token  true  : 
Sharp  it  the  iWfe,  and  sudden  is  the  stroke; 
And  sorely  would  the  Gallic  foenian  rue. 
If  subtle  poniards,  wr.ipt  beneath  the  cloak, 
Oiuld  blunt  the  sabre'scdge,  or cleariliecaDuou's smoke. 

LI. 

At  c\rr\-  turn  Morcna's  dusky  height 
Su-^iains  aloft  the  battcry'>«  iron  load; 
Anil,  far  as  niort;il  eye  can  compass  Mght, 
Th«*  mountain-howitzer,  tlie  broken  rojid, 
Tlie  bristling  palii^ade,  the  fowe  o'erllow'tl, 
The  siation'd  bands,  tlu:  never*varaiit  watch, 
Tlir  magazine  in  rocky  durance  stow'd,- 
The  hoUter'd  steed  ben<>ath  the  shed  of  tliatch, 
Tlif  ball-piled  pyramid,  llie  c%-er-bbzing  match,>o 

LIT. 
Porti-nd  the  deeds  to  come  : — but  he  whose  nod 
llai  tumbled  feebler  despots  from  their  sway 
A  moment  paa<ieth  ere  he  lifts  the  rod ; 
A  little  moment  deigneth  to  delay  : 
S«H»u  will  his  legions  sweep  throu(^h  these  their  way; 
The  West  must  owu  the  scourger  of  the  world. 
Ah,  Spain!  how  sad  will  be  thy  reckoning-day, 
When  soars  Gaul's  vulture,  with  his  wiiij»s  uiifurl'd. 
And  thou  shalt  view  thy  sons  in  crowds  to  Iladcs  hurl'd' 

Lnr. 

And  must  they  fall?  the  young,  the  proud,  the  brave. 
To  swell  one  bloated  chiefs  unwholesome  reign? 
Nil  step  between  submission  and  a  grave? 
The  n<>e  of  rapine  and  the  fall  of  Spain? 
And  doth  tlie  power  tliat  man  adores  ord.iin 
Their  <loom,  nor  heed  the  suppliant's  appeal? 
Ih  all  that  desperate  vnloiir  arts  in  vain? 
And  rouiud  sage,  and  patriotic  zeal. 
The  veteran  «  skill,  yoath's  6re,  and  manhood's  heart  of 
steel? 

LIV. 
U  it  for  thin  the  Spanish  maid,  aroused, 
Ilaiigs  on  the  willow  her  unstrung  guitar, 
And,  all  unsex'd,  the  aiUaee  hath  espoused. 
Sung  the  loud  song,  and  darni  tlie  deed  of  war? 
And  she,  whom  once  the  semblance  of  a  scar 
Appaird,  and  owlet's  brum  chill'd  with  dread, 
Now  views  the  column-scattering  l)ay'net  jar, 
The  falchion  Mash,  and  o'er  the  yet  m0Ui  dead 
SLilks  with  Minerva's  step  where  Mars  might  quake  to 
tread. 

LV. 

Ye  who  shall  marvel  when  you  hear  her  tale, 
Oh !  liad  you  known  her  in  her  softer  hour, 
Mark'd  lier  bbek  eye  \hat  mocks  her  eoal-bbck  veil, 
Ileant  her  ligiil,  lively  tones  in  lady's  bower, 
S-i-ii  her  long  locks  that  foil  the  painter'^  power, 
Her  fairy  form,  with  more  than  female  grace. 
Scarce  would  you  deem  that  Saragoza's  tower 
Belield  Iter  smile  in  danger's  Gorgon  face, 
Thiu  the  closed  nnki,  and  lead  in  glory's  fearful  chase. 


LVI. 

Her  lover  sinks — she  sheds  no  ill-timed  tear; 
Her  chief  is  nlain— she  fills  his  fatal  post; 
Her  fellows  llee — she  cliecks  their  base  career; 
The  foe  retires— she  heads  the  sallying  host : 
Who  can  appease  like  her  a  lover's  ghost? 
Who  can  avenge  so  well  a  leader*  fall? 
What  maid  retrieve  when  man's  flush'd  hope  is  lost? 
Who  hang  so  fiercely  on  the  flying  Gaul, 
Foild  by  a  woman's  hand,  before  a  batter d  wall? »» 

LVH. 
Ti't  are  Spain's  maids  no  race  of  Amazons, 
But  form'd  for  all  the  witching  arts  of  love  : 
Thouph  thus  in  arras  they  emulate  her  sons, 
And  in  the  horrid  pliabnx  dare  to  move, 
T  is  but  the  tender  fierceness  of  the  dove, 
Pecking  the  hand  tliat  hovers  o'er  her  mate : 
In  softness  as  in  firmness  far  above 
Remoter  females,  famed  for  sickening  prate; 
Her  mind  is  nobler  sure,  her  charms  i>ercliaucc  as  great. 

LVIII. 
The  seal  loves  dimpling  finger  hath  impressed 
Denotes  how  soft  that  chin  which  l)cars  his  touch  :  '" 
Her  lips,  whose  kisM-s  pout  to  leave  their  nest, 
Bid  man  be  valiant  ere  he  merit  such  : 
Her  ({lance  how  wildly  beautiful !  how  much 
Harh  IMin>lius  woo'd  in  vain  to  spoil  her  cheek, 
Which  ulows  yet  smoother  from  his  amorous  clutch ' 
Who  round  the  uorth  for  paler  dames  would  seek? 
How  poor  their  forms  appear!  how  bnguid,  wan,  and 
weak! 

LIX. 
Match  me,  ye  climes!  which  poets  love  to  laud; 
Match  me,  ye  harams^f  the  land !  where  now 
I  strike  my  strain,  far  distant,  to  applaud 
B4-auties  that  cv'n  a  cynic  roust  avow  ; 
Match  me  those  hourics,  whom  ye  scarce  allow 
To  taste  the  gale  lest  love  should  ri«le  the  wind, 
With  Spain's  dark-glancing  daughters — deign  to  know 
Tliere  your  wise  prophet's  panidise  wu  lind. 
His  black-eyed  maids  of  hea\eu,  angelically  kind. 

LX. 

Oh,  thou  Parnassus!  »^  whom  I  now  survey. 
Not  in  the  phrenzy  of  a  dreamer's  eye. 
Not  in  the  fabled  landscape  of  a  lay, 
But  soaring  snow -clad  through  thy  native  sky, 
In  the  wild  pomp  of  mountain  majesty  I 
What  marvel  if  I  thus  essay  to  sing ! 
Tlie  humblest  of  tliy  pilgrims  passing  by 
Would  gladly  woo  thine  echoes  with  his  string, 
Tliough  from  thy  heights  no  more  one  muse  will  wave 
her  >»iiig. 

LXI. 

Oft  have  I  dream'd  of  thee!  whose  glorious  name 
Who  kno^s  not,  knows  not  man's  divine^t  lore : 
And  now  I  view  thee,  't  is,  alas !  with  sliame 
That  I  in  feeblest  accents  must  adore. 
When  I  recount  thy  worshippers  of  vore 
I  tremble,  and  can  only  liend  the  knee; 
Nor  raise  my  voice,  nor  vainly  dare  to  soar. 
But  gaze  beneath  thy  cloudy  canopy 
In  silent  joy  to  think  at  laH  I  look  on  lliee ! 
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LXir. 

Happier  in  this  than  mightiest  bards  have  been, 
Whose  fate  to  dii^tant  hoiqes  conliucd  their  lot, 
Shall  I  uiiino>rd  behold  the  hallov'd  !Mrene, 
Which  others  rave  oF,  thonijli  they  know  it  not? 
Thou);h  here  no  inoro  Apollo  haunts  his  t;rot, 
And  thou,  the  mines*  scat,  art  now  their  (jrave, 
Some  gentle  spirit  still  pervades  the  <tpot, 
Si(;hs  in  the  pale,  keep^  silence  in  the  cave, 
And  glides  with  clas<>y  foot  o'er  yon  nielmlious  wave. 

LXIII. 
Of  thee  hereafter. — Even  aniidl^t  my  strain 
I  (uni'd  aside  to  pay  my  homage  here; 
Forgot  the  land,  the  sons,  the  maids  of  Spain; 
Her  fate,  to  oery  freeborn  bosom  dear. 
And  hail'd  thee,  not  perchance  without  a  tear. 
Now  tu  my  theme — but  from  thy  holy  haunt 
Let  nic  some  nMunant,  some  memorial  l)ear; 
Yield  me  one  leaf  of  Daphne's  deathle\s  plant. 
Nor  let  thy  votary's  hope  ha  decm'd  an  idle  vaunt. 

LXIV. 
But  ne'er  didst  thou,  fair  mount !  when  Greece  was 

young, 
S«!e  round  thy  giant  base  a  brighter  choir, 
Nor  e'er  did  Delphi,  when  her  priestess  sung 
The  Pythian  hymn  with  more  than  mortal  fire, 
Ilehold  a  train  more  fitting  to  inspire 
The  soilg;  of  love,  than  Andalusia's  maids, 
Nurst  in  the  glowing  lap  of  soft  desire  : 
Ah !  that  to  thesi*  were  given  such  peareful  <>hades 

A.i  Greece  can  still  bestow,  though  glory  (ly  hur  glades. 

LXV. 
Fair  Is  proud  Seville;  let  her^ountry  boast 
Her  strength,  her  wealth,  her  site  of  ancient  days;  '4 
But  Cadii,  rising  on  the  distant  coast. 
Galls  forth  a  sweeter,  though  ignoble  prai<^. 
Ah,  vice!  how  soft  are  thy  voluptuous  ways! 
While  boyish  bIoo«l  is  mantling  who  can  '.scape 
The  fascination  of  thy  magic  ga/e, 
A  clienili-hydra  round  us  dost  tliou  gape'. 

And  mould  to  every  taste  thy  dear  delusive  >hape. 

LXVI. 
When  Paphos  fell  by  time — accursed  time ! 
The  queen  who  conquers  ail  must  yield  to  thee — 
The  Pleasures  tied,  but  sought  as  warm  a  clime; 
And  Venus,  constant  to  her  native  sea, 
To  nought  else  constant,  hither  deij^'d  to  flee; 
And  tix'd  her  shrine  within  the.«e  walls  of  white : 
Though  not  to  one  dome  circumscribeth  she 
Her  worship,  but,  devoted  to  her  rite,  , 

A  thousand  altars  rise,  for  ever  blazing  bright. 

LXVII. 
From  mom  till  night,  from  night  till  startled  morn 
Peeps  blushing  on  the  revel's  laughing  crew, 
The  song  is  heard,  the  rosy  garland  woni, 
I)e\ices  quaint,  and  frolics  ever  new. 
Tread  on  each  other's  kil>es.     A  long  adieu 
He  bids  to  sober  joy  that  here  sojourn*  : 
Nought  interrupts  the  riot,  fhougli  in  lieu 
Of  true  devotion  monkish  incense  bums. 
And  love  and  prayer  imite,  or  rulo  the  hour  by  turns. 
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Lxvin. 

The  sabbath  eomes,  a  day  of  blessed  rest; 
What  halh>ws  it  upon  this  Cliristian  tluwel 
l.o !  it  i«  sacred  to  a  solemn  feast : 
Hark !  heard  yon  not  the  fbrest-monarch't  roar? 
Gra.shing  the  lanee,  he  snuffs  the  spqaling  gore 
Of  man  and  steed,  o'erthrow'n  bcneiB  his  horn ; 
The  throng'd  arena  shakes  with  shouts  for  more; 
Yells  the  mad  crowd  o'er  entrails  freshly  torn. 
Nor  shrinks  the  female  eye,  nor  even  affects  to  mourn. 

LXIX. 

The  M*venth  ilay  this;  the  jubilee  of  man. 
I^ndnn '.  ri^ht  well  thou  know'&l  the  day  of  prayer. 
Then  thy  spnice  citizen,  wash'd  artizan. 
And  smug  apprentice  gulp  their  weekly  air : 
Thy  coach  of  Hackney,  whiskey,  ooe-lionte  chair. 
And  humblest  gig  through  sundry  suhiirl>s  whirl. 
To  llainpstead,  Brentford,  Harrow,  make  repair; 
Till  the  fired  jade  the  wheel  forgets  Co  hiiri. 
Provoking  envious  gilie  from  each  pedestrian  churL 

LXX. 

Some  o'er  thy  Thamis  row  the  ribbon'd  fair. 
Others  along  the  s.ifer  turnpike  fly; 
Some  Uiehmond-hill  ascend,  wme  scud  to  Ware, 
And  niiiny  to  the  steep  of  Highgate  hie. 
Ask  ye,  llirotian  slLidis!  the  nnii^n  why?'* 
T  is  to  the  worship  of  the  solemn  horn, 
Gnisp'd  in  the  holy  hand  of  mystery. 
In  whose  dread  name  both  men  and  maid<  are  sworn, 
And  consecrate  the  oath  with  draught  and  dance  till 
morn.  i 

LXXI.  ' 

All  have  their  fooleries — not  alike  are  thine,  I 

Fair  Cadiz,  rising  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea  I  I 

Soon  as  the  matin  bell  pmclaimeth  nine. 
Thy  saint-adorers  count  the  ro«iry : 
Much  IS  the  Virgi;*  iea.sed  to  shrive  them  free 
(Well  do  I  ween  the  only  virgin  there) 
From  crimes  as  numerous  as  her  headsoncn  be; 
Then  lo  the  crowded  circus  forth  they  fare. 
Young,  old,  high,  low,  at  once  theiame  diversion  share. 

I^XII. 
The  lists  are  oped,  the  spacious  area  clear d, 
Thousands  on  thousands  piled  are  seated  round; 
I^ug  ere  the  first  loud  trumpet's  note  is  lieard, 
Nc  vacant  space  for  lated  wight  is  found : 
Here  dons,  grandees,  but  chiefly  dames  abound, 
Skill'd  ill  the  ogle  of  a  roguish  eye. 
Yet  ever  well  inclined  to  lieni  the  wound; 
None  throiii^  their  cold  diMlain  arc  dooiii'd  to  die. 
As  moon-struck  bards  complain,  by  love's  sad  arehery. 

LXXIH. 
Hush'd  is  the  din  of  tongues — on  gallant  steeds. 
With  milk-white  crest ,gold .spur,  and  light-poised  lance, 
Four  cavaliers  prepare  for  venturous  deeds. 
And  lowly  bending  to  the  li.sts  advance; 
Rich  arc  their  scarfs,  their  cluirgers  featly  prance  : 
If  in  the  dangerous  game  they  tliinc  to  day, 
The  crowd's  loud  shout  and  ladies'  lovely  glance, 
Bist  prize  of  lietter  aciA,  they  bear  away. 
And  all  that  kings  or  chiefs  e'er  gain  their  toils  repay. 
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LXXIV. 

Ill  c<>>tly  slieru  and  gaudy  cloak  array'd, 
but  all  a-foot,  the  light-linib'd  Haladore 
Siaiiiis  iu  lliu  ceutTR,  eager  to  invade 
I'lie  lonl  of  lo«  iiig  hrnU ;  but  not  before 
Tlio  gnuindf  witli  cautious  trrad,  iH  traversed  o'er, 
I  '-ot  aught  unieeu  should  lurk  to  thwart  his  Kpced: 
lli>i  ariu'8  a  dart,  he  fights  aloof,  nor  more 
(lin  man  achieve  without  the  friendly  xteed, 
Ala<k !  too  oft  coudemu'd  for  liim  to  bear  and  bleed. 

XXV. 

Thrice  sounds  the  clarion ;  to !  the  signal  falls, 
Till*  <Irn  cxpnihU,  and  fxpt'ct-itiou  mute 
(Wipes  round  tlic  silent  circle's  jiroplcd  walls. 
KimukIn  with  one  lashing  spring  the  iniglity  brute. 
Anil,  wildly  stariug,  spurns  '^'ith  sounding  font, 
Tlie  sand,  nor  blindly  rushes  on  hi«  foe: 
Here,  ihcTp,  he  points  his  threuleuing  front,  to  suit 
IliN  lirst  attack,  wide  w.i-\in|;  to  and  fro 
His  angry  tail;  red  rolls  his  eye's  dilated  glow. 

LXXVI. 

Sudden  he  stop*;  his  eye  is  fix'd:  away, 
Auiy.  thou  hn«dlcs«i  hoy!  prepare  the  spear: 
Now  i>  thy  time,  to  (>crish,  or  di^pliy 
i  he  skill  that  yet  may  check  his  mad  career. 
\Viih  well-timed  croupe  the  nimble  coursers  veer; 
On  f«iams  the  bull,  but  not  unscathed  he  goes; 
Streams  from  his  Hank  the  crimson  torrent  clear; 
He  Hies,  he  wheels,  dislracte<l  with  bis  throes; 

Dart  fullowH  dart ;  lance,  lauce;  loud  bello wings  speak 
his  woes. 

LXXVII. 
Again  he  comes;  nor  dart  nor  lance  avail, 
>'i>r  the  wild  plujiging  of  the  tortured  horse; 
Though  nwn  and  man's  avenging  arms  assail, 
Vain  are  his  weapons,  vainer  is  hi>  force. 
(Hie  g:illant  steed  is  stretch'd  a  m::iigle<l  cortie; 
AniiihtT,  hideous  sight '.  uiix-ain'd  appears. 
Ills  gory  chei^t  unveils  life's  panting  source, 
Tliough  death-struck  still  hi>  feeble  frame  he  rears, 

Siiiggering,  but  stemming  all,  his  lord  unharm'd  lie  bears. 

LXXVIII. 
Foil'd.  bleeding,  brcatlili>>.s,  furious  to  the  last. 
Full  in  the  centre  stands  tlie  bull  at  bay. 
Mid  viouodit^  and  clinging  darts,  and  lances  bnisi, 
And  fo<fS  disabled  in  the  brutal  fray: 
Anil  now  tlie  Matadores  around  him  play, 
Shake  the  red  cloak,  and  poise  the  ready  brand : 
Once  more  through  all  lie  bursts  his  thuudering  way — 
Vain  rage!  the  mantle  quits  the  conyn^ band, 
Wrd|is  his  fitfce  eye — 't  is  past — he  sinks  upon  the  sand ! 

LXXIX. 

Where  bis  vast  neck  just  mingles  viitli  tlie  spine, 
Mieathed  in  his  form  the  deadly  weapon  lies. 
lie  .stops — he  starts — disdaining  to  decline; 
Sliivkly  he  falls,  amidst  triumphant  cries, 
WifliDUt  a  groao,  without  a  struggle,  dies. 
The  decorated  car  appears— ^n  high 
The  corse  u  piled-^swcet  sight  for  vulgar  eyes — 
Four  steeds  thai  spurn  the  rein,  as  swift  as  shy, 
Durl  tlie  dark  bulk  aJong,  MUirca  seen  in  dasliing  by. 


LXXX. 

Such  the  ungentle  sport  that  oft  invites 
The  Spanish  maid,  .'ind  cheers  the  Spanish  s^in. 
Nurtured  in  bloo4l  lietime.s,  his  heart  delights 
In  \engeance,  gloating  on  anolher'R  pain.      • 
What  private  feuds  tlic  troublnl  village  stain  ! 
Thougli  now  one  phalaux'd  host  should  meet  the  foe, 
Knoiigh,  alas!  in  humble  honien  remain, 
To  meditate  'gainst  friends  the  secret  blow, 
For  some  slight  cause  of  wrath,    whence   life's  warm 
stre.im  must  llow. 

LXXXI. 

Rut  jealousy  has  (led;  his  bars,  his  bolts, 
liis  \(illiered  centiuel,  duenna  sage  ! 
And  all  whereat  the  generous  soul  revolts. 
Which  the  stern  dotard  deeiii'd  he  could  encage, 
Have  pavs'd  to  darkness  with  the  vanish'd  age. 
Who  late  so  free  as  Sjianihh  girls  were  iteeu 
(Kre  war  uprose  in  his  volcanic  rage), 
With  braidi'd  tresses  l>ouuding  o'er  the  green. 
While  on  tllo  gay  dance  shone  night's  lover-loving  queen  ? 

LXXXII. 
Oh !  many  a  time,  and  ofi,  had  Harold  loved. 
Or  dream'd  lie  luved,  since  rapture  is  a  dream; 
lUit  now  his  vaywanl  bosom  \(as  unmoved, 
For  not  yet  had  he  drunk  of  Lethe's  strrain ; 
Ami  lately  had  he  learn'd  with  truth  to  diM-'in 
Love  has  no  gift  so  grateful  as  his  wings: 
llow  fair,  how  young,  how  soft  soe'er  he  seem. 
Full  from  the  fount  of  Joy's  delicious  springs 
Some  bitter  o'er  tlie  tlowers  its  bubhliug  venom  ilings.  >(> 

LXXXIII. 

Yet  to  the  beauteous  form  he  was  not  blind, 
Tliough  now  it  move<l  him  as  it  moves  the  vkise; 
Not  that  philosophy  on  such  a  mind 
Ker  deign'd  to  bend  her  chastely-atiful  eyes: 
Itiit  passion  nives  hers<"lf  to  rest,  or  tlies; 
And  vice,  that  digs  her  own  voliiptuous  tomb. 
Had  buried  long  his  hopes,  no  more  to  rise: 
Pleasure's  pall'd  victim!  lifi^-abhorring  gloom 
Wrote  on  his  faded  brow  curst  Caiits  unresting  doom. 

LXXXIV. 

Still  he  beheld,  nor  mingled  with  the  tlu-ong; 
But  vie^'d  them  not  with  misantliropic  hate: 
Fain  would  he  now  have  join'd  the  dance,  the  song; 
Hut  who  may  smile  that  sinks  beneath  his  fate? 
Nought  thai  he  savt  his  sadness  could  abate: 
Yet  once  he  struggled  'gainst  the  demon's  sway, 
And  as  in  l>cauty's  bower  he  pensive  sate, 
Pour'd  forth  this  unpremeditati>d  Liy, 
To  charms  as  fair  as  those  that  soothed  his  liappier  day. 


TO  INEZ. 

I. 

Nay,  smile  not  at  my  sullen  brow, 

AlaK  !  I  cannot  smile  again  ; 
Yet  llr.iven  avert  that  ever  thou 

Should'st  weep,  aud  haply  weep  in  vain. 


18 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


2. 

And  dost  thou  ask,  mrhiit  Mrcrrl  voe 

I  bear,  corroding  jny  and  youtti  ? 
And  wilt  thou  \iunlv  si*ck  to  know 

^paug,  cvon  ihuu  must  fail  to  sooth? 

3. 
It  IN  not  lovr,  it  i^:  not  hntr, 

Nor  low  ninbilion's  honours  lost, 
That  bids  ni<*  loath  my  proMMil  »lalf. 

And  dy  from  uU  I  prizrd  the  ino<it ; 

It  is  that  woarinr^H  whirh  sprin(;« 

From  all  I  niH-t,  or  hrar.  i»r  mt: 
To  nil'  no  plrasurr  biMuty  brin|;s  { 

Tliino  I'^rs  havr  xMrrr  a  charm  for  vac. 

5. 
It  i.H  that  MMtl(>d,  CiMscloK^  (;l<>om 

Till*  fabl<^d  lirbrcw  wandcnT  borr; 
That  will  not  look  iH'yond  the  tomb, 

Itut  cannot  Iio]>o  for  rcsi  lM>fur(*. 

6. 
What  exile  from  himself  can  fliv  ? 

To  louc-i,  though  more  and  more  remote. 
Still,  still  pursues,  «hrn-er  I  bi?, 

The  bli^jlit  of  life— the  deniuu  thought. 

•» 

Yet  others  rapt  in  plea«.ure  *<'em, 

And  taste  of  all  that  I  fors^ike; 
Oh  !  may  they  still  of  tran<i|H>rt  dream. 

And  ne'er,  at  least  like  me,  avidft^  1 

8. 
Thront^h  mauv  u  clinie  't  is  mine  to  go,] 

Willi  many  a  retro^piTtion  cnrst; 
And  all  mv  solace  is  to  know, 

Wliate'er  belides,  I  've  known  the  wor?.!. 

9- 
\n»at  is  that  wor^t  ?  Nay  do  not  ask — 

In  pity  from  the  search  ffirbear: 
Smile  on — nor^ venture  to  unmask 

Man's  heart,  and  view  the  hell  that  'k  there. 

I.XXXV. 

Adieu,  fairC&dii!  yea,  a  lon^;  adieu! 
Who  Hiay  forget  how  well  thy  walls  ha\e  stood' 
When  all  were  changing  thou  alone  wert  true. 
First  to  l)e  free  and  last  to  Ih>  subdued: 
And  if  amidst  n  scene,  a  shuck  so  rude. 
Some  native  blood  was  seen  thy  streets  to  dye; 
A  tniitor  only  fell  iM'ueath  the  feud:  *7 
Here  all  were  noble,  save  nobility  ; 
None  huggd  n  couquiTor s  cluiin,  s-ive  fallen  chi\alry  ' 

I.XXXVI. 

Such  be  the  sons  of  Sp.iin,  and,  siran(;e  her  fate! 
They  ii|;ht  for  fnedom  mIio  wjtc  ne\er  fii-e  ; 
A  kin(,'l(-ss  people  for  a  nrr\i'lesN  slate. 
Her  vassals  ronibat  when  tlii>ir  chieftains  llee, 
True  to  the  \eriest  slaves  <»f  Irrat'liery: 
Fi>nd  of  a  land  which  ga\e  them  nought  but  life, 
Pride  poinis  the  p.itli  that  leads  to  MIhtIv; 
n.11  k  to  the  stru|;gle,  baftl(*d  in  the  strife. 
War.  war  is  still  the  cry,  «  war  even  to  the  knife  !»•  '^ 


LXXXVIf.  ! 

Ye,  who  would  mgcr  of  Spa  id  and  SpAnianii  kaov,  ^ 

(!o,  read  whate'er  is  writ  of  bloodiest  strife :  , 

Whatc'er  keen  veogeanct;  urged  on  foreign  foe  ' 

dn  act,  iK  neting  them  agaii»t  man's  life:  I 

Fntiu  flashing  seimitur  to  s«^crct  knife,  | 

War  mouldclh  there  each  weapon  ID  his  need—  < 

So  may  he  guard  the  sifter  and  the  wift*,  { 
So  may  he  make  each  curst  oppressor  bleed. 

So  may  such  foes  deserve  the  most  remorseless  deed '  | 

Lxxxvin.  I 

Flows  there  a  tear  of  pity  for  the  dead? 

Look  o'er  the  ravage  of  the  reeking  plain ; 

I^>ok  on  the  b  inds  with  female  sl.iughier  rod ; 

Then  lo  the  dogs  resign  the  unburied  slain. 

Then  lo  the  vulture  let  each  cvrM*  nimain  ; 

Albeit  unworthy  of  the  prey-bird'^  maw, 

lx>t  their  bleach'd  bones,  and  blood's  uii bleach ing>lain.  ' 

Long  mark  the  battle-field  with  liideoiis  awe: 

Thus  oulyjnay  our  sons  conceive  the  sceues  we  saw*' 

I 

LXXXLX.       . 

Nor  yet.  alas !  the  dreadful  work  is  done, 
Fre^h  le>;ions  ]K>uradown  the  ISTPiieen; 
It  dre]M>ns  still,  the  work  is  scarce  begun. 
Nor  mortal  eye  the  distant  end  foresees. 
Fallen  nations  g:i/e  on  Spain;  if  freed,  she  frees 
Mon*  than  her  fell  l*ixarros  once  encliain'd: 
Stnmge  retribution  !  now  Columbia's  ease 
Repairs  the  «nings  that  (>uito's  sods  ^uslainTd. 
While  o'er  the  parent  clime  prowls  murder  unrvMiraiji'd 

XC. 
Not  all  the  blood  at  Talavera  shed. 
Not  all  the  marvels  of  lt:in>ssa'H  li^it, 
Not  Albnera,  lavish  of  the  dead, 
Ila\e  won  for  Spain  her  well-asKcrted  right. 
When  shall  her  olive  branch  be  fnw  from  hliglit? 
When  shall  she  brealhe  her  from  tlie  blu>diing  toil! 
Ilovt  many  a  doubtful  ilay  shall  sink  in  night, 
Kre  the  Frank  robber  turn  him  from  his  spoil, 
.\nd  freedrmi's  stranger>trce  grow  native  of  the  soil! 

XCf. 
And  thou,  my  friend!  *0 — tiince  unavailing  voe 
Ihir>(H  from  my  heart,  and  mingles  with  tlie  strain  — 
Had  the  s>»or(l  laid  thee  with  the  miglity  low, 
Priile  niighi  forbid  ev-en  friendship  to  complain: 
Kut  thuH  iml.inrcrd  to  diwcendjn  vain, 
Ity  all  forgotten,  s;ive  the  lonely  breast, 
And  mix  iml>l<'eding  with  the  boasted  slain. 
While  glory  cntwus  so  many  a  meaner  crest! 
What  hadsi  thou  done  lo  sink  so  peacefully  to  rest  ? 

XCII. 

Oh,  known  the  carlieitt,  and  esteeni'd  tlie  most ! 
Dear  to  a  heart  where  nought  was  left  so  dear! 
Though  to  my  hop«'less  days  for  ever  lost, 
In  dreams  deny  me  not  to  see  thee  here! 
And  morn  in  M>cret  shall  n>new  the  tear         • 
Of  consciousness  awaking  to  her  woes, 
.\nd  fancy  hover  o'er  thylbloodless  bier. 
Till  my  frail  frame  return"to  whence  it  rose. 
And  moum'd  aud  iiiounier  lie  united  in  repose. 


I 


XCIII. 
Urn*  is  one  fyttc  of  Harold's  pilgrimage: 
Yi'  ^Iki  of  him  may  further  seek  to  know, 
Sltall  fiiul  vomc  tidings  in  a  futnrc  page. 
If  he  that  rhymcth  now  may  HcribhU*  moe. 
I>  this  too  much T  mem  critic !  Any  not  so: 
I'utifnce!  and  ye  sliall  hear  what  he  lieheld 
III  oihrr  LindSf  wliere  he  was  dooui'd  to  go: 
I^iuhK  that  contain  the  inonumenl»  of  Eld, 
V.rv  (inree  and  <ireciau  arts  by  barbarous  hands  vere 
iiucll'd. 


CANTO  II. 


I. 

Tome,  blue-eyed  maid  <»f  heaven ! — but  thou,  alas! 
DidKt  neser  yet  one  mortal  song  uispire — 
ffiMldoNH  of  wisdom !  her<*iliy  temple  was. 
And  is,  deHpile  of  war  and  wiuting  lire,  ' 
And  year*,  ilmt  Uide  tliy  worship  to  expire: 
lUU  woTNf  than  Hteel,  and  flame,  an<l  agcit  slow, 
h  the  dread  sceptre  and  dominion  dire 
I       Of  men  who  iK>ver  felt  the  sacred  glow 
Hiat  IlKiughts  of  thee  and  thine  on  polish'd  breasts 
bestow.  ■ 

". 
Ancient  of  days!  august  Athena!  where, 
Wliere  arc  thy  men  of  might  ?  thy  grand  in  soul .' 
(!on(>,  glimmering  thro'  the  dn>am  of  things  that  were : 
Kim  in  the  race  tliat  letl  to  glory's  goal, 
Tlif^  won,  aiKl  paWd  away — is  this  th«  whole? 
A  Hchool-lioy's  tale,  the  wonder  of  an  hour? 
Tlie  wanrior'ii  weapon  and  the  sophist's  stole 
An;  songlil  in  Tain,  and  n'rr  each  mouldering  tower, 
f>ini  with  Um  mihl  of  years,  grey  flits  the  shade  of  i>ow'er. 


*■  III. 

Son  of  tlic  morning,  rise !  a]>proach  you  here  ! 
llouH. — but  molrct  not  you  defenceless  urn : 
l^ook.oa  this  hpot — a  nation'^  sepulchre ! 
AlMMle  of  gods,  whoso  shnnes  no  lonfjer  burn. 
Kven  gods  must  yield — religions  take  their  tiu'u : 
Twas  Jove's — 'tis  Mahomet't* — and  other  creeds 
>Vill  rise  with  other  years,  till  man  shall  learn 
Vainly  his  incense  soars,  Iris  victim  bleeds; 

Pk»or  child  of  doubt  and  death,  whose  hope  is  built 
reeds. 

lY. 
Dound  to  tlie  earth,  he  lifts  his  eye  to  heaven — 
Wl  not  cnougli,  unhappy  thing  I  to  know 
Tliou  art!  Is  this  a  bofin  so  kindly  given. 
That  being,  thou  w<Hildst  lie  again,  and  go, 
TIkhi  know'sc  not,  reck'^t  nfit  to  what  region,  so 
«:.!  eartii  r.i  more,  but  niiugleil  with  the  skies ; 
Still  wilt  thou  dream  on  fuinre  joy  and  woe  ? 
Regard  and  wcigli  yon  dust  before  it  llies: 

Ihat  little  um  saiUi  more  tlian  thousand  homiUes. 


V. 
Or  burst  the  vani^h'd  hero's  lofty  mound ; 
Far  on  the  solitary  shore  he  sleeps :  ^ 
lie  fell,  and  falling  nations  monru'd  <inmnd; 
Hut  now  not  one  of  saddening  thousands  weeps, 
Nor  warlike  worshipper  his  vigil  kee|>s 
Wlw're  deini-gods  fl|i|K>ard.  as  reconls  tell. 
Uemove  yon  skull  fn>m  out  the  scalter'd  heaps: 
Is  that  a  temple  where  a  j^mI  may  dwell  ? 
Why  even  tlie  worm  at  last  disdains  lier  sliatter'd  cell ! 

VI. 

I<ook  on  its  l>roken  arch,  its  ruin'd  wall. 
Its  chambers  desolate,  and  {xirtals  foul: 
Yes,  this  was  once  ambition's  airy  hall. 
The  dome  of  thought,  the  palace  of  the  soni : 
Itehold  through  each  lack-lustre,  eyeless  hole. 
The  gay  recess  of  wisdom  and  of  wit. 
And  |>assiou's  host,  Ihat  lun'er  br«Ktk'd  control : 
<I;in  all,  saint,  sage,  or  sophist  ever  writ, 
Teople  this  lonely  tower,  this  tenement  relit? 

Yll. 

Well  didst  tJiou  sjieak,  .Vthena's  wisest  son ! 
".Ill  tL:it  we  know  in,  nothing  can  Im*  known. » 
Why  should  we  slirink  from  what  we  cinnot  shun^ 
Kach  has  his  {tang,  but  feeble  sufr«>rers  groan 
With  bniin-born  dreams  of  evil  all  their  ow  n. 
Pursue  what  cluince  or  fate  procbimeth  l>est ; 
IVace  waits  us  on  tlic  shores  of  .\clieron: 
There  no  fon:e«l  l»anquet  claims  the  sate<l  (pjest, 
I'lUt  silence  spreads  the  couch  of  ever-welcoinc  rest. 

VIII. 
Yet  if,  as  holiest  men  have  tleem'd,  there  Im> 
\  l;ind  of  souls  beyond  that  sahle  shore. 
To  shame  the  doctrine  of  the  S:idfhicee 
.\nd  sophists,  madly  vain  of  dubious  Ion*; 
IJow  swivt  it  were  in  concert  t<»  adore 
With  thosi>  who  made  our  mortal  labours  light! 
To  hear  each  voice  we  fear'd  to  hear  no  more  I 
lleholil  each  mighty  shade  reveal'd  to  sight. 
The  Ikictrian,  Saniiau  sage,  and  all  who  tauglil  the  right ! 

IX. 


There,  thou! — whose  love  and  ^e  together  fled. 
Have  left  me  here  to  love  and  live  in  vain — 
Twined  with  my  heart,  and  can  I  dfcm  thct;  dead. 
When  busy  memory  flashes  on  my  bnin  ? 
Well — I  will  dream  lluit  we  may  me«>t  ag:iin. 
And  woo  the  vision  to  my  vacant  bn'ast : 
If  aught  of  young  remembrdnce  then  remain, 
lk>  as  it  may  futurity's  behest, 
on  I  For  me  't  were  bliss  enough  to  know  thy  spirit  hle->l ! 

X. 

Here  l<*t  me  sit  n|Hm  liiis  ni.issy  stone. 
The  niarblf  enlumn's  yet  niishak<-n  Ikinc; 
Here,  son  of  Siiturn!  was  thy  fav'rile  tlirone:* 
Miglilie.st  of  ni.iny  such!  Il«*]i('e  let  nii-  ir.ice 
The  laleiil  grandeur  of  thy  dwelliug  place. 
Il  may  not  he:  nor  e\en  can  fancy's  rve 
itc^lon:  wliat  tinir  liitli  l.tbonr'd  to  drf.iciv 
Yet  th:>st:  prtmd  pillars  claim  no  |i;ivsing  sigli — 
r.nno\cd  the  Moslem  ^its,  the  light  (ireek  carol -i  by. 
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XI. 

But  who,  uf  all  the  plunderpra  of  yon  fane 
On  high,  where  Pallas  ling(>rd,  loth  to  flee 
The  latest  relic  of  her  ancient  reign  ; 
The  last,  the  iiror&t,  dull  spoiler,  who  was  he  ? 
Klush,  Giledonia !  sui'h  thy  M)n  could  be ! 
Kn^jland  !  I  joy  no  child  he  was  of  thine: 
Thy  free-born  men  should  <>pare  what  once  was  free ; 
Yet  ihoy  could  violate  tfarh  saddening  shrine, 
And  bear  the«e  altars  o'er  the  long-reluctant  brine. ' 

X!!. 

But  most  the  ino<)eni  Piot's  ignoble  boast, 
To  rive  what  Goih,  and  Turk,  and  lime  hath  spared  fi 
Cold  as  the  crags  upon  his  native  const. 
His  mind  as  barren  .lud  his  heart  as  hard. 
Is  he  whose  head  conceived,  whose  hand  prepare<i. 
Aught  to  dispbce  Athena's  poor  remains: 
Her  sons  ttw  weak  the  ucred  shrine  to  guard, 
Yet  felt  some  i>oriion  of  their  mother  s  paius,  7 
And  never  knew,  till  then,  the  weight  of  despots'  chains. 

xin. 

What !  shall  it  e'er  l>e  said  by  lirilish  tongue, 
Albion  was  happy  in  Athena's  tears? 
Though  in  thy  name  the  slaves  her  bosom  wrung, 
Tell  not  the  deed  to  blushing  Europe's  ears ; 
The  ocean  queen,  the  free  Britannia  bears 
Tlie  last  poor  plunder  from  a  bleeding  land : 
Yes,  she,  whose  gen'rous  aid  her  name  ende.irs. 
Tore  down  those  remnants  with  a  harpy's  hand, 
Which  envious  Eld  forbore,  and  tyrants  \v.h  to  stand. 

XIV. 

Where  was  thine  sgis,  Pallas',  that  nppall'd 
Stern  Alaric  and  havoc  on  their  way?** 
Where  Peleus'  son?  whom  hell  in  vain  enthrall'd, 
His  shade  from  Hades  upon  that  dread  day, 
Bursting  to  hght  in  terrible  array  I 
Wliat !  could  not  Pluto  span;  the  chief  once  more, 
.  To  scare  a  second  robber  from  his  pn-y  ? 
Idly  he  wander d  on  the  Stygian  shore, 
Nor  now  preserved  the  walls  he  loved  to  shield  before. 

XV. 

Gold  is  the  heart,  foir  Greece!  that  looks  on  thee. 

Nor  fi'cls  as  lovers  o'er  the  dust  they  loved; 

Dull  is  the  eye  that  will  nol  weep  to  sec 

Thy  walls  defaced,  thy  mouldering  shrines  removed 

By  British  luinds,  which  it  had  best  belioved 

To  guard  those  relics  ne'er  to  be  restored. 

Ciu^t  be  the  hour  when  from  their  isle  they  roved. 

And  once  again  thy  hapless  bosom  gored. 

And  snatch'd  thy  shrinking  gods   to   iMirthem  elimcs 
abhorr'd ! 

XVI. 
But  where  is  Harold  ?  shall  I  then  forget 
To  urge  the  gloomy  wanderer  o'er  the  wave? 
Little  reck'd  he  of  all  that  men  regret ; 
No  loved-one  now  in  feign'd  lament  could  rave; 
No  friend  the  parting  hand  extended  gave. 
Ere  the  cold  stranger  pass'd  to  other  climes: 
Hard  is  his  heart  «hum  charms  may  not  enslave; 
Iiut  Harold  felt  not  as  in  other  times. 

And  left  without  a  sigh  the  laud  of  war  and  crimes. 


XVII. 
He  that  lum  MiPd  upoB  the  dark  blue  sea 
Has  view'd  nt  times,  I  ween,  a  full  fair  sight ; 
When  the  fresh  breeze  is  fair  as  breeze  may  be, 
Tlie  white  sail  set,  the  gallant  frigate  tiglit; 
Masts,  spires,  and  strand  retiring  to  the  right, 
Tlie  gloriotLs  main  expanding  o'er  the  bow. 
The  convoy  spread  like  wild  swans  in  thnir  flight, 
Tlie  dullest  sailer  wearing  bravely  now, 

So  gaily  curl  the  waves  befbre  each  dashing  prow. 

■ 

XVIH. 

And  oh,  the  little  warlike  world  within! 
The  well-rccved  guns,  the  netted  canopy,  9 
The  hoarse  command,  the  busy  huuuning  din. 
When,  at  a  word,  the  tops  are  manu'd  on  high : 
Hark  to  the  boatswain's  call,  the  cheering  cry! 
While  through  the  seaman's  hand  tlie  tackle  glides: 
Or  school-boy  midshipman  that,  standing  by. 
Strains  his  slu-ill  pipe  as  good  or  ill  betides. 
And  well  the  docile  crew  tluit  skilful  urchin  guides. 

XIX. 

White  is  the  glassy  deck,  witliout  a  stain. 
Where  on  the  watch  the  staid  lieutenant  walks : 
Lo4ik  on  that  part  which  sacred  dotb  remain 
For  the  lone  chieftain,  who  majestic  stalks. 
Silent  and  fear'd  by  all— not  oft  lie  talks 
With  aught  beneath  him,  if  lie  would  preserve 
That  strict  restraint,  w  hicli  broken,  ever  balJu 
Conquest  and  fame:  but  Britons  rarely  swerve 
From  lav«,  however  stern,  which  tends  their  streogtk 
to  nerve. 

XX. 

Blow !  swiftly  blow,  thou  keel-compeUing  gale! 
Till  the  broad  sun  withdraws  his  lessening  ray; 
Th(;n  must  the  )iennant>bearer  slacken  sail, 
Tliat  lagging  barks  may  make  their  lazy  way. 
Ah  !  grievmce  sore,  and  listless  dull  delay. 
To  waste  on  sluggish  hulk.<(  the  sweetest  breeie ! 
What  leagues  arc  lost  before  the  dawn  of  day, 
Tlius  loitering  p<rnsive  on  the  w  illiug  seas, 
Tlie  Happing  sail  haul'd  down  to  halt  for  logs  like  thete! 

XXI. 

The  moon  is  up;  by  Heaven  a  lovely  eve ! 
Long  streams  of  light  o'er  dancing  waves  cipand ; 
Now  lads  on  shore  may  i>igh.  and  maids  believe: 
Such  be  our  fate  w  hen  we  return  to  land ! 
Meantime  some  rude  Arion's  restless  band 
Wakts  the  brisk  harmony  that  sailors  love ; 
A  circle  there  of  merry  listeners  stand. 
Or  to  some  well-known  measure  featly  move, 
Tlioughtless,  as  if  on  shore  they  still  were  free  to  rove. 

XXII. 
Through  Calpes  straits  survey  the  steepy  shore; 
Europe  and  Afric  on  each  otlier  gan  I 
1.41  nds  of  the  dark-eyeil  maid  and  dusky  Moor 
Alike  l>eheM  tH*neath  pale  Hecate's  blaze: 
How  softly  on  the  Spaui«h  shore  she  plays 
Disclosing  rock,  and  slo|>e,  and  forest  brown. 
Distinct,  though  darkeuing  with  her  waning  phase; 
But  Mauritania's  giant-shn^pws  fmwn, 
From  mountain-cliff  to  coast  descending  sombre  down. 


xxni. 

T  in  night,  when  meditation  bids  us  feel  , 
Wc  oDce  have  loved,  tliouf^i  love  is  at  an  end : 
Tlic  heart,  lone  mourner  of  its  baffled  seal, 
Tliough  friendle»!i  now,  will  dream  it  had  a  friend. 
Who  with  llie  Wfight  of  years  would  wish  to  bend, 
When  youth  itself  survivrs  young  love  and  joy? 
AIns!  when  minf;ling  souls  forget  to  blend, 
Death  hath  but  little  left  him  to  destroy  I 
Ah !  happy  yjiars !  once  more  who  would  not  be  a  boy  ? 

XXIV. 

Tlius  bending  o'er  the  vefuePs  laving  side. 
To  gaze  on  Dian's  wave-reflected  sphere ; 
The  soul  forgrts  hrr  schemes  of  hope  and  pride. 
And  flics  anconscions  o'er  each  backward  year. 
None  are  so  desolate  but  something  dear. 
Dearer  titan  self,  possesses  or  possess'd 
A  thouglit,  and  claims  the  homage  of  a  tear; 
A  flaxliing  pang !  of  which  the  weary  breast 
>yould  still,  albeit  in  Tain,  tlie  heavy  heart  divest. 

To  sic  on  rocks,  to  muse  o'er  flood  and  fell, 
To  slowly  trace  the  forest's  sliady  scene, 
Wliere  tilings  that  own  no-man's  dominion  dwell, 
And  mortal  foot  iiatli  ne'er,  or  rarely  been ; 
To  climb  the  trackless  mountain  all  unseen, 
With  the  wild  flock  that  never  needs  a  fold ; 
Alone  o'er  steeps  and  foaming  falls  to  lean ; 
This  is  not  solitude;  't  is  but  to  hold 
CoDTerse  with  nature's  charms,  and  view  her  stores 
unroH'd. 

XXVI. 

But  *midst  the  crowd,  the  hum,  the  shock  of  men, 
To  hear,  to  see,  to  feel,  and  to  possess. 
And  roam  along,  the  worid's  tired  denizen. 
With  none  who  bless  us,  none  whom  we  can  Uess ; 
Minions  of  splendour  slirinking  from  distress : 
None  that,  with  kindred  consciousness  enduo^ 
If  we  were  not,  would  seem  to  smile  the  less  ^ 
Of  all  that  flatter'd,  fbllow'd,  sought,  and  sued; 
Tliis  b  to  be  alone ;  thi%,  this  is  solitude ! 

XX  vn. 

More  blest  the  life  of  godly  eremite. 
Such  as  on  lonely  Athos  may  be  seen. 
Watching  at  eve  upon  the  giant  height. 
Which  look*  o'er  mvos  so  blue,  skies  so  serene, 
That  he  who  there  at  such  an  hour  liath  been 
Will  wistful  linger  on  that  hallow'd  spot ; 
Then  slowly  tear  him  from  the  'witching  scene. 
Sigh  forth  one  wish  that  such  had  been  his  lot, 
Then  turn  to  hate  a  world  he  had  almost  forgot. 

xxvni. 

Pass  we  the  long,  unvarying  course,  the  track 
Oft  trod,  that  never  leaves  a  trace  behind ; 
Pass  we  the  calm,  the  gale,  the  change,  the  tack, 
And  each  welMtnown  caprice  of  wave  and  wind ; 
Pass  we  the  joys  and  sorrows  sailors  And, 
Coop'd  in  their  winged  sea-girt  citadel ; 
The  foul,  the  fair,  the  contrary,  tlie  kind, 
Aa  braeiea  rise  and  fill  jind  billows  swell, 
TiU  on  tone  jocand  mom — lo,  land !  and  all  is  well. 


XXIX. 

But  not  in  silence  pass' Calypso's  isles,'o  * 
The  sister  tenants  of  the  middle  deep ; 
There  for  the  weary  still  a  haven  smiles, 
Though  the  fair  goddess  long  liath  ceased  to  weep. 
And  o'er  her  cliffs  a  fruitless  watch  to  keep 
For  him  who  dared  prefer  a  mortal  bride: 
Here,  too,  his  boy  essay'd  the  dreadful  leap 
Stem  Mentor  urged  from  high  to  yonder  tide ; 

While  thus  of  both  bereft,  tlie  nymph-queen  doubly 
sigh'd. 

XXX. 
Her  reign  is  past,  her  gentle  glories  gone  : 
But  trust  not  this ;  too  easy  youth,  beware ! 
A  mortal  sovereign  holds  her  dangerous  throne. 
And  thou  may'st  And  a  new  Cilypso  there. 
Sweet  Florence !  could  another  ever  share 
This  wayward,  loveless  heart,  it  would  be  thine : 
But  check'd  by  every  tie,  I  may  not  dare 
To  cast  a  worthless  offering  at  thy  shrine. 

Nor  ask  so  dear  a  breast  to  feel  one  pang  for  mine. 

XXXI. 

Thus  Harold  dcem'd,  as  on  that  lady's  eye 
He  look'd,  and  met  its  beam  without  a  thou^t. 
Save  admiration  glancing  liarmless  by : 
I^ve  kept  aloof,  albeit  not  far  remote, 
Who  knew  his  votary  often  lost  and  caught, 
But  knew  him  as  his  worshipper  no  more. 
And  ne'er  again  the  boy  his  bosom  sought : 
Since  now  he  vainly  urged  him  to  adore, 
Well  deem'd  the  little  god  his  ancient  sway  was  o'er. 

xxxn.     • 

Fair  Florence  found,  in  sooth  -with  some  amaie, 
One  who,  't  was  said,  still  sigh'd  to  all  he  saw. 
Withstand,  unmoved,  the  lustre  of  her  gaze. 
Which  others  haiPd  with  real,  or  mimic  awe, 
Their  hope,  their  doom,  their  punishment,  their  law ; 
All  that  gay  beauty  from  her  bondsmen  claims: 
And  much  she  marvell'd  tliat  a  youth  so  raw 
Nor  felt,  nor  feign'd  at  least,  the  oft-told  flames. 
Which,  though  sometimes  they  frown,  yet  rarely  anger 
dames. 

xxxiir. 

Little  knew  she  that  seeming  marble-heart, 
Now  mask'd  in  silence  or  withhdd  by  pride. 
Was  not  unskilful  in  the  spoiler's  art, 
And  spread  its  snares  licentious  far  and  wide; 
Nor  from  the  base  pursuit  luid  tum'd  aside. 
As  long  ail  aught  was  worthy  to  pursue : 
But  Harold  on  such  arts  no  more  relied ; 
And  had^e  donted  on  those  eyes  so  blue, 
Yet'naver  would  he  join  the  lover's  whining  crew. 

XXXIV. 

Not  much  lie  kens,  I  ween,  of  woman's  breast, 
Wlio  thinks  that  wanton  thing  is  won  by  sighs ; 
What  careth  she  for  hearts  when  once  possess'd  ? 
Do  proper  homage  to  thine  idol's  eyes ; 
But  not  too  humbly,  or  she  will  despise 
Thoc  and  tliy  suit,  though  told  in  moving  tropes : 
Disguise  even  tenderness,  if  thou  art  wise ; 
nri.sk  confidence  still  best  with  woman  copcA , 
Pique  her  and  sooth  in  turn,  soon  passion  crowns  thy 
hopes. 


nVKON'S  W6UKS. 


XXXV. 

ix  an  nUi  k'snoii ;  tune  R|>prove<>  it  trur, 

1(1  tlu>s4:  vriiu  know  it  Im'sc,  deplore  it  most ; 

hen  all  is  won  tlint  nil  desire  to  woo, 

le  paltry  prize  i«  lianlly  worth  the  eost : 

juth  wasted,  minds  dq;raded,  honour  lost, 

lose  are  thy  fruits,  suceessful  passion!  these! 

,  kindly  erne),  early  Iiojm;  i«»  erost, 

ill  to  the  last  it  rankles,  a  disiMse, 

to  be  cured  when  love  itself  fori;etA  to  plea«e. 

XXXVI. 

way!  nor  let  mc  loiter  in  my  sonj, 

ir  we  have  many  a  mountuin-path  to  tn>ad, 

lid  many  a  varied  slion*  to  sail  alon(;, 

f  pciiNive  sadness,  not  by  liclion,  led — 

limes,  fair  withal  as  ever  mortal  bead 

na(;ined  in  its  little  sclu-nies  of  thont*ht; 

r  e'fr  in  new  Utopias  were  n*ad, 

r)  teach  man  what  he  might  be,  or  lie  ought ; 

lat  corrupted  thing  could  ever  huch  be  tiiught. 

XXXVII. 

ear  nature  is  the  kinde^t  motlier  still, 
hough  alway  changing,  in  her  asptKrt  mild ; 
rem  her  bare  bo>om  let  mc  take  my  (ill, 
ler  neviT-wean'd,  though  not  her  fa\our'd  cliild. 
'h !  fchc  lit  fairest  in  her  features  wild, 
kTliere  nothing  polish'd  dares  pollute  her  path : 
b  me  by  day  or  night  she  ever  smiled, 
bough  1  have  mark'd  her  when  none  other  hath, 
I  iought  her  more- and  more,  and  loved  her  best  mi 
wrath. 

•     XXXVIII. 
Aud  of  Albania!  wlytre  Iskander  rose, 
'heme  of  the  young,  and  beacon  of  the  wise, 
.nd  he,  his  name-sake,  whose  oft-baffled  foes 
hrunk  fn>m  his  deeds  of  chividrouH  einpri7e : 
Kind  of  Albania ! '  *  let  me  bend  mine  eyrs 
(n  thee,  thou  rugged  nurse  of  .savage  men ! 
lie  eroKS  descends,  thy  minarets  arise, 
md  the  pale  crescent  K)>arkleH  in  the  glen, 
ough  many  a  cypress-grove  within  each  city's  ken. 

XXXIX. 

:hildc  Harold  sail'd,  and  pass'd  the  barren  spot  *' 

Vhere  sad  Penelope  o'erlook'd  the  wave; 

Lnd  onward  vicw'd  the  mount,  not  yet  forgot, 

'he  lover's  refuge,  and  the  Lesbian's  grave. 

)ark  Sappho !  could  not  verse  immortal  save 

rbat  brea<(t  imbued  with  such  immortal  Src? 

lould  she  not  live  who  life  eternal  gave? 

f  life  eternal  may  await  tlie  lyre,  ^. 

It  only  heaven  to  which  earth's  children  may  aspinr. 


XL. 
r  was  on  a  Grecian  autumn's  gentle  eve 
Ihilde  Harold  hail'd  l^ucadia's  cape  afar: 
I  spot  he  long'd  to  see,  nor  cared  to  leave : 
>ft  did  he  mark  the  scenes  of  vanish'd  war, 
Ictium,  Lc|)anto,  faial  Tr.ifalgar;  *^ 
Mark  them  unmoved,  for  he  would  nut  delight 
Iltirn  lM*neath  some  remote  inglorious  star) 
In  themes  of  bl(>o<ly  fray,  or  gallant  fight, 
t  loath'd  the  bra\o*s  trade,  and  Iaugh'<l  at  martial 
wight. 


XLL  I 

Rut  wlien  he  saw  the  evi>ning  star  above 

l^'iiendia's  far-projecting  rock  of  woe. 

And  hail'd  the  last  resort  of  fruitless  lov»»,  '• 

He  felt,  or  dwm'd  he  felt,  no  rominon  glow; 

And  as  the  stately  vessel  glided  slow 

Ueneath  the  shadow  of  that  ancient  mount,  | 

He  watch'd  the  billows'  melancholy  flow,  } 

And,  sunk  albeit  in  thought  as  he  was  wront,  j 

More  placid  seem'd  his  eye,  and  smooth  hi*  pallid  fn>at.  , 

t 

XLII. 

Morn  dawns;  and  with  it  stern  Albiinia's  hill>, 
Dark  Siili's  rorks,  and  Pindus'  inlantl  |>«:ak. 
Robed  hnlf  in  mist,  Inrdew'd  with  snoisy  rills, 
Arr.iy'<l  in  many  a  dun  and  purple  stn'ak^ 
Aris4>;  and.  as  the  clouds  along  tliem  break, 
DiseloM*  llie  dwelling  of  the  mountainetv:  I 

Here  roiiiiis  the  wolf,  the  eagle  whets  his  l»cak,  I 

HinU,  beasts  of  prey,  and  wilder  mr^  appear,  | 

And  |;;)thering  storms  around  convulse  the  closing  year. 

XLIH. 

Now  Harold  felt  himself  at  length  alone. 
And  bade  to  christian  tongues  a  long  adieu; 
Now  bt>  adventured  on  a  tliore  unknown. 
Which  all  admire,  but  many  dread  to  view; 
His  breast  was  arm'd  'gainst  fate,  his  wants  were  few: 
Peril  he  sought  not,  but  ne'er  shrank  to  meet. 
The  scene  was  savage,  but  the  scene  was  new ; 
This  made  the  ceaseless  toil  of  travel  sw<;et. 

Beat  back  keen  winter's  blast,  and  welcomed  summer's 
heat. 

XLIV.  • 

Here  the  red  cross,  for  still  the  cross  is  here. 
Though  sadly  scofFd  at  by  the  circumcised. 
Forgets  that  jiride  to  pamper d  priesthood  dear; 
Churchman  and  votary  alike  despised. 
Foul  superstition  I  howsoc'er  disguised, 
IdoLiuiint,  virgin,  prophet,  crescent,  cross, 
For%hntso<>ver  .symbol  thou  art  priied. 
Thou  saceVdotal  gain,  but  general  1(»hs! 

Who  from  (rue  worship's  gold  can  separate  thy  dross? 

XLV. 
Ambraeia's  gulpli  behold,  wlierc  once  wan  lost 
A  world  for  woman,  lovely,  harmless  thtog! 
In  yonder  rippling  hay,  their  naval  host 
Did  many  a  Roman  chief  and  i^ian  king  ■' 
To  doubtful  conflict,  certain  slaughter  bring: 
Look  where  the  second  Cxsar  s  trophies  rose !  ^ 
Now,  like  the  hands  that  rear'd  them,  witbering: 
Imperial  anarchs,  doubUng  human  woes! 
(}uD !  was  thy  globe  ordain'd  for  such  to  win  and  lose  .* 

XL  VI. 

From  the  dark  barriers  of  tliat  nigged  clime. 
Even  to  the  centre  of  Illyria's  vales, 
(iliilde  Harold  pass'd  o'er  many  a  mount  Mibltine, 
Through  lands  scarce  noticed  in  hiiftoric  talcs ; 
Yet  in  famird  Attica  such  lo\ely  dales 
Are  rarely  seen ;  nor  can  fair  Tempt*  boast 
A  chanii  they  know  not;  loved  l*aruassuii  fails. 
Though  cl.issic  ground  aud  consecrated  ino«t, 
To  match  .some  .sjiots  that  lurk  within  tbU  lowering  coast. 


CIIILDE  HAR0I.1)*S  PILGRIMAGK. 
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XLVI/. 

■    Ho  iva-iH**!  hlrak  Piiidus,  Acliouwia'i*  lake,  '7 
Ant!  Irft  till*  primal  cily  of  ihr  land. 
Ami  oiiMartl.N  dul  his  further  journey  take 
To  j^rrri  Albania's  chief,'*  whose  dread  command 
Is  lawli's.N  la«  ;  for  with  a  hloody  hand 
III*  sway-i  a  nation,  turbulent  and  bold: 
Y«-t  hrre  :ind  there  some  daring  mountain-band 
Uisil.iiu  his  power,  and  from  their  rocky  hoKl 

Hurl  their  defiuncc  far,  nor  yield,  unless  to  gold. '9 

XLVIII. 

Monastic  Zit/a  !  '*>  from  thy  ^liady  brow, 
Thou  <ui.ill,  but  favourd  spot  of  holy  ground! 
Where'er  we  fia/e,  anmnd,  al»ove,  Im'Iow, 
What  raiolMiw  tints,  what  magic  rharnis  are  found! 
IU»t.k,  river,  forest,  mountain,  all  abound. 
And  bluest  skies  that  luirmonizc  the  whole: 
IbMiealh,  the  distant  torrent's  rushing  sound 
Tells  where  the  vohimed  cataract  doth  roll 

Itctween  iliosi-  liaiiging  rocks,  that  shock  yet  please  the 
Koul. 

XLIX. 
Amidst  the  grove  tluit  crowns  yon  tufted  hill. 
Which,  wen;  it  not  for  many  a  mountaiu  nigh 
Hiding  in  lofty  ranks,  and  loftier  still, 
Might  well  itself  be  deem'd  of  dignity. 
The  convent's  white  walls  glisten  fair  on  high: 
Here  dwells  the  caloycr,*'  iM)r  rude  is  he. 
Nor  niggard  of  his  cl«?er ;  the  passer  \)y 
!>  welcome  still ;  nor  heedless  will  he  flee, 

IVom  hence,  if  he  delight  kind  uaturc  s  sheeu  to  sec. 

L. 
Here  in  tlM  sultriest  season  let  him  rest, 
Fresh  is  the  green  beneath  those  agc<l  trees ; 
Here  wrindsi  of  gentlest  wing  will  fon  liis  breast. 
From  heaven  it»elf  he  may  inhale  the  breeze: 
The  pbin  is  far  beneath — oh !  let  him  seize 
Pure  pleasure  while  he  can ;  the  scorching  ray 
Here  piereeth  not,  impregnate  with  disease: 
Then  let  his  length  the  loitering  pilgrim  lay, 
Aud  gaze,  untired,  the  morn,  the  noon,  the  eve  away. 

LI. 
Du^ky  and  huge,  enlarging  on  the  sight. 
Nature's  volcanic  amphitheatre,^' 
Chiinaera*ft  Alps  extend  from  left  to  right : 
Iteneath,  a  living  valley  seems  to  stir ; 
docks  play,  trees  wave,  streams  flow,  the  mniintaia'fir 
Nodling  above :  behold  bbck  Acheron !  '^ 
f  )nce  consecrated  to  tlie  sepnlclire. 
Pluto!  if  this  be  hell  1  look  upon, 
Clo!iC  sluimed  Klysium's  gates,  my  shade  slmU  seek  for 


none: 


UI. 


Ne  city's  towers  pollute  the  lovely  view ; 
irn>^en  is  Yanina,  though  not  remote, 
Veifd  by  the  screen  of  hills !  hen;  men  arc  few. 
Scanty  the  hamlet,  rare  the  loiu'ly  cot ; 
Itut,  peering  down  each  precipice,  the  goat 
I*ruw»elh:  and,  pensive  o'er  his  scatler'd  flock, 
Tlin  little  sbeplierd  in  lu.s  white  capote  ^ 
Doch  lean  liiii  boyish -form  along  the  rock, 
( >r  in  his  cate  awaits  the  Ceuii»cst's  short-lived  sliock. 


UII. 

Oh  !  where,  Dodona !  is  thine  aged  grove. 
Prophetic  fount,  and  oracle  divine? 
What  valley  echoed  the  response  of  Jove? 
What  trace  remaiueth  of  the  Thunderer's  shrine? 
All.  all  forgotten — ai^  shall  man  repine 
That  his  frail  bonds  to  fleeting  life  are  broke? 
Oase,  fool !  the  fate  of  gods  may  well  lie  thine: 
Wouldst  thou  survive  the  marble  or  the  oak? 

When  nations,  tongues,  and  worlds  must  sink  beneath 
the  stroke! 

MV. 
Kpirus'  bounds  recede,  and  mountains  fail; 
Tired  of  up-^pizing  still,  the  wearied  eye 
lleposi-s  gladly  on  as  sm(M)th  a  vale 
As  rvcr  spring  yclad  in  grassy  dye: 
Even  on  a  plain  no  humlde  l>eauties  lie. 
Where  some  bold  river  breaks  the  long  expanse. 
And  woods  along  the  banks  are  waving  high, 
Whose  shadows  in  the  glavsy  waters  dance, 

Or  with  the  moon-beams  sleep  in  midnight's  solemn 
trance. 

LV. 
The  sun  ha<l  sunk  l>ehind  vast  Tomerit,'^ 
Au<l  Laos  wide  and  fierce  came  roaring  by;  ''* 
The  shades  of  wonted  night  «ere  gathering  yet, 
When,  down  liie  steep  bauks  winding  warily, 
(Iliilde  Harold  saw,  like  meteors  in  the  sky, 
The  glittering  minarets  of  Tepalen, 
Whose  walls  o'erlook  the  stream,  and  drawing  nigh, 
lie  heard  the  busy  hum  of  warrior-men 

Spelling  the  breeze  that  sigh'd  along  the  Icngtn'ning  glen. 

LVI. 
He  pass'd  the  sacred  haram's  silent  tower. 
And,  underneath  the  wide  o'enrching  gate, 
Survey'd  the  dwelling  of  this  chief  of  power. 
Where  all  around  proclaim'd  his  high  estate. 
Amidst  no  common  pomp  the  despot  sate. 
While  busy  preparations  shook  the  court, 
Slaves,  eunuchs,  soldiers,  guests  and  mintous  wait ; 
Within,  a  palace,  and  without,  a  fort: 
Here  men  of  every  clime  appear  to  make  resort. 

LVII. 

Richly  caparison'd,  a  ready  row 
Of  armed  horse,  and  many  a  warlike  store 
Circled  tlic  wide-extending  court  below: 
Above,  strange  groups  adorn'd  the  corridor; 
And  oft-times  through  the  Area's  echoing  door 
Some  higb-capp'd  T.irtar  spurr'd  his  steed  away : 
The  Turk,  the  Greek,  the  Albanian,  and  tlic  Moor, 
Here  muigled  in  their  many-hued  array. 
While  the  deep  war-drum's  sound  announced  the  close 
of  day. 

Lvin. 

The  wild  Albanian  kirtled  to  his  knee. 
With  shawl-girt  head  and  ornamented  gun, 
And  gohl-embroider'd  garments,  fair  to  see; 
The  crimson-scarfed  men  of  Macedou ; 
The  Delhi  with  his  c^p  of  terror  on. 
And  crooked  glaive;  the  lively,  supple  Greek; 
And  swarthy  Nubia's  mutilated  son; 
The  bearded  Turk  that  rarely  deigns  to  s|>cak, 
.Mastff  of  all  around,  loo  potent  to  bo  meek, 
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KIX. 
Are  mix'd  conspicuous :  some  rcrlinr  in  groups, 
Scnnnin{;  llie  motlry  scene  that  varies  round; 
Tlicre  some  gn»ve  Moslem  to  devotion  stoops, 
And  some  that  smoke,  and  some  th.it  play,  are  found; 
Here  the  Albanian  proudly  tivads  the  ground; 
Half  irliispering  there  the  Creek  is  heard  to  prate; 
Hark !  from  the  mo^ue  the  nif^htly  solemn  sotmd, 
The  Muezzin's  call  doth  shake  the  minaret, 
«  There  is  no  (;od  but  God !— to  prayer— lo !  Cod  is  grcatli. 

LX. 
Just  at  this  see  son  Ramazani's  fost 
Thiough  the  lonj;  day  its  pi'nance  did  maintiin: 
Ihit  when  the  linfjering  t«ili{;ht  hour  was  past. 
Revel  and  feast  as<.umed  the  rule  apain : 
Now  all  was  bustle,  and  the  menial  train 
Prepared  and  spread  the  plenteous  board  within ; 
Tlie  vacant  (gallery  now  sirem'd  made  in  vain, 
But  from  the  chambers  came  the  miniiling  din. 
As  page  and  slave  anon  were  {lassing  out  and  in. 

Lxr. 

He.-c  woman's  \0'ce  is  never  heard :  apart, 
And  scarce  permitted,  guarded,  veil'd,  to  mov<  - 
She  yields  to  one  her  prrson  and  lier  heart. 
Tamed  to  her  cage,  nor  feels  a  wish  to  rove : 
For,  not  unhappy  in  her  masters  love. 
And  joyful  in  a  mother's  gentlest  cares. 
Blest  cares!  all  other  feelings  fiir  above  I 
Herself  anre  sweetly  rears  the  babe  she  l)cars, 
Who  never  quits  the  breast  no  meaner  pas-sion  shares. 

LXH. 

In  marble-paved  pavilion,  where  a  spring 
Of  living  water  from  the  centre  rose. 
Whose  bubbling  did  a  genial  freshness  fling, 
And  soft  voluptuous  couches  lireathed  repose, 
Ali  reclined,  n  man  of  war  and  woes ; 
Trt  in  his  lineaments  ye  cannot  trace. 
While  gentleness  her -milder  radiance  throws 
Along  that  aged  venerable  face, 
The  deeds  that  lurk  beneath,  and  stain  him  with  disgrace. 

Lxni. 

It  is  not  tluit  yon  hoary  len<;thening  beard 
III  suits  the  passions  which  belong  to  youth ; 
fjove  conqu(>rs  age — so  Hafii  hath  averr'd. 
So  sings  the  Teian,  and  he  sings  in  sooth — 
But  crimes  that  scorn  the  tender  voice  of  Ruth, 
Reseemin;;  all  meu  ill,  but  most  the  man 
In  years,  have  mark'd  him  with  a  tiger's  tooth ; 
Blood  follows  blood,  and,  through  their  mortal  span. 
In  bloodier  acts  conclude  those  who  with  blood  began. 

LXIV. 

'Mid  many  things  most  new  to  ear  and  eye 
The  pilgrim  rested  here  his  weary  feet. 
And  gazed  around  on  Moslem  luxury. 
Till  quickly  wearied  with  that  spacious  seat 
Of  wealth  and  wantonness,  the  choice  retreat 
Of  sated  grandeur  from  the  city's  noise : 
And  wei-e  it  humbler  it  in  sooth  were  sweet; 
Rut  peace  abhorreth  artificial  joys, 
}  id  pleasure,  leagued  with  |K>mp,  the  icst   of*  both 
destroys. 


LXV. 
Fierce  are  Albania's  children,  yet  they  lack 
Not  virtues,  were  those  v'lrtues  more  raatore. 
Where  is  the  foe  that  ever  saw  their  buck? 
Who  can  so  well  the  toil  of  war  endure  7 
Their  native  fastnesses  not  more  secure 
Than  they  in  doubtful  time  of  troublous  nerd: 
Their  wrath  how  deadly!  but  their  friendship  sure. 
When  gratitude  or  valour  bids  them  bleed, 
Unshaken  rushing  on  where'er  tlieir  chief  may  lead. 

LXVI. 
Childe  Harold  saw  them  in  their  chiefialo's  tower 
Thronging  to  war  in  splendour  and  success ; 
And  after  view'd  them,  when,  witliin  tlieir  powei, 
Himself  awhile  the  victim  of  distress ; 
That  saddening  hour  when  bad  men  hotlier  press: 
But  these  did  shelter  him  beneath  tluiir  roof, 
When  less  barlmrians  would  have  cheer'd  him  lest, 
And  fellow-countrymen  have  stood  aloof — *7 
In  aught  that  tries  t^c  heart  how  few  withstand  the  proof' 

Lxvn. 

It  clianced  that  adverse  winds  once  drove  his  bark 
Full  on  the  coast  of  SuU*s  sluiggy  shore. 
When  all  around  was  desolate  and  dark; 
To  land  was  perilous,  to  sojourn  more; 
Yet  for  a  while  the  mariners  forbore. 
Dubious  to  trust  whei*  treacliery  might  lurk : 
At  length  they  venturetl  forth,  though  doubting  sore 
That  those  who  loathe  alike  the  Frank  and  Turk 
Might  once  again  renew  their  ancient  butcher-work. 

LXVIH. 
Vain  fear!  the  Suliotes  stretch'd  the  welcome  hand, 
Led  them  o'er  rocks  and  past  the  dangerous  swamp, 
Kinder  than  polish'd  slaves  though  not  so  bland. 
And  piled  the  hearth,  and  wrung  their  garments  damp, 
And  filld  the  bowl,  and  trimm'd  the  cheerful  lamp, 
And  spread  their  fare;  though  homely,  all  they  had: 
Such  conduct  bears  philanthropy's  rare  stamp — 
To  rest  the  weary  and  to  soothe  the  sad. 
Doth  lesMn  happier  men,  and  shames  at  least  the  bad. 

LXIX. 
It  came  to  pass,  that  when  he  did  address 
Himself  to  quit  at  length  this  mountiin-laad. 
Combined  marauders  half-way  barr  d  egr^s. 
And  wasted  far  and  near  with  glaive  and  brand ; 
And  therefore  did  he  take  a  trusty  band 
To  traverse  Acamania's  forest  wide,  • 
In  war  well  season'd,  and  with  labours  tann'd. 
Till  he  did  greet  white  Achelous*  tide, 
And  from  his  further  bank  iEtolia's  wolds  csp'ied. 

LXX. 

Where  lone  Utraikey  forms  its  circling  co?c, 
And  weary  waves  retire  to  gleam  at  rest. 
How  brown  the  foliage  of  the  green  hill's  grove. 
Nodding  at  midnight  o'er  the  calm  bay's  breast. 
As  winds  come  lightly  whispering  from  tlie  west, 
Kissing,  not  ruffling,  the  blue  deep's  serene- 
Here  Harold  was  received  a  welcome  guest, 
Nor  did  he  pass  unmoved  the  gemic  scene, 
For  many  a  joy  could  he  from  night's  soft  preience  glean. 
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LXXI. 

.mootli  &hore  the  uight-iires  brightly  blaied, 
I  was  done,  the  red  wine  circling  fost,** 
that  uoaware«  had  there  ygaxed 
\niiQ  vondcrnieut  had  stared  aghast ; 
night's  uiidmdsl,  stillest  hour  was  pest, 
i\e  revels  of  the  troop  began; 
likar  '9  his  sabre  from  him  cast, 
luding  liaiid  in  hand,  man  link'd  to  man, 
■ir  uncouth  dirge,  long  danced  the  kirtled  clan. 

LXXII. 
iarold  at  a  little  distance  stood 
«'d,  but  not  displeased,  tlie  revelrie,    0 
td  harmless  mirth,  however  rude : 
I,  it  was  no  vulgar  sight  to  see 
irbarous,  yet  their  not  indecent,  glee, 
llie  tlames  along  their  faces  gleam'd, 
fsturt^  nimble,  dark  eyes  (lashing  free, 
g  wild  locks  that  to  their  girdles  streamed, 
IS  in  concert  they  this  lay  lialf  sung,  half 
»cream'a :  '•> 

I. 
aci !  Tambourgi  * '  thy  'larum  afar 
e  to  the  ^-aliant,  and  promise  of  war ; 
IS  of  tlie  mountains  arise  at  the  note, 
,  lUyrian,  and  dark  Suhote  I 

s. 
s  more  brave  than  a  dark  Suliote, 
wy  camese  and  his  sliaggy  capote? 
If  and  the  vidture  he  leaves  his  wild  flock, 
•uds  to  the  plain  like  the  stream  from  the  rock. 

3. 

sons  of  Cliimari,  who  never  forgive 
of  a  friend,  bid  an  enemy  hve? 
guns  so  unerring  such  vengeance  forego  ? 
rk  is  so  fair  as  the  breast  of  a  foe? 

1  sends  forth  her  invincible  race ; 
e  tlury  abandon  the  cave  and  the  chase : 
scarfs  of  blood-red  sluill  be  redder,  before 
is  sheathed  aud  the  battle  is  o'er. 

5. 
pirates  of  Parga  that  dwell  by  the  waves, 
I  tlie  pale  Fninks  what  il  is  to  be  slaves, 
e  on  tlie  beach  the  long  galley  and  oar, 
L  to  his  covert  the  captive  on  shore. 

6. 
the  pleasures  that  riches  supply, 
8h.-rli  win  what  the  feeble  must  buy ; 
tlic  young  bride  with  her  long-flowing  hair, 
f  a  maid  from  her  mother  sliall  tear. 


fair  face  of  the  maid  in  her  youth, 
tes  sliall  lull  me,  lier  music  shall  sooth ; 
ring  from  the  chamber  her  many-toned  lyre, 
us  a  song  on  the  fall  of  her  sire. 


*  Dra 


itr. 


Remember  the  moment  wlien  Previsa  fcll,^' 
The  shrieks  of  the  conquer  d,  the  conquerors'  yell ; 
Tlie  roofs  that  we  fired,  and  the  plunder  we  shared, 
The  wealthy  we  slaughter'd,  tlie  lovely  we  spared. 

I  talk  not  of  mercy,  I  talk  not  of  fear; 
He  neitlier  must  know  who  would  serve  the  viiier: 
Since  the  days  of  our  prophet  tlie  crescent  ne'er  saw 
A  chief  ever  glorious  like  .\li  Pasliaw. 

10. 

Dark  Muchtar  his  son  to  the  Danube  is  sped. 

Let  the  ycllow-hair'd  *  Giiiours  >  view  his  horse-tail  ^ 

with  dread ; 
When  his  Deliiis4  come  dashing  in  blood  o'er  the  banks, 
How  few  shall  escape  from  the  Muscovite  ranks! 

II. 
Selictar!^  unsheathe  then  our  chiefs  scimitar: 
Tambourgi !  thy  'larum  gives  promise  of  %  ar. 
Ye  mountains,  that  see  us  descend  to  the  shore. 
Shall  view  us  as  victors,  or  view  us  no  more ! 


LXXin. 
Fair  Greece!  sad  relic  of  departed  wortli !  ^ 
Immortal,  though  no  more;  though  fiillen,  great! 
Who  now  shall  lead  tliy  scalter'd  children  forth. 
And  long  accustom'd  bondage  uncreatel 
Not  such  thy  sons  who  whilome  did  await. 
The  hopeless  warriors'of  a  willing  doom, 
In  bleak  Thermopylx's  sepulcliral  strait — 
Oh !  IS  ho  that  gaUaut  spirit  shall  resume, 
Leap  from  Eurotos'  banks,  and  call  thee  from  the  tomb  ? 

LXXIV. 

Spirit  of  freedom !  when  on  Ph^^'s  brow  H 
Thou  sat'st  w  itii  Thrasybulus  and  his  train, 
Couldst  thou  forebode  the  dismal  hour  which  DOV 
Dims  the  green  beauties  of  thine  Attic  plaial 
Not  thirty  tyrants  now  enforce  the  chain, 
But  every  carle  can  lord  it  o'er  thy  land; 
Nor  rise  thy  sons,  but  idly  rail  in  vain, 
Trembling  beneath  the  scourge  of  Turk'isli  hand. 
From  birth  t'dl  deatli  enslaved;  in  word,  in  deed  unmann'd. 

LXXV. 

In  all,  save  form  alone,  how  changed!  and  who 
That  marks  the  fire  still  sparkling  in  each  eye, 
Wrho  but  would  deem  their  bosoms  bum'd  anew 
With  thy  unquenched  l)eam,  lost  liberty? 
And  many  dream  withal  the  hour  is  ni^ 
That  gives  them  back  their^nthcrs'  heritage: 
For  fort'ign  arms  and  aid  they  fondly  sigh. 
Nor  solely  dare  enrouiiter  hostile  rage, 
Or  tear  tlieir  name  detiled  from  slavery's  mournful  |Mige. 


1  Ttllow  i*  the  epitbci  gireo  lo  ihe  nuMUu. 

>  iDfidelt. 

>  Hurw-Uilt  afc  lh«  iu«gni«  of  a  Pirha. 

*  llorMiacaHiiniwrriDi  lo  our  fitrlora  liop«. 

*  Swofd-bwrar. 


56 


•  1 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


LXXVI. 

Hereditary  hoiidftmon !  kno^ir  yc  not 
Who  mould  l>o  froc  ihcmNclvcs  must  strike  the  blow? 
By  their  ri(;ht  arms  the  conquest  nia'tt  be  >»rought? 
Will  Gaul  or  Muscovite  redn'ss  ye?  no! 
True,  they  umy  lay  your  proud  despoilers  low, 
Uut  not  for  you  mill  freedom's  altars  flame. 
Shades  of  the  Helots!  triumph  o'er  your  foe! 
Greece!  ehan(;c  thy  lords,  thy  state  is  still  the  same; 
Thy  tjlorious  day  is  o'er,  but  not  thine  years  of  shame. 

LXXVH. 

The  city  von  for  Allah  from  the  Giaour, 
The  Giaour  from  Othmau's  race  ayain  may  mrcst ; 
And  the  Serai's  impenetrable  tomcr 
Receive  the  li(?ry  Frank,  h«'r  former  (juest;  ^^ 
Or  Wahab's  rebel  brood  who  dared  divest 
The  prophet's  tomb  of  all  its  pious  spoil,  ^* 
May  wind  their  path  of  blood  alon{;  the  West; 
Hut  ne'er  mill  freedom  seek  tliis  fated  .soil, 
Uut  slave  succeed  to  slave  through  years  of  endless  toil. 

LXXVHI. 
Yet  mark  their  mirth — ere  lenten  days  be(;in, 
That  penance  mhich  their  holy  rites  prepare 
To  shrive  from  man  his  mcight  of  mortal  sin, 
Ily  daily  abstinence  and  nijjhily  prayer; 
Uut  ere  his  sackcloth  garb  repentance  m-ear, 
Some  days  of  joyaunce  are  decnrcd  to  all, 
To  take  of  plea^tunce  each  his  .secret  share. 
In  motley  robe  to  dance  at  masking;  ball, 
Ind  join  the  mimic  train  of  merry  Carnival. 

LXXIX. 

And  mrhosc  more  rife  mith  merriment  tluin  thine. 
Oh  Staniboul !  once  the  empress  of  their  reign? 
Though  turbans  now  pollute  Sophia's  shrine, 
And  («reece  her  very  altars  eyes  in  vain : 
(Alas!  her  woes  will  still  pervade  my  strain !) 
(«ay  were  her  minstrels  once,  for  fret>  her  throng. 
All  felt  the  common  joy  they  now  munt  feign, 
Nor  oft  I  'vc  s«*en  such  sight  nor  heard  such  ^^ong, 
IS  woo'd  the  eye,  and  tlirill'd  the  Uospliorus  along. 

LXXX. 

I^ud  was  the  lightsome  tumult  of  the  shore. 
Oft  music  changetl,  but  never  ceased  her  tone. 
And  timely  ecli(M!d  bark  the  measured  oar, 
And  rippling  waters  made  a  pleas.uK  mtiaii: 
The  (|U(*en  of  tides  on  high  cous«>nling  shone. 
And  when  a  transient  breeze  swept  o'er  the  wave, 
T  mas,  as  if  darting  from  her  heavenly  throne, 
A  brighter  glance  her  form  reflected  gav<*, 
ill  sparkling  billoms  scem'd  to  light  the  banks  they  lave. 

LXXXI. 

Glanced  many  a  light  caique  along  the  foam. 
Danced  on  the  shore  the  daughters  of  the  land, 
Ne  lliou|;Ut  had  man  or  maid  of  rest  or  home, 
While  many  a  languid  eye  and  thrilling  hand 
Kxcliauged  the  l(H»k  fi.'m  bosoms  may  milhstau<l, 
Or  g<'ntl\  [)ri'>l.  relnrn'd  ilie  pressuri'  Nlill: 
Oh  lo\e!  youii*;  love!  bound  in  thy  rusv  baud, 
Ix'l  vige  or  cynic  pr.illle  as  he  mdl, 
!iiHe  liour>,  and  only  these,  redeem  life's  years  of  ill ! 


LXXXII. 
But,  midst  the  throng  in  merry  nutftqiitfradr, 
Lurk  there  no  hearts  tliat  throb  with  secret  pain, 
Kven  through  the  closest  searment  half  betray  d  ? 
To  such  the  gentlp  murmurs  of  the  main 
Seem  to  re-echo  all  they  mourn  in  vain ; 
To  such  the  gladne«A  of  the  gamesome  rrowd 
Is  source  of  mayward  thought  and  stem  di^lain : 
How  do  they  loathe  the  bugiiter  idly  loud. 
And  long  to  change  tlie  robe  of  revel  for  tl%;  shroud? 

Lxxxni. 

This  mu.st  he  feel,  the  true-Imrn  son  of  Greece, 
If  ^eece  one  true-bom  patriot  still  can  boasi: 
Not  such  as  prate  of  mar,  but  .skulk  in  peace. 
The  bondsman's  peace,  who  sigh&  for  ail  lie  lo«t. 
Yet  mith  smooth  smile  his  tyrant  can  acconO^ 
And  mield  the  slavish  sickle,  not  tlie  sword: 
Ah !  Greece !  they  love  thee  least  who  owe  tliee  mo«l; 
Their  birth,  their  blood,  and  tliat  sublime  record 
Of  hero  sires,  who  shame  thy  now  degeueratc  horde! 

LXXXIV. 

When  riseth  Lacedemon's  hardihood, 
When  Tliebes  Epaminondas  rears  again, 
When  Athens'  children  are  with  hearts  endued. 
When  Grecian  motliers  shall  give  birth  lo  men. 
Then  may'st  thou  be  restored ;  but  not  till  llien. 
A  ihousaud  years  scarce  serve  to  form  a  state; 
An  hour  may  lay  it  in  the  dust;  and  mhcn 
(Jan  man  its  shatter'd  .splendour  renovate, 
ilecal  its  virtues  back,  and  vanquish  lime  and  fiale? 

LXXXV. 

And  yet  how  lovely  in  thine  age  of  woe, 
Lmd  of  lost  go<ls  and  godlike  men,  art  tliou! 
Thy  vale^  of  ever-green,  thy  hills  of  snow  *7 
Proclaim  thee  nature's  varied  favourite  now: 
Thy  fanes,  thy  temples  to  thy  surface  bow, 
Gonimingling  slowly  mith  heroic  earth, 
Broke  }»y  the  share  of  every  rustic  plough : 
So  perish  monuments  of  mortal  birth. 
So  peri.sh  all  in  turn,  save  m'ell-reeorde<l  worili ; 

Lxxxvr. 

Save  where  some  solitary  column  mourns 
Abo%e  its  prosinite  brethren  of  the  cavc;^ 
Save  where  Tritonia's  airy  shrine  adorns 
Colonna's  cliff,  and  gleams  along  the  wave; 
Save  o'er  .some  warrior's  half-forgotten  grave. 
Where  the  grey  stones  and  immolested  grass 
Ages  l>ut  "<^l  oblivion,  f(?ebiy  brave. 
While  strangers  only  not  regardless  pass, 
Lingering  like  me,  perchance,  to  g:ize,andsigli «  Abs!i» 

LXXXVIL 
Yet  are  thy  skies  as  blue,  thy  crags  as  wild ; 
Smeet  are  thy  groves,  and  verdant  are  thy  5elds, 
Thine  olive  ri|»e  as  mh<'n  Minerva  smiled. 
And  still  his  honitrd  mealih  llymettus  yields; 
Then;  the  blithe  bee  his  fragrant  fortress  builds. 
The  fnx'born  manderer  of  thy  mountain-air; 
Apollo  still  thy  long,  long  summer  gild.s. 
Still  in  his  lH*ani  Mendeli's  marbles  glare; 
Art,  glory,  freedom  fail,  but  nature  still  is  fair. 
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LXXXVIII. 
Wlirro'er  wo  tread  "l  U  liaiiutctl,  holy  ground  j 
No  earth  of  ihiiic  i^  IonI  in  vtil^r  mould, 
but  one  V  jKt  rt*aliu  of  wonder  spreads  around, 
Aiiit  all  the  rouse' $(  tnle^  jMwm  truly  told. 
Till  iho  Si?ii'^  aches  with  gazing  to  behold 
The  HceneK  oiu:  earliest  dreanis  liave  dwelt  upon : 
K.irh  hill  and  dale,  each  dec|icning  glen  and  wold 
Di-lifH  ihe  power  ^  hich  crusli'd  thy  temples  jjonc : 
Age  ttlukes  Athena's  tower,  hut  spares  gray  M:initlion. 

LXXXIX. 

Tilt-  >un,  t)ie  soil,  hut  not  the  »lave.  the  siinie ; 
I'lirhaiigeil  in  all  except  its  foreign  lord — 
l'n*>4*r^-c^  alike  its  hounds  and  houndlc<i.sfamc 
1  he  hiittle-field,  wliere  Persia's  victim  horde 
Fir^l  how'd  h<;ueath  the  brunt  of  llellaV  s«ord, 
As  <m  the  morn  to  distant  glory  dear, 
>\  hen  MaratJiou  iH'canie  a  magic  ^  ord ;  ^9 
AVhich  utter'il,  to  the  hearer's  eye  appear 
Tlu-  c.uup.  the  host,  the  light,  the  couqueror's  career, 

XC. 
Tib.'  flying  Mode,  his  $hafile'^s  broken  bow ; 
The  lirry  (Ireitk,  his  red  pursuing  s[icar; 
31ountains  abo^e,  earth's,  ocean's  plain  below ; 
IVath  in  the  front,  destrucliou  in  thcrcrar! 
Such  was  the  scene — what  now  rem.iiueih  here  ? 
\V  li.it  vicreil  trophy  marks  the  haliow'd  ground, 
UiM-iinling  freedom's  smile  and  Asia's  tear  ' 
Ihe  rilled  urn,  the  violated  mound, 
Tin; du>t  thy  cour:«er's hix)f, rudi^stranger ! .spurns around. 

x<:i. 

Yet  to  tlie  remnants  of  thy  splendour  past 
Shall  pilgrims,  pi-nsive,  hut  unwearied,  throng; 
I.'Mig  shall  the  vttyager,  with  the  Ionian  blast, 
Hail  the  bright  clime  of  battle  aud  of  song ; 
Long  shall  thine  annaK  and  immortal  tongue 
rill  with  thy  fame  the  youth  of  many  a  shore; 
l(o.i!«i  of  tlie  aged !  li*vson  of  the  young ! 
Which  Mige*  venerate  and  luirds  adore. 
As  l^llla.s  and  the  muM>  un%eil  their  awful  lore. 

XCII. 
The  pane«l  bosom  clings  to  wonted  home, 
!f  aught  that  'a  ktndreti  cheer  tifc  welcome  hearth ; 
He  that  is  louely  hither  let  him  roam, 
.\nd  gaie  complacent  on  ccmgenial  earth, 
(•recce  is  no  lightsome  laud  of  social  mirtli ; 
Ihit  he  whom  sadness  sootheth  nnay  abide, 
.\nd  Hcarce  regret  tlte  region  of  his  birth, 
When  wandering  slow  by  Delphi's  .sacred  side, 
<)r  gaviiig  o'er  the  plains  wlierc  Greek  and  Serbian  died. 

XGHI. 
I^t  such  approach  thift  consecrated  land, 
Aiul  {KISS  in  peace  along  the  magic  waste  : 
Rut  spare  its  relics — let  no  bu^y  hand 
Deface  the  scenes,  already  how  defaced! 
Not  for  such  purpose  were  these  altars  placed : 
nevife  tlic  remnants  nations  once  revered : 
So  may  onr  country's  name  lie  undisgraccd. 
So  nay'sc  thou  pmsper  where  thy  youth  was  rcar'd, 
Uy  evcfy  honest  joy  of  love  and  life  endear'd ! 


xav. 

For  thee,  who  thus  in  too  protracted  song 
Hast  soothed  thine  idlesse  with  inglorious  lays, 

•  Soon  shall  thy  voice  l>e  lost  amid  the  throng 
(>f  louder  mimlrels  in  these  later  days : 
To  such  n'siipi  the  strife  for  fading  bays — 
111  may  such  contest  now  the  spirit  move 
Which  heeds  nor  keen  reproach  nor  partial  praise; 
Since  cold  each  kinder  heart  that  might  approve. 

And  none  arc  left  to  please  wlien  none  arc  left  to  lovi*. 

XCV. 
Thou  too  art  gone,  thou  loved  and  lovely  one ! 
Whom  youth  and  youth's  affection  bound  to  me; 
Who  did  for  me  what  none  beside  have  done. 
Nor  shrank  from  one  albi'it  unworthy  thee. 
What  i>  my  being?  thou  hast  ccasird  to  be! 
Nor  staid  to  welcome  here  thy  wanderer  home, 
Who  mourns  o'er  hours  which  we  no  more  shall  see — 
Would  they  had  never  been,  or  wirre  to  coma ! 
Would  he  had  ne'er  return'd  to  find  fresh  cause  to  roam ' 

XCVI. 

Oh !  ever  loving,  lovely,  and  beloved  I 
How  sfiri<;h  sorrow  ponders  on  the  past, 
.\nd  clings  to  thoughts  now  l)eiter  far  removed! 
Itut  time  .sluill  tear  thy  sluidow  from  me  last. 
All  thoueouldst  have  of  mine,  stem  Death !  thou  liasi ; 
The  parent,  friend,  and  now  the  more  tlian  friend  : 
Ne'er  yet  for  one  thine  arrows  flew  so  fast. 
And  grief  with  grief  continuing  still  to  blend, 
Il.ith  snatch'd  the  Httlc  joy  tliat  life  had  yet  to  lend. 

XCVIJ. 

Then  must  I  plunge  again  into  the  crowd. 
And  fdllow  all  that  peace  disdains  to  M-ek  ? 
Where  revel  calls,  and  laughter,  vaiidy  loud. 
False  to  the  heart,  distorts  the  hollow  cheek. 
To  leave  the  Hag};ing  spirit  doubly  weak  ; 
Srill  o'er  the  features,  which  perff>rce  they  cheer. 
To  feign  the  pleasure  or  conceal  the  pique; 
Smiles  form  the  channel  of  a  future  tear. 
Or  raise  the  writhing  lip  with  ill-<lis.semblcd  sneer. 

xcvni. 

What  is  the  worst  of  woes  that  wait  on  age  ? 
What  stamps  the  wrinkle  deeper  on  the  brow? 
To  view  each  loved  one  blotted  from  life's  page, 
And  l)c  alone  on  earth,  as  I  am  now. 
Itefore  the  Chaslener  humbly  let  me  bow, 
O'er  hearts  divided  and  o'er  hopes  destroy'd : 
Roll  on,  vain  days!  full  reckless  may  ye  flow. 
Since  time  hath  reft  whate'er  my  soul  cnjoy'd. 
And  with  the  ills  of  Eld  mine  earlier  years  alloy'd. 
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I. 

Is  thy  ftice  like  thy  mother's,  my  fair  child ! 
Ada!  sole  daughter  of  my  house  and  heart  ? 
When  last  I  saw  thy  youni;  blue  eyes  they  smiled, 
And  then  we  parted,— not  as  now  we  part. 
But  with  a  hope. — 

Awaking  with  a  start. 
The  waters  heave  around  me ;  and  on  high 
The  winds  lift  up  their  voices:  I  depart. 
Whither  I  know  not ;  but  the  hour 's  gone  by, 
^hen  Albion's  lessening  shores  could  grieve  or  glad 
mine  eye. 

11. 
Once  more  upon  the  waters!  yet  once  more! 
And  the  waves  bound  beneath  me  as  a  steed 
That  knows  his  rider.     Welcome  to  their  roar! 
Swift  be  their  guidance,  whercsoe'er  it  lead! 
Though  the  stmin'd  mast  should  quiver  as  a  reed. 
And  the  rent  canvas  fluttering  strew  the  gale, 
Still  must  I  on;  for  I  am  as  a  weed. 
Flung  from  the^ck,  on  ocean's  foam,  to  sail 
'^hcre'er  the  surge  may  sweep,  the  tempest's  !)reath 
prevail. 

III. 
In  my  youth's  summer  I  did  sing  of  one, 
The  wandering  outlaw  of  his  own  dark  mind ; 
Again  I  seixe  the  theme  then  but  begun, 
And  bear  it  with  me,  as  the  rushing  wind 
Bears  the  cloud  onwards:  in  that  tale  I  find 
The  fiuTOws  of  long  thought,  and  dried-up  tears, 
Which,  ebbing,  leave  a  sterile  track  behind, 
OCflr  which  all  heavily  the  journeying  years 
\oA  the  last  sands  of  lifV;,— where  not  a  flower  appears. 

IV. 

Since  my  young  days  of  pas«iion— joy,  or  pain, 
Perdiance  my  heart  and  harp  liave  lost  a  string. 
And  both  may  jar:  it  may  be,  that  in  vain 
I  would  essay  as  I  have  sung  to  sing. 
Yet,  though  a  dreary  strain,  to  this  I  cling ; 
So  that  it  wean  me  from  the  weary  dream 
Of  selfish  grief  or  gladness — so  it  fling 
Forgetfulness  around  me— it  shall  seem 
9  me,  though  to  none  rise,  a  not  ungrateful  theme. 

V. 

He,  who  grown  aged  in  ihis  world  of  woe. 
In  deeds,  not  years,  piercing  the  depths  of  life. 
So  that  no  wonder  waits  him;  nor  below 
Can  love,  or  sorrow,  fame,  ambition,  strife. 
Cut  to  his  heart  again  with  the  keen  knife 
Of  silent,  sharp  enduranre:  he  ran  tell 
Why  thought  seeks  refuge  in  lone  raves,  yet  rife 
With  airy  images,  and  shapes  which  dwcU 
[ill  uninipair'd,  though  old,  in  the  soul's  haunted  cell. 


VI. 
T  is  to  create,  and  iu  creating  live 
A  being  more  intense,  that  we  endow 
With  form  our  foncy,  gaining  as  we  give 
The  life  we  image,  even  as  I  do  now. 
What  am  I  ?  Nothing;  but  not  so  art  thou. 
Soul  of  my  thought !  with  whom  I  traverse  earth. 
Invisible  but  gazing,  as  I  glow 
Mix'd  with  thy  spirit,  blended  with  thy  birth. 
And  feeling  still  with  thee  in  my  cmsh'd  feelings'  dearth. 

VII. 
Yet  must  1  think  levs  wildly: — I  have  thought 
Too  long  and  darkly,  till  my  brain  became. 
In  its  o%n  eddy  boiling  and  o'erwrought, 
A  whirling  gulf  of  phantasy  and  flame: 
And  thus,  untaught  in  youth  my  heart  to  tame. 
My  springs  of  life  were  poison'd.     T  is  too  late ! 
Yet  am  I  changed ;  though  still  enough  the  same 
In  strength  to  bear  what  lime  can  not  abate. 
And  feed  on  bitter  Fruits  without  accusing  fnte. 

VIII. 
Something  too  much  of  this: — but  now  't  is  past. 
And  the  spell  closes  with  its  silent  seal. 
Long  absent  IUrold  re-appears  at  last; 
He  of  the  breast  which  fain  no  more  would  feel. 
Wrung  with  the  wounds  which  kill  not  but  ne'er  Ileal; 
Yet  lime,  who  changes  all,  had  alter'd  him 
In  soul  and  aspect  as  in  age :  years  steal 
Fire  from  the  mind  as  \igour  from  the  limb; 
And  life's  enchanted  cup  but  s|)arkles  near  tlie  brim. 

IX. 

His  had  been  quaff 'd  loo  quickly,  and  he  found 
The  dregs  were  wormwood ;  hut  he  fiU'd  again^ 
Ami  from  a  purer  fount,  on  holier  ground, 
And  deem'd  its  spring  perpetual;  but  in  vain! 
Still  round  him  clung  invisibly  a  cliain 
Which  gall'd  for  ever,  fettering  though  unceen, 
And  heavy  though  it  clank'd  not;  worn  with  pftin,  ' 
Which  pined  although  it  spoke  not,  and  grew 
Entering  w  ith  every  step  he  took,  through  many  a  1 

X. 

Secure  in  guarded  coldness,  he  had  mix'd 
Again  in  fancied  surety  with  his  kind. 
And  deem'd  his  spirit  now  so  firmly  fis'd 
And  sheathed  with  an  invulnerable  mind. 
That,  if  no  joy,  no  sorrow  lurit'd  behind; 
And  he,  as  one,  might  midst  the  many  stand 
Unheeded,  searching  through  the  crowd  to  find 
Fit  sp4>culation!  such  as  in  strange  land 
He  found  in  wonder-works  of  God  and  future's  hand. 

XI. 

But  who  can  view  the  ripen'd  rose,  nor  seek 
To  wear  it?  who  can  curiously  behold 
The  smoothness  and  the  sheen  of  beanty  s  cheek, 
Nor  feel  the  heart  can  never  all  grow  old? 
Who  can  contemplate  Fame  through  clouds  unfold 
The  star  which  ri'ves  o'er  her  steep,  nor  elimb  ? 
Harold,  once  more  isithin  the  vortex,  roll'd 
On  with  the  giddy  circle,  chasing  time,  -^ 

Y(>t  with  a  nobler  aim  than  iu  his  youth's  fond  praae. 
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XII. 
hut  <i(M>ii  lu*  knrw  liim<(elf  the  mmt  unfit 
Of  mrn  to  borU  >Rith  mau;  witli  whom  he  held 
l.iilli'  ill  coiiiiiion;  unLiu(jht  In  Mihniit 
lli^  ltiou;;lits  to  oth<>rs,  though  hi«  soul  was  qucU'd 
III  youth  hy  his  o^u  thou(;ht»;  still  uncompcU'd 
lie  >»ould  Hot  yield  dominion  of  his  mind 
To  opirit-i  against  whom  hi^  own  relM-II'd; 
iVoiid  thou{;li  in  di>>olation ;  which  could  find 
A  lifi>  within  itself,  tu  breathe  wiiliout  mankind. 

XIII. 

Where  rose  the  mountains,  there  to  him  were  friends : 
Where  roll'd  the  ocean,  thereon  waft  his  home; 
Where  a  hhie  sky  and  ('lowing;  clime  extends. 
Hi'  had  the  pa^ion  and  the  power  to  nnm; 
Tlu*  desi-rt,  fori'st,  ca>em,  breaker's  foam, 
Were  unto  him  companionship;  tliey  spake 
A  nuilual  language,  clearer  than  the  tome 
Of  lii-i  land's  tongue,  which  he  would  oft  forsake 
Kitr  nature's  page>,  gla&s'd  by  suubcams  on  tlic  bke. 

XIV. 

Like  the  Qialdean,  he  could  watch  the  stars. 

Till  he  had  peopled  them  with  beings  bright 

As  their  own  l>eams;  and  earth,  and  earth-bom  jari>, 

AikI  human  frailties,  were  forgotten  quite: 

<]ould  he  luive  kept  his  spirit  to  that  Ihght 

He  bad  been  happy;  but  this  clay  will  siuk 

Its  «{»ark  immortal,  envying  it  the  light 

To  which  it  mounts,  as  if  to  break  the  link 

Ttut  keeps  us  from  yon  heaven  wltich  woob  us  to  its 
brink. 

XV. 
But  in  man's  dwellings  he  became  a  thing 
hi>^tleH4  and  woni,  and  utrrn  and  wearisome, 
Droop'd  as  a  wild-bom  falcon  with  dipt  wing. 
To  whom  tlie  boumlless  air  alone  were  home : 
Then  came  his  fit  again,  which  to  o'ere<ime, 
.\s  eageriy  the  barr'd-up  bird  will  l>eat 
His  bneaic  and  beak  against  his  wiry  dome 
Till  the  blood  tinge  his  plumage,  so  the  heat 

Of  his  impeded  soul  would  tliruugli  his  bosom  ea(. 

XVI. 
SelfH*xiled  Harold  wanders  forth  again. 
With  nought  of  hope  left,  bift  with  less  of  gloom ; 
Tlic  very  knowledge  that  he  lived  in  vain, 
Tliat  all  was  over  on  this  side  the  tomb, 
Hail  made  despair  a  smilingness  assume. 
Which,  thougli  *C  were  wild, — as  on  tlic  plunder'd 

wreck 
When  mariners  would  madly  meet  their  doom 
With  drau(;ht8  inlempemte  on  the  sinking  deck, — 
Did  ynt  inspire  a  clieer,  which  he  forbore  to  check. 

XVII. 
Stop! — for  thy  tread  is  on  an  empire's  dust! 
\n  enrthquake's  spoil  is  sepulchred  below ! 
Is  the  spot  mark'd  with  no  colossal  bust  ? 
5or  column  trophied  for  triumphal  show  7 
None;  but  the  moral's  trath  tells  simpler  so. 
As  the  gixmnd  was  before,  thus  let  it  be; — 
How  lliat  red  ruin  liath  made  the  liarvest  grow! 
And  is  this  all  llie  world  has  gain'd  by  thee, 
Thoa  §nt  and  last  of  fields!  kiog-makiug  victory  ^ 


XVIH. 
And  Harold  stands  upon  this  place  of  skulls. 
The  grave  of  France,  the  deadly  Waterloo ! 
How  in  an  hour  the  power  which  gave  anntUs 
Its  gifts,  transfe;Tiiig  fame  as  fleeting  too! 
Ill  «  pride  of  place  n  '  hen>  last  the  ragle  flew, 
Then  tore  with  blnotly  talon  the  rent  plain. 
Pierced  hy  the  shaft  of  biinde<l  natioas  through; 
Ambition's  life  and  labours  all  were  vain; 
lie  wears  the  shatter'd  links  of  the  world's  broken  cliain. 

XIX. 

Fit  retribution !  Gaul  may  champ  the  bit 
And  foam  in  fetters;— hut  is  earth  more  free? 
Did  nations  coni)>at  to  make  One  submit; 
()r  league  to  teach  all  kings  true  sovereignty? 
What!  shall  reviving  thnildom  again  be 
The  palch'd-up  idol  of  enlighteii'd  days? 
Shall  we,  who  stmck  tlie  lion  down,  shall  we 
P-ay  the  wolf  homage?  proffering  lowly  gaie 
'  And  scrvik  knees  to  thrones  ?  No ;  proi^e  before  ye  praise ' 

XX. 

If  not,  o'er  one  fallen  despot  boast  no  more ! 
In  vain  fair  cheeks  were  furrow'd  with  hot  tears 
For  Europe's  flowers  loni^  rooted  up  before 
The  tramplcr  of  her  vineyards;  in  vain  years 
Of  death,  depopulation,  bondage,  fears. 
Have  all  been  borne,  and  broken  by  the  accord 
Of  roused-up  millions :  all  that  most  endears 
Glory,  is  wheu  the  myrtle  wrcatlie|tlie  sword 
Such  as  Harraodius  *  drew  on  Athens  tyrant  lord. 


XXI. 


Tliere  was  a  sound  of  revelry  by  night, 
And  IWIgium's  capital  liad  gatlicr'd  then 
Her  beauty  and  her  chivalry,  and  bright 
The  lamps  shone  o'er  fair  women  and  brave  men; 
A  thousand  hearts  beat  liappily;  and  when 
Music  arose  with  its  voluptuous  swell, 
S<»ft  eyen  look'd  love  to  eyes  which  spake  again. 
And  ail  went  merry  as  a  marriage-bell; ' 
Rut  hush !  hark!  a  deep  sound  striki>s  like  a  rising  knell  > 

XXII. 

Did  yc  not  hear  it?— No;  't  was  but  tlie  wind. 
Or  the  car  rattling  o'er  the  stony  street; 
On  with  the  dance!  let  joy  be  nnconfined ; 
No  sleep  till  morn  when  youth  and  pleasure  meet, 
To  chase  the  glowihg  hours  with  flying  feet— 
But,  hark! — tliat  lieiivy  sound  breaks  in  once  more. 
As  if  tlie  clouds  its  echo  would  repeat; 
And  nearer,  cl&irer,  deadlier  than  before! 
Ann!  arm!  it  is— it  is— the  cannon'k  opening  roar! 

XXIH. 
Within  a  windowd  niche  of  that  high  hall 
Sate  Brunswick's  fated  chiefuin;  he  did  licar 
That  sound  the  first  amidst  tlie  fe*lival. 
And  caught  its  tone  with  death's  prophetic  ear; 
And  when  they  smiUnl  b«*cau».e  he  deem'd  it  near. 
His  heart  miire  Imly  knew  that  peal  too  well 
Which  sln'tchd  his  father  on  a  bloMly  bier. 
And  roused  tlie  vengeance  blood  alone  could  quell . 
lie  rusli'd  into  tlie  field,  and,  forciuosi  fighting,  fell. 
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XXIV. 

Ih !  thetk  and  there  was  Imnyint;  to  and  fro, 
knd  ^tlimng  tears,  and  trembling  of  distress, 
knd  clirrkR  nil  {»ale,  vhicli  but  an  hour  ago 
}IiisU'd  at  the  praise  of  their  own  loveliness; 
Ind  there  were  sudden  partings,  such  as  press 
Die  life  from  out  young  hearts,  and  choking  sighs 
iVhich  ne'er  might  Ik?  repealed ;  who  could  guess 
f  ever  more  should  meet  those  mutual  eyes, 
ice  upon  nights  so  sweet  such  awful  morn  could  rise? 

XXV. 

^nd  there  was  mounting  in  hot  haste:  tlie  steed, 
riie  mustering  squadron,  and  the  clattering  ear, 
^Vent  pouring  forwanl  with  impetuous  speed, 
Vnd  swiftly  forming  in  the  ranks  of  war; 
Vnd  the  deep  thunder  peal  on  |>e:il  afar; 
Ind  near,  the  l>eat  of  the  alarming  drum 
\oused  up  the  soldii.T  ere  tlie  morning  star; 
A'liile  throng'd  the  citizens  with  terror  dumb, 
whispering,  with  while  lips — «Tlie  foe!  They  come' 
they  come!» 

xxvr. 

Vnd  wild  and  high  tlie  «  Cameron's  gathering  »  rose ! 

riie  war-note  of  Lochiel,  which  Albyn's  hills 

lave  heard,  and  heard,  too,  have  her  Saxon  foes: — 

low  in  the  noon  of  night  that  pibroch  thrills, 

ravage  and^irill!  But  with  the  breath  which  fills 

riieir  moantain-pipe,  so  fill  the  mountaineers 

BVith  the  fierce  native  daring  which  instils 

riie  Stirling  memory  of  a  thouvind  years, 

d  Evan's,^  Donald's^  fame  rings  in  each  clansman's  ear> '. 

XXVIl. 
Ind  Ardennes^  wares  above  them  her  green  loaves. 
Dewy  with  nature's  tear-dn)p«i,  as  tliey  pass, 
[«rieviug,  if  aught  inanimate  e'er  grieves, 
hrer  the  unreluming  brave,— alas! 
tCre  evening  to  be  trodden  like  the  grass 
n'hicli  now  Iteneath  them,  but  abo>e  shall  grow 
In  its  next  verdure,  when  thin  fiery  mass 
>f  living  valour,  rolling  on  the  foe, 
Ind  burning  with  high  hope,  shall  moulder  cold  ainl 
low. 

XXVlll. 
[^st  noon  beheld  tliem  full  of  lusty  life, 
Last  eve  in  l)eauty'8  circle  proudly  gay, 
riie  midnight  brought  the  signal-sound  of  strife, 
riic  morn  tlm  marshalling  in  arms, — the  day 
Dattles  magnificently-stern  array! 
riie  thunder-clouds  close  o'er  it,  which  when  rent, 
riie  earth  is  cover'd  thick  with  other  clay, 
Which  her  own  clay  shall  cover,  heap'd  and  pent, 
ler  and  horse, — friend,  foe,— in  one  red  burial  blent ! 

XXIX. 

rheir  praise  is  hymn'd  by  loftier  harps  than  mine; 
Vet  one  I  would  select  from  tbal  proud  throng, 
I'artly  because  they  blend  me  with  his  line, 
\nd  partly  that  I  did  his  sire  some  wrong. 
And  partly  tliat  bright  names  will  hallow  song; 
And  his  was  of  tlir  bravest,  and  when  shovterd 
riie  deatli-l>olts  deadliest  the  thinn'd  files  along, 
Kven  vk  lirre  the  thickest  of  war's  tr mprst  lower'd, 
cy  rcarh'd  no  nobler  breast  than  thine,  young,  gallant 
Howard ! 


XXX. 

There  liaro  been  team  and  breaking  hearts  far  thee. 
And  mine  were  nothing,  had  I  sudi  Co  give; 
Hut  when  I  stoo<l  beneath  the  fresh  green  tree. 
Which  living  waves  where  thou  didst  cease  (o  lite. 
And  saw  around  mo  the  wide  field  revive 
Willi  fruits  and  fertile  promise,  and  the  spring 
Come  forth  her  work  of  gladnevs  to  rontris'e, 
Witli  all  her  reckless  birds  upon  the  wing,  I 

I  turn'd  from  all  she  brought  to  those  she  could  not  brin;!.  T  < 

XXXI.  I 

I  tuni'd  to  thee,  to  thousands,  of  whom  each 
And  one  as  all  a  ghastly  (pip  did  make 
In  hi>  own  kind  and  kindred,  whom  Co  teach 
For;»elfuliiess  were  mercy  for  their  sake; 
The  archangel's  trump,  not  glory's,  must  awake 
Those  whom  they  thirst  for;  though  the  souild  of  fame 
May  for  a  moment  soothe,  it  cannot  shke 
The  fever  of  vain  longing,  and  the  name 
So  honour  d  but  assumes  a  stronger,  bitterer  claim. 

XXXII. 

They  mourn,  but  smile  at  length ;  and,  smiling,  moorn : 
The  tree  will  wither  long  before  it  fill; 
The  hull  drives  on,  though  mast  and  sail  be  Com ; 
The  roof-tree  sinks,  but  moulders  on  the  hall 
Tn  massy  hnariness ;  the  mind  wall 
Stands  when  its  wind-worn  battlements  are  gone; 
The  bars  survive  the  captive  they  enthral, 
Tlic  day  drj;;s  through  though  storms  keep  out  the  sun ; 
And  thus  the  h>art  will  break,  yet  brokenly  live  oo: 

XXXIJI. 
Even  as  a  broken  mirror,  which  the  glass 
In  every  fragment  multiplies;  and  makes 
A  thousand  images  of  one  that  was, 
The  same,  and  still  the  more,  the  more  it  breaks; 
And  tlias  the  heart  will  do  which  not  forsakes. 
Living  in  shatter  d  gnise,  and  still,  and  cold. 
And  bloodless,  with  its  sleeplcM  sorrow  achet. 
Yet  withers  on  till  all  without  is  old. 
Showing  no  visible  ugn,  fc^  such  things  are  imtoU. 

XXXIV. 

There  is  a  very  life  in  our  despair. 

Vitality  of  poison, — a  quick  root 

Which  feeds  these  deadly  branches;  for  it  «ere 

As  nothing  did  we  die;  but  life  will  suit 

It>elf  to  sorrow's  most  detested  fruit. 

Like  to  the  apples  on  the  Dead  Sea's  '  shore, 

All  ashes  to  the  taste;  did  man  compute 

Existence  by  enjoyment,  and  count  o'er 

Such  hours  'gainst  years  of  life,— say,  would  lie  name 
three-score  ? 

XXXV. 
The  Psalmist  number'd  out  the  years  of  man : 
Tliey  are  enough ;  and  if  tliy  tale  be  fnte, 
Thou,  who  didst  grudge  him  even  that  fleeting  span, 
More  than  enough,  thou  fatal  Waterloo  ! 
Millions  of  tongues  record  thee,  and  anew 
Their  children's  lips  shall  echo  them,  and  say — 
«( Mcri',  where  the  sword  united  nations  drew. 
Our  muntrymeu  were  warring  on  tluit  day!»   ■ 

And  this  is  nmch,  and  all  which  will  not  past  sway. 
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XXXVI. 

Tlirre  sunk  the  (^rcntrst.  nor  the  vorst  of  men, 
>Vliu«>  spirit  antiliieticaily  mixt 
(>n<>  inonifiit  of  tlu?  mi|;lific!tt,  und  a|;nin 
On  lilllf>  olijrctii  with  like  lirninrM  fixi, 
Kxirrnic  in  all  things!  hniKt  thou  Imnmi  I>rt«-ixl, 
Tiiv  throne  hail  »till  broii  thine,  or  never  heen; 
For  (taring;  made  thy  ri*ie  as  fall :  thou  srek'st 
K%iMi  now  to  n*sivMnnc  the  imperial  mien. 
And  sliiike  a(;aiu  tlie  world,  the  thunderer  of  the  scene  ! 

XXXVII. 

Oinqueror  uiul  captive  of  the  earth  iirt  thou! 
Shf  irenihle<  at  thee  fttill,  and  thy  wild  name 
\V.ts  ne'er  more  hruiied  iu  men's  mindt  than  now 
That  thou  art  nothing;,  .s.i\e  tlie  je>t  of  fame. 
Who  >oo'd  tluv  once,  thy  vassal,  and  hecame 
The  batterer  of  thy  fierceness,  till  thou  «crt 
A  f,o(\  unto  thy>rlf ;  nor  less  the  same 
To  the  astounded  kingdoms  all  inert. 
Who  dceut'd  lliee  for  a  time  whate'er  thou  did<>t  assert. 

xxxviir. 

Oh.  more  or  le^^  tlian  man — iu  hi|;h  or  low, 
Itatilin^'  with  natious,  llyiu|;  from  the  field ; 
Now  making];  nionurchs'  necks  thy  footstool,  now 
More  tliau  lliy  meanest  soldier  tau(fht  to  yield; 
An  empire  thou  couldst  cnnh,  command,  rebuild, 
Hut  (jovem  not  thy  pctticNt  passion,  nor. 
However  deeply  in  men's  ftpirils  skill'd. 
Look  through  thine  own,  uor  curb  Uie  lust  of  war, 
Nor  learn  tlut  tempted  fate  will  leave  the  lofti4*st  star. 

XXXIX. 

Yet  well  thy  soul  hath  brook'd  tlic  turning  tide 
With  that  untaught  iunate  philosiophy. 
Which,  be  it  wisdom,  coldness,  or  deep  pride, 
Ih  |*aU  and  wormwood  to  an  enemy. 
Wlien  the  whole  host  of  liatrcd  stood  luird  by. 
To  watch  and  mock  thee  shrinking,  thou  hast  smiled 
With  a  ledate  and  all-enduring  eye; — 
When  fortune  fled  her  spoil'd  and  favourite  child, 
Me  htood  nnbow'd  beneath  the  ills  upon  him  piled. 

XL. 
Sager  than  in  thy  fortune*;  for  in  them 
Ambition  sled*d  tliee  on  too  far  to  show 
That  just  babiCiial  scoru  which  could  contemn 
Men  and  tbdr  thoughts ;  't  was  wlie  to  feel,  not  so 
To  «ear  it  ever  on  tliy  lip  and  brow, 
And  spurn  the  instruments  thou  wcrt  to  use 
Till  tliey  were  turu'd  unto  thine  overthrow  : 

.  T  is  bnt  a  worthless  world  to  win  or  lose; 

So  Iiatli  it  proved  to  thee,  and  all  such  lot  who  chuae. 

XLF. 

If,  like  a  tower  upifn  a  headlong  rock. 
Thou  liadst  been  nuide  to  stand  or  foil  alone, 
Such  scorn  of  man  had  help'd  to  brave  the  shock ; 
But  men's  thouglits  were  the  steps  wliich  paved  thy 

throne, 
Their  admiration  thy  best  weapon  shone; 
The  part  of  Philip's  ion  wa&  thine,  not  then 
(Unlen  aside  thy  pnrpfe  bad  been  tlu-own) 
Like  tlcni  Diognet  to  mock  at  men ; 
For  toepmd  eymn  earth  were  for  too  wide  a  den.9 


XLIL 
Ihit  quiet  to  quick  boKoms  is  a  hell. 
And  t/iere  hath  been  thy  Iwine;  there  is  a  fire 
And  motion  of  the  soul  which  v^ill  not  dwell 
In  iti  own  narmw  I)ein{;,  hut  aspire 
I(<>Vond  the  lining  medium  of  desire; 
And,  hut  once  kiniiled,  quenchless  evermore, 
Pn'vs  upon  high  ad\enture,  nor  can  tire 
Of  anglit  hut  rest ;  a  fever  at  the  core. 
Fatal  to  him  who  hear>.  to  all  who  ever  bore. 

XLIII. 

This  makes  the  madmen  who  have  made  men  mad 
Ity  their  contagion;  conquerors  and  kings, 
Founders  of  sect!>  and  systems,  to  whom  add 
SophistN,  bards,  sUitesmen,  all  unquiet  things, 
Wiiich  Ktir  tec.  strongly  the  voul's  secret  springs. 
And  are  themselves  the  fools  to  those  they  fool; 
£n>ied,  yrt  how  unenviable!  what  stings 
Are  theirs!  One  breast  laid  ojien  were  a  school 
Which  would  uulcuch  ULUikind  tlic  lust  to  shine  or  nUe. 

XLIV. 
Their  breath  is  agitation,  and  their  life 
A  storm  whereon  they  ride,  to  sink  at  last. 
And  yet  so  nursed  and  bigoted  to  strife, 
That  should  their  days,  surviving  perils  past, 
Melt  to  calm  twilight,  they  feel  overcast 
With  sorrow  and  siipineness,  and  so  die; 
K\en  as  a  flame  unfed,  which  runs  to  waste 
With  its  own  flickering,  or  a  sword  laid  by 
Which  eats  into  itself,  and  rusts  ingloriously. 

XLV. 

He  who  ascends  to  mountain-tops  shall  find 
The  loftiest  peaks  most  wrapt  ni  clouds  and  snow; 
He  who  surpasses  or  subdues  mankind 
Must  look  down  on  tlic  hate  of  those  below. 
Though  high  aboi»e  the  sun  of  glor^'  glow. 
And  far  btncitth  the  earth  and  ocean  spread. 
Round  him  are  icy  rock.s,  and  loudly  blow 
(Contending  tempests  on  his  naked  head. 
And  thuN  reward  tlie  toils  which  to  those  summits  led. 

XLVL 
Away  with  these!  true  wisdom's  world  will  be 
Within  iH  own  creation,  or  in  thine. 
Maternal  nature!  for  who  teems  like  thcc, 
Thus  on  the  biinks  of  thy  majestic  Rhine  T 
Th(rre  Harold  gazes  on  a  work  divine, 
A  blending  of  all  beauties;  streams  and  dells. 
Fruit,  foliage,  crag,  wood,  corn-field,  momitain,  vine, 
And  chiefless  castles  bn^athing  stem  farewells 
From  gniy  but  leafy  walls,  where  ruin  grceidy  dwells. 

XLVH. 
And  there  they  stand,  as  stands  a  lofty  mind. 
Worn,  but  unstooping  to  the  baser  crowd. 
All  lenantlevs,  sa\c  to  the  crannyiug  wind. 
Or  holding  dark  communion  with  the  cloud. 
There  was  a  day  when  they  were  young  and  proud, 
Banners  on  high,  and  battles  paxs'd  below. 
But  they  who  fought  arc  in  a  bloody  sliroud, 
And  those  which  waved  are  shredlcss  dust  ere  now. 
And  tlw  bk»ik  battlements  shall  bear  no  futarc  blow. 
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XLviir. 

nriicntli  those  linttlemeiits,  witliia  those  walk. 
Power  ilwrit  aiiiUlst  hor  possioim;  in  proud  state 
Kiich  robl>er  chief  upheld  his  armed  lialls, 
Doiiij;  hi<.  e*il  will,  nor  less  elale 
Than  ini|;htier1ier()es  of  a  loii([er  date. 
What  waut  these  outlaws  '<*  conquerors  should  have, 
Flut  hutory's  purchased  page  to  call  them  great? 
A  wi«ier  s|)ace,  an  ornamented  grave? 
heir  hopes  were  not  less  warm,  their  souls  were  full 
a>  hrave. 

xux. 

In  tlieir  baronial  feuds  and  single  fields, 
What  deeds  of  prowess  unrecorded  die<l ! 
And  love,  which  lent  a  hiaron  to  their  shields, 
With  emblems  well  devised  by  amorous  pride, 
Through  all  the  mail  of  iron  hearts  wAuId  glide; 
Rut  still  their  flame  was  fierceness,  and  drew  on 
KeoB  contest  and  destruction  near  allied, 
And  many  a  tower  for  some  fair  mischief  won, 
aw  the  discolour'd  Khinc  beneath  its  ruin  run. 

L. 

Hut  thou,  exulting  and  abounding  river! 

Making  tliy  waves  a  blessing  as  they  flow 

Through  banks  whose  beauty  would  endiuY  for  ever. 

Could  man  but  leave  thy  bright  creation  so, 

Nor  its  fair  promise  from  the  surface  mow 

With  the  sharp  scythe  of  conflict, — then  to  see 

Thy  valley  of  sweet  waters,  were  to  know 

Earth  paved  like  heaven ;  and  to  si^em  such  to  me 

ven   now  what  wants  thv  stream? — that   it   should 
Lethe  be. 

LI. 
A  thousand  battles  have  assaifd  thy  banks. 
But  these  and  half  their  fame  have  pass'd  away. 
And  slau^ter  heap'd  on  high  his  weltering  ranks— 
Tlieir  very  graves  are  gone,  and  what  are  ihey? 
Thy  tide  wash'd  down  the  blood  of  yesterday, 
And  all  was  stainless,  and  on  thy  clear  stream 
Glass'd  with  its  dancing  light  the  sunny  ray , 
But  o'er  the  blacken'd  memory's  blighting  dream 

hy  waves  would  vainly  roll,  all  sweeping  as  they  seem. 

LII. 
Thus  Harold  inly  said,  and  ]>ass'd  along. 
Yet  not  insensibly  to  all  which  here 
Awoke  the  jocund  birds  to  early  song 
In  glens  which  might  have  made  even  exile  dear: 
Tliough  on  his  brow  were  graven  liucs  austere. 
And  tranquil  sternness  which  had  ta'en  the  place 
Of  feelings  fierier  far  but  less  severe, 
Joy  was  not  always  absent  from  his  ftice, 
ut  o'er  it  in  such  scenes  would  steal  with  transient  trace. 

LIII. 
Nor  was  all  love  shut  from  him,  though  his  days 
Of  passion  had  consumed  themselves  to  dust. 
It  is  in  vain  that  we  would  coldly  gaze 
On  such  as  smile  upon  us;  the  heart  must 
I^ap  kindly  back  to  kindness,  though  disgust 
Hath  wean'd  it  from  all  worldlings :  thus  he  felt. 
For  there  was  soft  remembrance,  and  sweet  trust 
In  one  fond  breast,  to  wliich  his  own  would  melt, 
nd  in  its  tenderer  hoiu-  on  that  bis  bosom  dwelt. 


LIV. 
And  he  had  leam'd  to  love,— I  know  not  vhy. 
For  this  in  such  as  him  seems  strange  of  mood,— 
The  helpless  looks  of  blooming  infiinry. 
Even  in  its  earliest  nurture;  what  subdued. 
To  change  like  this,  a  mind  so  fnr  imbued 
With  scorn  of  man,  it  little  boots  to  knov ; 
Rut  thus  it  was;  and  though  in  solitude 
Small  power  the  nipp'd  affections  have  to  grow. 
In  him  this  glow'd  wlien  all  beside  had  ceased  to  glov. 

LV.  j 

And  there  was  one  soft  breasl,  as  luith  been  said,        \ 
Which  unto  his  was  bound  by  stronger  tie^  ; 

Than  the  church  liuks  withal;  and,  lliougli  onwed, 
That  love  was  pure,  and,  Hr  above  diA^uiae, 
Had  stood  the  test  of  mortal  enmities 
Still  uudivided,  and  cemented  more 
Ry  peril,  dreaded  most  in  female  eyes; 
Rut  this  was  firm,  and  from  a  foreign  shore 
W^ell  to  that  heart  might  his  these  absent  groecinp  poor : 


The  castled  crag  of  Drachenfels*^ 

Frowns  o'er  the  wide  and  winding  Rhine, 
Whose  breast  of  waters  broadly  swells 

Between  the  banks  which  bear  the  vine. 
And  hilU  all  rich  with  blossom'd  trues. 

And  fields  which  promise  corn  and  wine, 
And  scatter'd  cities  crowning  these. 

Whose  far  white  walls  along  them  shine, 
Have  strew'd  a  scene,  which  1  should  see 
With  double  joy  wcrt  thou  with  me! 

a. 
And  peasant  girls,  with  deep  blae  eyes. 

And  hands  which  offer  early  flowers, 
Walk  smiling  o'er  this  paradise ; 

Above,  the  frequent  feudal  towers 
Tlirough  green  leaves  lift  their  walls  of  gray. 

And  many  a  rock  which  steeply  lours. 
And  noble  arch  in  proud  decay, 

fx>ok  o'er  this  vale  of  vintage-bowers; 
But  one  thing  want  these  banks  of  Rhine, — 
Thy  gentle  hand  to  clasp  in  mine ! 

3. 
I  send  the  lilies  given  to  me; 

Though  long  before  thy  hand  they  Umch, 
I  know  that  they  must  withered  be, 

But  yet  reject  them  not  as  such ; 
For  I  liavc  chcrish'd  them  as  dear. 

Because  they  yet  may  meet  thine  eye, 
And  guide  thy  soul  to  mine  even  here. 

When  thou  behold'st  them  drooping  nigh. 
And  know'st  them  gather'd  by  the  Rhine, 
And  offer'd  from  my  heart  to  tliine ! 

The  river  nobly  foams  and  floVs, 

The  charm  of  this  enchanted  ground, 
And  all  its  thousand  turns  disclose 

Some  fresher  beauty  varying  round. 
The  haughtiest  breast  its  wish  might  boimd 

Through  life  to  dwell  delighted  here; 
Nor  could  on  earth  a  spot  be  found 

To  nature  and  to  mc  so  dear. 
Could  thy  dear  eyes  iu  following  mine 
Still  sweeten  more  these  banks  of  RhiM ! 


CIIILDE  HABOLD'S  PILGItlMAGG. 


LVl. 


Bv  CoMtfuEf ,  on  ■  rwi  of  ipvtlf  graund, 
Thon  it  ■  tiniiU  mud  aiaiplA  pynoud, 
tj-nwning  IheiuramLl  of  the  \erdaiil  DiAiiiidL 

I  >ur  cDFiny's— bi"  lei  »t  tint  Forbid 
lluuuur  loUuepaa!  act  vhoKriHy  lomli 
Tcan,  b%f  it%n,  ffottiA  fmra  die  i-ougb  u>1di«i 
L^nif  niinf  sad  yri  cniyinf-  lach  t  doom, 
FiUtog  for  Fnooa,  whote  rigbti  tac  bullied  to  m 


LVtl. 
Bnrf,  brnve,  uul  glorioui  vu 
Hu  mnumen  were  i*d  IioiiU,  bit  tnend*  i 
Aod  6ttf  nuy  iIk  ilnngef  lingeila^  hen 
Pray  for  his  gmUdnl  ipLril't  briglil  repose ; 
uVnrdoa 


Tlie  fn  ,a 


imber.  wl 


.bDdn< 


11m  Efarenbreililfin,'!  vilh  hrr  ihallRd  wall, 
RUck  *lih  Uic  mincTi  Uui,  opaq  her  hrigbt 
Vn  iliDii  of  *lul  ihe  •u,  ahen  ihell  and  hail 
HcbnaDdiBg  idly  dd  her  tlrenfph  did  bghl ; 

Uf  bnfJlcd  fm  KU  walcbil  along  Ibe  plain : 
Itui  prtcr  iauafi  whil  war  could  oeict  falig^l 
AdJ  lud  lho4C  prand  raoh  hare  lo  iujnmer'»  rai 

On  frhieh  Iho  iron  ^wver  for  yean  had  yout'd  in 


■  innj  dcll||hlej  ■ 

Mh  uuiud 
migbl  «r.yi 


LX. 


Farnpll  ig  ifFuc  like  Ihiuri 
TIk  ninil  i>  ei^DUr'd  by  lliy  fiery  hue; 
And  if  nlueilDlIy  ihe  ejrt  trsiga 
TUcit  clieriih'd  IjaK  upon  Ihcc',  loicly  Hliine : 
Tk  (rilh  (Ik  Ihukfut  [ilance  of  |>>iniii|{  praii 
More  inigbly  ipoLi  may  file — inorv  glaring  ih 

Tlic  briUiaal.  Fair,  and  uf  I,— Ihe  glorlEi  of  old  i 

LSI. 
Tbc  DTEliifDilji  (jnnd,  Ihe  fruilfui  Llanm 
of  conuDg  rip«ie»,  ti\e  «biie  ciiy'i  ^lhq, 
Tbfl  roUiDIJ  *Ircain,  ihe  preciplt:e^i^  ijlooni. 
The  fiinil**  |[»wlh,  and  Goihir  >:ilU  beiseri 
The  -wild  rocki  ihapol  a> 


Km 

heie  recede. 

Ah 

ove  mean  the  AJp.. 

The 

lUv.  pinnaeled  m 

elo«d,U-Hrtt,0^-y™l 

An 

throned  elm 

"T 

nicy  balk 

OF 

old  ■uhlimlt, 

ire  form,  and  fall. 

v.- 

.»«let1>oltoE.no«> 

All 

halcp^m,!. 

» 

pinLjelappo!,. 

In  I 


i>  (be  tc 


will  111  I 


i.xm.* 

itut  ere  Mtt  matchlr>>  Iir1|]1,(i  t  dare 
There  li  a  (pot  ihould  noi  be  pais'd  in 
Montt  the  proud,  ibe  patriot  BcU'  irl 
Hay  fiu  on  ghauly  tropliiei  of  Ibe.iU 
Nor  blu^  for  ihoae  vho  coni|uer*d  oo 
Here  UnrguTidy  bequealli'd  hia  lomhlei 
,  Ihrough  e^cs  to  rcDiaiD, 


The. 


« Iheir  i 
iKpulHircd  lliey  ro 


unv, 

thCann 


rat  end  Hanlhon  min  namet  (hall  lund ; 
■y  were  irne  |"h>rj*i  (Uinleia  lictoriei, 
in  by  the  anamhitioiu  henn  aul  band 
a  proud,  brolherly,  and  civic  band, 
unhoughl cl         '       '  '      ' 


OfiHce-e 
Doamd  to  benil  I 
lakinflldoji'righUi 


;theyn. 


r  of  la. 


LSVI. 
eef  and  tacred  he  the  name! — 
r,  Ihe  deioud— (ave 
■0  \  her  heail.  benealh  ■  dual 
I,  broke  o'er  a  father's  ffrate. 


I  i  bul  llie  judge  v 


Froni  ii>  immorulity  look  Forth 

e  luu'i  face,  like  yonder  Alpine  laov,*' 

liahly  pore  hcyood  all  lhili|^  below. 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


I 


I. 


LXVIII. 

Lake  Lcmait  woos  mc  ititli  its  crystal  face, 
The  mirror  vrliern  the  stars  and  mountains  view 
Tlin  stillness  of  their  aspect,  in  each  trace 
Its  clear  depth  yields  of  their  far  height  and  hue  : 
There  is  too  much  of  man  Iicre,  to  look  through 
With  a  fit  mind  the  might  ^hich  I  Uphold; 
Unt  soon  in  me  shall  loneliness  miew 
Thoughts  hid,  hut  not  less  cherish'd  than  of  old, 
Ere  mingling  with  the  herd  had  penn'd  me  in  their  fold. 

txix. 

To  fly  from,  need  not  he  to  hale,  mankind; 
All  are  not  fit  ^ith  them  lu  stir  and  toil, 
Nor  is  it  discontent  to  keep  the  mind 
Deep  in  its  fountain,  lest  it  overhoil 
In  the  hot  throbg.  vliere  we  IxTome  the  spoil 
Of  our  infection,  till  too  late  and  long 
Wo  may  deplore  and  struggle  «ilh  the  coil, 
In  VKtehcd  interchange  of  wrong  for  wrong, 

'Midst  a  contentious  ^orld,  striving  where  none  are 
strong. 

LXX. 
There,  in  a  moment,  we  may  plunge  our  years 
In  fatal  penitence,  and  in  the  l)light 
Of  our  own  soul,  turn  all  our  hlood  to  tears, 
And  colour  things  to  come  with  hues  of  night; 
The  race  of  life  heeomes  a  hopeless  flight 
To  those  that  walk  in  darkness  :  on  the  sea, 
Tlie  boldest  steer  hut  where  their  ports  invite, 
Dut  lliere  are  w^andcreiN  oer  erernily, 

\\'hose  bark  drives  on  and  on,  and  anchor'd  ne'er 'ihall  l>e. 

lA'Xl. 

Is  it  not  better,  then,  to  Im;  alone. 
And  love  earth  only  for  iu  earthly  sakr? 
By  the  blue  ryshing  of  the  arrowy  Rhone,*'' 
Or  the  pure  bosom  of  its  nursing  lake. 
Which  feeds  it  as  a  mother  who  doth  make 
A  fair  but  froward  infant  her  own  care, 
Kissing  its  cries  away  as  these  awake; — 
Is  it  not  I»et(er  thus  our  li\es  to  wear, 
Tlian  join  th6  crushing  crowd,  doom'd  to  inflict  or  bear ' 

LXXII. 
I  live  not  in  mvself,  but  I  become 
Portion  of  that  around  me;  and  to  me, 
High  mountains  are  a  feeling,  hut  the  hum 
Of  human  cities  tortures  :  I  can  see 
Nothing  to  loathe  in  nature,  save  to  be 
A  link  reluctant  in 'a  fleshly  chain, 
(Ilass'd  among  creatures,  when  the  soul  can  flee, 
And  with  the  sky,  the  peak,  the  heaving  plain 
Of  ocean,  or  the  stars,  mingle,  and  not  in  vain. 

LXXIII. 
And  thas  I  am  absorb'd,  and  this  is  life  : 
I  look  upon  the  peopled  desert  past 
Aft  on  a  place  of  agony  and  strife, 
Where,  for  some  sin,  to  sorrow  I  was  cast. 
To  act  and  suffer,  but  remount  at  last 
With  a  fresh  pinion;  which  I  feel  to  spring. 
Though  young,  yet  waxing  vigorous  as  the  bbst 
Which  it  would  cope  with,  on  delighted  wing. 
Spurning  the  clay-cold  bonds  which  round  our  l>eing 
cling. 


LXXIV. 
And  when,  at  length,  ihc  oiind  sluU  be  all  firre 
From  what  it  hates  in  this  degradrd  form. 
Reft  of  its  carnal  life,  save  wliat  slull  be 
Existent  happier  in  tlie  fly  and  worm, — 
When  elements  to  elements  coafonn. 
And  dust  is  as  it  should  be,  shall  I  uoC 
Feci  all  I  see,  less  daoding,  but  more  warm  ? 
The  bodiless  thought  ?  the  spirit  of  each  Rpot, 
Of  which,  even  now,  I  share  at  times  tlie  immortal 


k>t? 


LXXV. 

Are  not  the  mountains,  waves,  and  jJiies,  a  part 
Of  me  and  of  my  soul,  as  I  of  them? 
Is  not  the  lo\e  of  these  deep  in  my  licart 
Willi  a  pure  passion?  should  1  not  contemn 
All  objects,  if  conipanid  with  these?  and  stem 
A  tide  of  suffering,  rather  than  forego 
Such  feelings  for  the  hard  and  worldly  phlegm 
Of  those  whose  eyes  are  only  turn'd  below. 
Gazing  upon  the  ground,  with  thoughts  which  dare  not 
glow  ? 

LXXVI. 

Rut  this  is  not  my  theme;  and  I  return 
To  that  which  is  immediate,  and  require 
Those  who  find  contemplation  in  the  um. 
To  look  on  One,  whose  dust  was  once  all  tire, 
.V  native  of  the  land  where  I  respire 
The  clear  air  for  a  while — a  passiu|(  0ucs(, 
Where  he  became  a  being,— whose  desire 
Was  to  lie  glorious ;  'l  was  a  foolisli  quc5»t. 
The  which  to  gain  and  keep,  he  sacrifio^  all  rest. 

Lxxvn. 

He'iv;  the  self-tortiuing  sophist,  wild  Aqusseau, 
Thr  apostle  of  affliction,  he  wlio  threw  * 

Knrliantment  o\er  passion,  and  from  woe 
Wrung  o\erwlurlming  eloquence,  first  drew 
The  breath  which  made  him  wretched;  yet  be  knew 
llow  to  make  madness  beautiful,  and  cast 
O'er  erring  deeds  and  thoughts  a  heavenly  hue 
Of  words,  like  sunbeams,  lUuzling  as  tliey  past 
The  eyes,  which  o'er  them  slied  tears  feelingly  and  fast. 

LXXVIII. 
His  love  was  passion's  essence — as  a  tree 
On  fire  by  lightning;  with  etliereaj  flame 
Kindled  he  was,  and  bbsted;  for  to  be 
Thus,  and  enamour'd,  were  in  him  the  same. 
Rut  his  was  not  the  love  of  living  dame, 
Nor  of  the  dead  who  rise  upon  our  dreams, 
Rut  of  ideal  beauty,  which  Iiecamc 
In  him  existence,  and  o'erflowing  teems 
Along  his  burning  page,  distem]>erd  though  it  seems. 

LXXIX. 

Thi%  breathed  itself  to  life  in  Julie,  ^s 
Investe<l  her  «ith  all  that  's  wild  and  sweet; 
This  ha  llow 'd,  too,  the  memorable  kiss 
Which  every  morn  his  fever'd  lip  would  greet. 
From  hers,  who  but  with  friendsliip  his  would  meet; 
Rut  to  that  gentle  touch,  through  brain  and  breast 
Flash'd  the  ihrill'd  spirit's  lovenievouring  lieat; 
In  that  absording  sigh  perchance  more  blest, 
Tlian  vulgar  minds  may  be  with  all  they  seek  possesl.>9 
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LXXX. 

t\i~  Vif.-  >.<«  am  lonR  *^>r  >)lli  vlf-uiinhl  fW^ 
llrrririidt  byliiniH'IMani9L''<l.  for  lii<  niiud 

t'-r  II.  i>.n  OMIi-l  •^icriliu'i'.  iliu  iiiud, 

i:.i>ii-i  vIkidi  Iicmi^  with  furr  «"»iCe  ""I  liliiul. 

IhiE  Ifi'  ^:i>i|j1uTqficd, — Skrr^ifTT  vbo  irtliy  kimw  f 

.■on.'.'d.iii^mlt^itieihii'liiUloHUiirHrliiiil; 

('u{  li^  *.if.phmuipj  by-dibrflH  (»■*<■'. 

LSXXI. 

At  fmni  IWTV''^'''*''^''''^'™''^^'""'' 
TlMviinrl.'iYhichiietlhiiiirDrUiiirLiuii', 
Xnr  rra«l  id  buralll]  ktogdnai. «i>n>  no  mm: 
Ihd  lir  niH  (liii  for  Fniml  -Ahidi  ia;  U-fwe 
licn'il  lo  ilif  intiflrdtfiflUEif -of  Tpsnf 
Bnikru  and  irrmlilint!.  la  ilii'  yulut  ■)»  faorr, 
Till  by  ilii:  lolve  of  liiiii  and  UU  ruDipi-un, 
Hnuwl  u|>lu  luo  mucb  itnlh  oliicli  fallo*  •  a'i.T{;m* 

t.XXX1I. 
Tlirj  niadf  [hniivlima  fp^nrful  mouudinil ! 
Tlir  wn-rkof  ukl  npinism— lhmB<  ■  liirh  (prw 
nrmibnl  fmio  ilir  Irirlb  nf  timr :  ihpiril  Iliry  renl, 
.\ni  «ltil  brliiiid  il  Inf.  nil  isinli  <Jiiill  yinr. 
II<|[  pmlinAtltllheTiibBDn-rtuvit, 
l.i'.iiiaii'biil  niiiH,  i^KHwilh  lorrbiiiKl 
I'paa  thBxAiiHfiHuidfltjDa.ind  rvDL'ir 
Z^iuif^nmiBiidtlirDaM.  mliiclillic  tsimp  linnrr^GM' 
A.  hcrciBfurc,  1kc^u»  Binliitiou  «ii<  HJC-viU'J. 

JUoluDdliKeMMbnr-IrrnElU,  Dnd  inndp  iL  fell. 
TUrynigfalIwviiu«Li4  Ivtlrr,  Iml.  nlliin-d 
ByltiHrnrvrtfour,  ■KrnlyJumlii^dt'nJf 
fia-an#ii»tbBripi<y«4sni<cinc1t 

Willi  IB  o|^RA(Hi*ft(LdrLDeHnim]  bad  d«plr, 

Tbry  .rrc  dm  nglH,  noumli-J  »ilblli.dny: 

WIlii  nmnFl  ilirn,  al  limn,  if  iJicy  niiiiook  llicir  pir, 

LSXXIV. 
Thr  lienn'i  blnil  liianrii.  ai 


Il  i.  tlin  IkkIi  I 

Tliy  Lu-niLu  .1,  

Mrlovil  nod  nlulgKD|[,'yFI  diHi 
&iYcitaikFU>lJim,  iilii>4ni|ii  licl|,'Uii> Di 
IV»iprloiuly.ttovp:iijii1,  dr;i«ia|>  nnir, 
TlirnbTnilt.ni  ■  linim  fr>i;rinrp  frnni  (hi 
»f  lln^>r<yrirmdi«iili  rliil.llinnd ;  nn  ll 
T>R>p>  llir  3i|;lil  (trip  of  tlv  niKprDdml  Mi, 


yelrli 


Wiih  Ihrir  a< 


Dniinluiiliii 

will.  unllllliEbaur 


LM-tV. 

t'Jrar,  plufid  Lniun '.  Iliy  i:(uiln>lal  lakf, 
With  lUc-  oiU  mrid  I  d*rl[  iii.  ■•  a  (bini; 
WliiHi  ntiH  mr,  viih  ii.  diltiirti,  i-  Fnr^.ik< 
Kqnh'i  irmibleil  nalcrs  fiir  a  |iunTipriu|;. 

To  iraEtfiU  hwBHlillnivlioni  mice  I  luvnl 

Ton  i>m*b'i  M*!,  Ihii  lliy  -uFi  iiiuriHuriiii; 

Sniuid.  .ncH  HI  if  ■  .Ma.  luiDi.'  rrpruit'J, 

Tlui  I  aiib  ucni  ddigbls  iliouM  c'lr  luic  b«ii  u 


Doep  iulD  iimiiK'i  liRusI  iJir  npii  .1  of  bcr  Iiw* 

LKXXvin. 

Ve  miir.:  ihiFb  grr  Hir  poi-rry  nf  Jim.i.n  1 
If  ill  jniir  bril-liiinitci  TtvtuJd  mid  iIk  fniv 
Of  nipn  flQii  empim, — 'lUIobcfurgivoij 
TLii  iiiauru|Hnalian(1aI>cer«lll, 
Onrdmiaietadrlffap  djcirvuiniiL  Male, 


ilcb  i>  uF  all  l^calur 


IiiMdliudr,«tim«ean'I. 
A  4(u[li,  wUch  dirougb  uu 
Aad-pun&wtraatcli'.  ill- 

Tltl'WuluulHUK^of  IDU 


Tbr«piril,iji  «lia<ir  Im 


uibaud*.    Oitifp.aiidMin|Hnv 

il  idulHlxUiiiuxiCciLharCmk, 
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I 


I 


XCII. 
The  f-ky  is  chan^^M !— and  such  a  cliaii(*c !  Oh  night.'  * 
And  storm,  and  darkncs-s  ye  arc  wondrous  strong, 
Yet  lovrly  in  your  slrcnf,th,  ab  is  the  light 
r)f  a  dark  eye  in  woman !    Far  along, 
From  pj'ak  to  peak,  thi-  rattling  rr.igs  among 
I^*n{>s  the  live  thunder!    Nnt  from  one  lone  cloud, 
Itut  every  mountain  now  hath  fomitl  a  tongue, 
And  Jum  answers,  through  her  misty  shroud, 
Hack  to  the  joyous  Alps,  who  call  to  her  aloud  ! 

xaii. 

Aud  this  is  in  tlin  night :— most  glcrious  night ! 
Thou  wert  nut  sent  for  slumber!  let  uiu  l>n 
A  .sharer  in  thy  lierce  and  far  delight, — 
A  ]iortion  of  the  toinpesi  and  of  ihee! 
How  the  lit  lake  shines,  a  phosphoric  sea, 
And  the  hig  rain  comes  d;uiciug  to  the  earth  I 
And  now  again  'l  i*  hlaek,— :uid  now,  the  glee 
Of  the  loud  hills  sliakcs  with  it!>  mouutain-mirih. 
As  if  they  did  rejoire  oer  a  yomig  earlhiiuakcs  birth. 

XCIV. 
Now,  where  the  swift  IVhonn  cleave-*  his  way  between 
Heights  which  appear  as  Infers  who  have  {urtcd 
In  liate,  whose  miniug  depthn  so  intervene. 
That  they  con  meet  no  nior(>,  though  broken-hearted ; 
Though  in  their  souls,  which  thus  each  other  thwarted. 
Love  was  the  very  nwl  of  the  fond  rage 
Which  blighted  their  life's  bloom,  and  then  departed; 
Itself  expired,  but  leaving  them  an  age 
Of  years  all  winters, — war  within  themselves  to  wage. 

XCV. 
Now,  where  tlic  quick  Uhone  thus  has  rleft  his  way. 
The  mightiest  of  the  storms  hath  ta'en  his  stand: 
For  here,  not  one,  but  many,  make  their  play. 
And  fling  their  thunder-bolts  from  hand  to  hand, 
Flashing  and  cast  around :  of  all  the  iMmd, 
The  brightest  through  these  p;irieil  hills  hath  fork'd 
His  lightnings,— as  if  he  did  understand, 
Tliat  in  such  gaps  as  des<ilatioii  work'd, 
Tliem  the  hot  shaft  should  blast  whatever  therein  lurk'd. 

XCVI. 

Sky,  moimiahis,  river,  winds,  lake,  lightnings!  ye! 
Willi  night,  and  clouds,  and  thumler,  and  a  soul 
To  make  these  felt  aud  fe«rling,  y»r\\  may  l>e 
Tilings  that  have  made  me  watchful;  the  far  roll 
Of  your  depn.ling  voices  is  the  knoll 
Of  what  ill  me  is  sleeploss, — if  I  rest. 
Itut  where  of  ye,  oh  tempests!  i>  the  goal? 
Are  ye  like  those  within  the  human  breast? 
Or  do  ye  (iud,  at  li;ugth,  like  eagle's,  some  high  nest  ? 


XCV  II. 

Could  I  embody  and  unbosom  now 
That  which  is  most  wilhin  me, — could  I  wreak 
3Iy  thniiglits  upon  e\pr«><si(in,  and  thi4N  tlmiw 
Soul,  heart,  mind,  passions,  feelings,  sti-ong  or  weak, 
AH  that  I  would  have  sought,  and  all  I  <rek. 
liiMP,  knn\t,  ft-el,  and  yet  breathe — inio  one  wonl. 
And  tli.it  oiii>  «(inl  v((*i-e  l.ightnin(f,  I  would  speak; 
But  a^  it  is,  I  li\c  nnd  die  unheard. 
With  a  most  voiceless  though!,  shf-alhiiig  it  as  a  sword. 


XCVill. 
The  morn  is  up  aifain,  the  dewy  mora, 
With  breath  all  incensi*,  aud  with  clieek  all  bloom, 
Kaiighiug  the  clouds  away  with  playful  scorn. 
And  living  as  if  earth  conUiiu'd  no  tomb, — 
And  glowing  into  day:  we  may  risumc 
'I  he  march  of  our  e\istMce:  and  thus  I, 
Still  on  thy  shores,  fair  Leman !  may  find  room 
And  food  for  meditation,  nor  pass*  by 
Much  that  may  give  us  pause,  if  ponder  d  filtmely. 

XCIX. 
Clarens!  sweet  Clarens,  birth-place  of  deep  love' 
Thine  air  is  the  young  breath  of  passionnle  ihousht; 
Ihy  tn-es  take  n>ot  in  love;  the  snow*  above 
The  very  glacier,  have  his  colours  caugtit. 
And  sun-set  into  roM'-hues  sees  them  wrought** 
lly  rays  which  sleep  there  b>vingly:  tlic  rocks 
The  permaneiil  crags,  tell  here  of  Iotc,  who  Mueht 
In  them  a  refuge  from  tlur  wonlly  sliocks. 
Which  stir  and  sting  the  soul  with  hope  tliat  woos,  then 
inoiks. 

C. 

Clarens!  by  heavenly  feet  thy  paths  arc  trod, — 
L'ndving  love's,  who  here  ascends  a  tliroue 
To  which  the  steps  are  mountains;  where  tlic  god 
Is  a  pervading  life  ami  light,— so  shown 
Not  on  those  summits  sob'ly,  nor  alone 
III  the  still  cave  and  forest;  oer  the  llower 
His  eye  is  sparkling,  and  his  brrath  lialh  blown, 
His  soft  and  summer  breath,  whose  tender  power 
Passes  the  strength  of  storms  in  their  most  desolate  hour. 

CI. 

All  things  are  here  of  him ;  from  the  black  pines 
Which  are  his  shade  on  high,  and  the  loud  roar 
Of  torrents,  where  he  listeneth,  to  the  vines 
Which  slope  his  green  path  downward  to  the  shoce, 
Whenr  the  bow'd  waters  meet  him  and  adore. 
Kissing  his  feet  with  murmurs;  and  tlie  wood. 
The  covert  of  old  tn-es,  with  trunks  all  hoar, 
lUit  light  leaves,  young  as  joy.  stan»ls  where  it  stood, 
Offering  to  him,  aud  his,  a  populous  solitude. 


Gil. 
A  populous  solitude  of  bees  and  birds, 
.\nd  fViiry-foriu'd  and  many-oolour'd  ihinjjs 
Who  worship  him  with  notes  more  sweet  than  words 
And  innocently  open  llieir  glad  wings. 
Fearless  a  ml  full  of  life :  the  gush  of  springs 
And  fall  of  lofty  fountains,  and  the  liend 
Of  stirring  branches,  and  the  bud  which  brings 
The  swiftest  thought  of  beauty,  here  extend, 
Mingling,  and  made  by  love,  unto  one  mighty  end. 

CHI. 
He  who  hath  loved  not,  here  would  learn  that  lore. 
And  make  his  heart  a  spirit ;  he  who  knows 
Thai  teiidrr  inystny,  will  love  the  more, 
r«ir  this  is  love's  recess,  where  vain  men's  woes 
.Viid  the  worll^swa^lr,llavedrive^  hinifar  from  those. 
For  t  is  his  iiatnn>  to  advance  or  die; 
He  St  lids  not  still,  but  or  decays,  or  grows 
Into  a  boundless  bles«ing,  which  may  vie 
Willi  the  iinnioi-ial  lighti^,  in  its  eternity! 


CIV. 
T  wail  not  for  fiction  chose  Roa<»eau  this  spot, 
Poopling  it  with  affectionx;  but  he  found 
It  was  the  sccue  which  paiwion  must  allot 
To  the  mind's  purifietl  beings;  't  was  the  ground 
%Vhere  e.irly  love  his  Psyclke's  lonc  unbound, 
And  liallowM  it  with  loTcliness:  't  'm  lone. 
And  wonderful,  and  drvp,  and  hatli  a  sound. 
And  sense,  and  sight  of  sweetness;  here  the  Rhone 

Hath  spread  himself  a  couch,- tlie  Alps  have  rcar'd  a 
throne. 

CV, 
I^ausanne!  and  Forney!  ye  hate  been  the  abodes'^ 
Of  names  which  unto  you  bequeath'd  a  name; 
MoruU,  who  sought  an<l  foiuid,  by  dangerous  roads, 
A  path  to  perpetuity  of  fame: 
Tliey  were  gig;intic  minds,  and  their  steep  aim 
Was,  Titan-Jike,  on  <iaring  doubts  to  pile 
Thoughtswhich  should  calldown  thunder  and  the  flame 
Of  Heaven,  again  assail'd,  if  Heaven  the  while 

On  man  and  man's  research  could  deign  do  more  tlian 
smile. 

•  cvr. 

The  one  was  (ire  and  fickleness,  a  child. 
Most  mutable  in  wishes,  but  in  mind 
A  wit  as  various, — gay,  grave,  sage,  or  wild, — 
Historian,  banl.  philosopher  combined ; 
He  multiplied  himself  among  mankind, 
Tlie  IVoteus  of  their  tilents:  but  his  own 
Breathed  most  in  ridicule, — which,  as  the  wind. 
Blew  where  it  listed,  Liying  all  things  prone, — 

I   Now  to  o'crthrow  a  fool,  and  now  to  shake  a  throne. 

I 

I  •  CVII. 

The  other,  deep  and  slow,  exhausting  thought. 
And  hiving  wisdom  with  each  studious  year. 
Id  meditation  dwelt,  with  learning  wrought. 
And  tliaped  his  weapon  with  an  edge  severe, 
^pping  a  solemn  creed  with  solemn  sneer: 
The  lord  of  irony, — that  master-spell, 
Whidi  stung  his  foes  to  wr.ith,  which  grew  from  fear, 
And  doom'd  him  to  the  zealot's  ready  hell. 
Which  answers  to  all  doubts  so  eloquently  well. 

CVHI. 
Yet,  peace  be  with  their  ashes, — for  by  them. 
If  merited,  the  penalty  is  p.iid ; 
It  is  not  ours  to  judge, — f^r  less  condemn ; 
Tlie  hour  most  come  when  such  things  shall  be  made 
Known  ooto  all, — or  Iiope  and  dread  alby'd 
By  slumber,  on  one  pillow,— in  the  dlist, 
W^hich,  thus  much  we  are  sure,  must  lie  decay'd ; 
And  when  it  shall  revive,  as  is  our  trust, 
Twill  be  to  be  forgiven,  or  suffer  what  is  just. 

CIX. 
But  let  me  quit  man's  works,  again  to  read 
His  Maker's  spread  around  me,  and  suspend 
Tliis  page,  which  from  my  reveries  I  feed, 
Vntil  it  seems  prolonging  without  end. 
The  clouds  above  me  to  the  white  Alps  tend. 
And  I  must  pierce  tliem,  and  survey  whatc'er 
May  be  permitted,  as  my  steps  I  bend 
To'  their  most  greiit  ami  growing  region,  where 
The  earth  to  her  embrace  compels  the  po^n*  of  air. 


Italia  !  too,— Italia  !  looking  on  thee, 
Full  flaNlies  on  the  soul  tlie  light  of  ages, 
Since  the  Kerce  Cartliaginian  almost  won  thee, 
To  the  last  halo  of  the  chiefs  and  sages, 
Who  glorify  ihy  consecrated  pages; 
Thou  wert  the  throne  and  grave  of  empires;  still, 
Tlic  fount  at  which  tlie  panting  mind  ascuages 
Her  thirst  of  knowledge,  quaffing  tliere  her  fill, 
Flows  from  the  eternal  source  of  Home's  imperial  hill. 

CXI. 

Thus  far  I  have  proceeded  in  a  theme 
Reuew'd  with  no  kind  auspices  :^^o  feel 
We  are  not  what  we  have  been,  and  to  deem 
We  are  not  what  we  should  be, — and  to  steel 
The  heart  against  itself;  and  to  conceal, 
With  a  proud  caution,  love,  or  hate,  or  aught, — 
Passion  or  feeling,  purpohc,  grief  or  leal, — 
Which  is  the  tyrant  spirit  of  our  thought ; 
Is  a  stern  task  of  soul: — No  matter, — it  is  taught. 

CXII. 

And  for  these  words,  thus  woven  into  song, 
It  in.iy  be  that  they  are  a  harmless  wile, — 
The  colouring  uf  the  scenes  which  fleet  aloug, 
Which  I  would  seiic,  in  passing,  to  beguile 
My  breast,  or  tlmt  of  others,  for  a  while. 
Fauie  is  the  thirst  of  youth, — but  I  am  not 
So  yuuug  as  to  reg:ird  men's  frown  or  smile. 
As  loss  or  guerdon  of  a  glorious  lot ; 
I  stood  and  stand  alone, — remcmber'd  or  forgot. 

CXIII. 
I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me; 
I  ha>c  not  flatter'd  its  rank  breath,  nor  bow'd 
To  its  idolatries  a  patient  knee, — 
Nor  rniii'd  my  cheek  to  smiles, — nor  cried  aloud 
In  worship  of  an  echo;  in  the  crowd 
Tlicy  rould  not  deem  me  one  of  such ;  I  stood 
Among  tlirm,  but  not  of  them;  in  a  shroud 
Of  thoughts  which  were  not  their  thoughts,  and  still 
could. 
Had  I  not  filed  >4  my  mind,  which  thus  itself  subdued 

CXIV. 
I  have  not  loved  the  world,  nor  the  world  me, — 
But  let  us  part  fair  foes ;  I  do  believe, 
Tliough  I  have  found  them  not,  that  there  may  be 
Words  which  are  things,  —  hopes  which  will  •noi 

decei\e,  • 

And  virtues  which  are  merciful,  nor  weave 
Snares  for  the  failhig .  I  would  also  deem 
O'er  othent'  griefs  that  some  sincerely  grieve;** 
That  two,  or  one,  are  almost  what  they  seem, — 

Tliat  goodness  is  no  name,  and  happiuc^  no  dream. 

CXV. 
My  daughter!  with  thy  name  this  song  l>egun — 
My  daughter!  with  thy  name  thus  much  sliall  end — 
I  fcee  thee  not, — I  hear  thee  not, — but  none 
Cm  l>e  so  wrapt  in  thee;  thou  art  the  friend 
To  whom  the  slindows  of  fir  years  extend : 
All>eit  iiiv  brow  thou  never  shoulilst  behold. 
My  voire  shall  with  thy  future  virions  blend, 
And  rrarh  into  thy  heart, — when  mine  is  cold, — 

A  token  and  a  tone,  even  from  thy  fathers  mould. 
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CXTI. 

To  aid  thy  miiid'H  developrment, — to  watch 
Thy  dawn  of  little  joyn, — to  sit  and  see 
Almost  thy  very  (;rowth, — to  view  thee  catch 
Knowledfje  of  ohjects, — wonders yrt  to  thee! 
To  hold  thee  li(;htly  on  a  (gentle  knee. 
And  print  on  thy  soft  cheek  a  parent's  kiss, — 
This,  it  should  seem,  was  not  reserved  for  me ; 
Yet  thi«  was  in  my  nature: — as  it  is, 
I  know  not  wliat  is  there,  yet  something;  like^  to  this. 

• 

cxvn. 

Yet,  though  dull  hate  as  duty  should  he  tnu(;ht, 
I  know  that  thoA  wilt  love  me;  thou(;h  my  name 
Should  he  shut  from  thee,  a<i  n  spell  still  fran^ht 
With  desolation, — and  a  broken  claim : 
Thou^^h  the  jjrave  closet!  I»etween  lis,  'i  were  the  same — 
I  know  that  thou  wilt  love  me;  thou(;h  to  drain 
Mjr  blood  from  out  thy  hein(T,  were  an  aim. 
And  an  attainmefit, — all  would  be  in  vain, — 
Still  thou  wouldst  love  me,  still  that  more  than  life  retain. 

CXVIIT. 
The  child  of  love, — thouf;h  bom  in  bitterness, 
And  nurtured  in  convulsion.     Of  ihy  sire 
These  were  the  elements, — and  thine  no  less. 
As  yet  such  are  around  thee, — but  thy  fire 
Shall  he  more  temper'd,  and  thy  hope  far  higher. 
Sweet  l>e  thy  cradled  shimlM^rs !    O'er  the  s«»n. 
And  from  the  mountains  where  I  now  rj'spire. 
Fain  would  I  waft  such  blessinf;  upon  ihee, 
Ah,  with  a  sigh,  I  d«cni  thou  mi^htst  have  been  to  me! 


CANTO  IV. 


Viun  ho  TiHrana.  I.em^iari1ia.  nomagaa, 
Qurl  ■■•■le  rhi  dirtdr.  r  qnri  rlir  arrn 
lulu,  •  ua  ourp  •  I'  «liro,  rfa«  la  lM|;iia. 

AaioiTO,  Smtirm  iii. 


TO 


JOHN  HOBHOUSE,  ESQ.  A.M.  F.R.S. 
etc.  etc.  etc. 


Mt  drak  IloBRoi'se, 
Aftfh  an  interval  of  ei(»ht  years  l>etween  the  composi- 
tion, of  the  first  and  last  cantos  of  Childe  Harold,  the 
conclusion  of  the  poem  is  about  to  Yve  submitted  to  the 
public.  In  parting  with  so  old  n  friend,  it  is  not  ettri- 
ordinary  that  I  should  recur  to  <Sne  si  ill  older  and 
l)etter, — to  one  who  has  lieheld  the  birth  and  death  of 
the  other,  and  to  whom  1  am  far  more  indebted  for 
the  social  advanta|;cs  of  an  enlij»htcned  friendship, 
than — though  not  un(;ratefnl — I  can,  or  could  be,  to 
Clhilde  Harold,  for  any  public  favour  reflected  thron{;li 
the  poem  on  the  poet, — to  one,  whom  I  have  known 
lon(;,  and  accompanied  for,  whom  1  have  found  wake- 
ful over  my  sickni!s<  and  kind  in  my  sorrow,  glad  in 
my  prosperity  and  firm  in  my  adversity,  true  iu  coun- 
sel and  trusty  in  peril — to  a  friend  often  tried  and 
jie\er  found  >j^aiilin(;; — to  yourself. 

In  M)  doing,  I  reciu*  from  fiction  to  truth,  and  in  de- 


dicating to  you  in  its  complete,  or  at  lt||^  cancluded 
state,  a  poetical  work  which  is  the  longest,  Clic  nMxt 
thoughtful  and  comprehensive  of  my  composilicws,  I 
wish  to  do  honour  to  myself  by  the  record  of  many 
years'  intimacy  with  a  man  of  learning,  of  talent,  of 
steadiness,  and  of  honour.  It  is  not  for  minds  like  nun 
to  give  or  to  receive  flattery;  yet  the  pmiscs  of  sin- 
cerity have  ever  l>een  permitted  to  Uie  voice  of  friend- 
ship, and  it  is  not  for  you,  nor  even  for  others,  boC  to 
relieve  a  heart  which  has  not  elsewhere,  or  larely,  been 
so  much  accustomed  to  the  encounter  of  ^rood'will  ■« 
to  withstand  the  shock  firmly,  tluit  I  thus  attempt  to 
commemorate  your  goo<l  qualities,  or  rather  llie  ad- 
vantages which  I  have  derived  from"  their  exertion. 
Even  the  recurrence  of  the  date  of  this  letter,  flie  an- 
niversary of  the  most  unfortunate  day  of  my  past 
existence,  but  which  cannot  poison  my  future,  while  I 
retain  I  he  resource  of  your  friendship,  and  of  my  own 
faculties,  will  henceforth  have  a  more  agreeahle  recol- 
leciion  for  both,  inasmuch  as  it  will  remind  u»  of  tbi« 
my  attempt  to  thank  yon  for  an  indefatigable  regard, 
such  as  few  men  have  experienced,  and  no  one  could 
experience  without  thinking  better  of  his  spccie«  and 
of  himself. 

It  has  l>een  our  fortune  to  traverse  together,  al  va- 
rious p<>riods,  the  countries  of  chivalry,  hi«lory,  and 
fable — Spain,  Greece,  Asia  Minor,  and  Italy:  and  wliat 
Alliens  and  Constantinople  were  to  us  a  few  years  ago. 
Venice  and  Rome  have  been  more  recently.  Tlie  poem 
also,  or  the  pilgrim,  or  both,  have  accompanied  me 
from  first  to  last;  and  perhaps  it  may  be  a  pardonable 
vanity  which  induces  me  to  reflect  with  complacency 
on  a  composition  which  in  some  degree  connecls  nie 
with  the  spot  wftcm  it  was  produced,  and  the  idijects 
it  voiiM  f;iin  describe;  and  however  unwArthy  it  mav 
be  deemed  of  those  magical  and  memorable  al>ndes, 
however  short  it  may  fall  of  onr  diNtant  coiiceplions 
and  immediate  impressions,  yet  as  a  mark  of  respect 
for  what  is  veneralde,  and  a  feeling  for  wliat  is  glo- 
rious, il  has  been  to  me  a  source  of  pleasure  in  the 
production,  and  I  part  with  it  with  a  kind  of  regret, 
which  I  hardly  snspected  that  events  could  have  left 
me  for  im:i|pnary  objects. 

With  regard  to  the  conduct  of  the  last  canto,  tliere 
will  lie  found  less  nf  the  pilgrim  th.in  in  any  of  the 
preceding,  and  ibnt  little  slightly,  if  at  all,  srparatefl 
from  the  author  speaking  in  his  own  person.  Tlie  fact  is 
that  I  had  iN'come  weary  of  drawing  a  line  which  e\ery 
one  seemed  determined  not  to  perceive :  like  the  Chinese 
in  Coldsmith's  m  Citizen  of  the  World. «  whom  nolio«ly 
would  believe  to  lie  a  Ciiinese,  it  was  in  vain  that  I  as- 
serted, and  imagined,  thai  I  had  drawn  a  distinction  be> 
tween  the  author  ami  the  pilgrim  ;andthe\ery  anxiety  to 
preserve  this  difference,  and  disappointment  at  finding 
it  unavailing,  so  far  criLshed  my  efforts  in  the  adrnposi- 
tion.  that  I  determined  to  a1);indon  it  jdlogether — and 
have  done  so.  The  opinions  which  have  been,  or  ni:iv 
be,  formed  on  that  subject,  are  riou<  a  matter  of  indif- 
ference; the  work  is  lo  depend  on  itself,  and  not  on 
the  writer;  and  the  author,  who  has  no  resource*  in  his 
o^n  mind  bey  )nd  the  reputation,  trautient  or  {lerma- 
nenl,  which  is  to  arise  from  his  literary  effort*.,  deserves 
the  fate  of  Jiilhors. 

In  the  course  of  ilie  following  canto  it  was  my  inten- 
tion, either  in  the  lett  or  in  the  notes,  lo  have  touched 
upon  Ihe  prcttnt  stateof  Italian  literature,  and  perhaps 
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murrs.  But  the  text,  ^  ithin  the  limil*t  I  proptMrd, 
>o  found  luinlly  sufHcient  for  the  l.ihyriiith  of 
nnl  ohjecl.<  and  the  rnnitrqiient  reflertion^;  and  for 
hole  of  the  notes,  exeepting  a  few  of  th«»  shortest, 

indehtrd  to  yourself,  and  these  were  necessarily 
r<l  to  the  ehieidation  of  the  text. 
IK  also  a  delieate,  and  no  very  g^ratefiil  task,  to 
t  upon  the  literature  and  manners  of  a  nation  so 
nilar;  and  requires  an  attention  and  impartiality 
li  would  induee  us, — thouj^h  perhaps  no  inatten- 
b«enrers,  nor  ignorant  of  the  lanj^uafje  or  eustoms 
•  people  amon(;st  whom  we  have  reeently  abode,— 
«tru<«t,  or  at  least  defer  our  jud(;ment,  and  more 
'wly  examine  our  information.     The  slate  of  liie- 

as  well  as  )>olitieal  party,  appears  to  run,  or  to 

run,  so  lii(;h,  that  for  a  stnin(;er  to  steer  impar- 

lietween  them  is  next  to  impossible,  it  may  lie 
ph  then,  at  least  for  my  purpose,  to  quote  from 

own  beautiful  lanf;ua(;e — «3Ii  pare  die  in  un 
'  tutlo  poetico,  chc  vanta  h  lin{jua  la  piu  nohile  ed 
mo  la  pill  doire,  tutle  tulle  le  vie  diverse  si  possono 
re,  e  che  sinche  la  pairia  di  Alfieri  e  di  Monti  non 
rrdulo  I'aniieo  galore,  in  luilc  essa  do\Tebl>e  essere 
nia.w  Ii.ily  has  jjreat  names  ^till— <::inova,  Monti, 
Ko^colo,  IMiidemonii,  Viseoiiti,  Morelli,  Cico(;nara, 
rii,  Mezzofanli,  Mai,  Mu<«toxidi,  A(;lietti,  and  Vacea^ 
x'l'un^  to  tlie  pre<i4>nt  (;cnenitioQ  an  honourable 

in  most  of  tlie  departiiients  of  art,  scienee,  and 
i  letlres;  and  in  some  the  very  highest; — Europe — 
rorld — lias  but  one  Canova. 

has  lieen  somewhere  said  by  Alfieri,  tliat*«  Li 
a  iiomo  uasee  piii  robusta  in  Italia  chc  in  qualun- 
alira  terra— e  che  gli  sicssi  atroci  delitti  chc  vi  si 
nettoiio  ne  sono  una  pmva.n  \Villmut  subscribing; 
e  latter  part  of  his  proposition,  a  dan(;erous  doe- 
.  Ihe  truth  of  which  may  b«;  disputed  ou  betler 
nds  namely,  that  the  Italians  arc  in  no  respect 
'  ferocious  than  their  neif^hhours,  that  man  must 
•ilfiilly  blind,  or  i|rnoraiitly  heedless,  who  is  not 
k  with  the  extraordinary  capacity  of  this  people, 
f  such  a  word  be  admissible,  their  cnpabiUtiet, 
acility  of  their  acquiMtiniis,  the  rapidity  of  their 
eplions,  the  fire  of  ilu'ir  genius,  their  seuse  of 
ty,  ahd,  ainidsl  all  the  di.sad\anta(;es  of  Tepeated 
utions,  the  dcnnlation  of  battles,  and  the  despair  of 
their  still  unqiienched  « longing  after  iinmor- 
',»> — the  immortality  of  iiidepeiidenee.  And  when 
ur&elves,  in  riding  round  the  walls  of  Rome,  heani 
Simple  lament  of  the  lal)ourers'  chorus,  «Roiiia! 
a  I  Roma!  Roma  non  ^  piu  come  era  prima, m  it 
iifficult  not  to  contrast  this  melancholy  dirge  with 
•acchanal  roar  of  the  songs  of  exultation  sttll  yelled 

the  tendon  taverns,  over  the  carnage  of  3lont  St 
,  and  the  betrapl  of  Genoa,  of  Italy,  of  France, 
:>f  the  world,  by  men  whose  conduct  you  yourself 

exposed  in  a  work  worthy  of  the  better  days  of 
listory.     For  nie, 

•  'Son  momk  mai  rcrda 

0*e  la  lurba  di  sue  ri«occ  AMorda.* 

hat  Italy  has  gained  by  the  late  transfer  of  nations, 
ere  useless  for  Englishmen  to  inquire,  till  it  be- 
•«  ascertained  that  England  has  acquin>d  something 
i  than  a  permanent  army  and  a  suspended  Habeas 
us;  it  is  enough  for  them  to  look  at  home.  For 
:  they  liarc  done  abroad,  atid  especially  in  the 


South,  «  verily  they  will  have  their  reward,»  and  at  no 
very  distant  period. 

Wishing  you,  my  dear  llobhoiu^'n  safe  and  agreeable 
return  to  that  country  whose  real  welfore  can  be  dearer 
to  none  than  to  yourself,  I  dedicate  to  you  thin  poem  in 
its  completed  state;  and  repeat  once^more  how  puly  I 
am  e>er 

Your  obliged 

And  affectionate  friend, 

BYRON. 
Venice^  January  a,  1818. 


I. 

I  STOOD  in  Venice,  on  the  Bridge  of  Sighs;  • 
A  palace  and  a  prison  on  each  luiiid: 
I  saw  from  out  the  wave  her  structures  rise 
As  from  the  stroke  of  the  enchanter's  wand : 
A  thousand  years  their  cloudy  wings  expand 
Around  me,  and  a  dying  glory  smiles 
O'er  the  far  times,  wiien  many  a  subject  land 
Look'd  to  the  ^singed  Lion's  marble  piles,  • 

Whrre  Venice  sate  in  slate,  throned  on  her  hundred  isles ! 

II. 

She  looks  a  sea  Cyl»ele,  fn»sh  from  ocean,  *  » 

Rising  with  her  tiara  of  prouil  towers 
At  airy  distance,  with  majestic  motion, 
A  ruler  of  the  waters  aiidjheir  powers: 
And  such  she  was;— her  daughters  hnd  their  dowers 
From  spoiN  of  nations,  and  the  exhaustless  East 
Pour'd  in  her  lap  all  gems  in  sparkling  showers: 
In  purple  was  she  rolled,  and  of  her  feast 
Monarclis  partook,  and  dcem'd  their  dignity  increased. 

III. 
In  Venice  Tasso's  echoes  are  no  more,* 
And  silent  rows  the  songle^^s  gondolier; 
Her  palaces  are  crumbling  to  ihe  shore, 
An<l  iiiiiKic  meets  not  always  now  the  ear: 
Tlm«ie  days  are  gone — l)ut  beauty  still  is  here. 
States  fall,  arts  fade — but  nature  doth  not  die; 
Ni»r  yrt  forget  how  Venice  once  was  dear, 
The  plea«-aii(  place  of  all  festivity, 
The  revel  of  the  earth,  the  masque  of  Italy! 

IV. 

Rut  iinio  us  she  hath  a  spell  beyopd 
Her  name  iu  story,  and  her  long  array 
Of  mighty  shadows,  whose  dim  forms  despond 
Above  the  do|[rless  city's  vanish'd  sway; 
Ours  is  a  trophy  which  will  not  decay 
With  the  Rialto;Sliylock  and  the  Moor, 
And  Pierre,  can  not  l>e  swept  or  worn  away — 
The  keystones  of  the  arch  !  though  all  were  o'er. 
For  us  re|Hropled  were  the  solitary  shore. 

V. 

The  lieings  of  the  mind  are  not  of  clay; 
Essenli.illy  immortal,  they  create 
And  miiltijdy  in  us  a  brighter  ray 
And  more  iM-loved  existence:  that  which  fate 
IVohibits  10  dull  life,  in  this  our  state 
Of  inorlal  bondage,  by  tlies4>  spirits  supplied 
First  exiles,  then  replaces  what  we  hate; 
Watering  the  heart  whose  early  flowers  have  died, 
And  with  a  fresher  growth  replenishing  the  void. 
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VI. 
Such  is  the  rcfogtof  our  youth  and  age. 
The  first  from  hope,  the  last  from  vacancy; 
And  thUi  «oru  feeling  peoples  many  a  page. 
And,  may  be,  that  which  grows  beneath  mine  eye: 
Yet  there  are  things  whose  strong  reality 
Outshines  our  fairy-land ;  in  shape  and  hues 
More  beautiful  tlian  our  fantastic  sky, 
And  the  strange  constellations  which  the  muse 
O'er  her  wild  universe  is  skilful  to  diffuse : 

VII. 
I  saw  or  dream'd  of  such, — hut  let  them  go — 
They  came  like  truth/ and  disappe:<r'<i  like  dreams ; 
And  whatsoe'er  they  wrre — are  now  but  so: 
I  could  repliice  them  if  I  would,  still  teems 
My  mind  with  mimy  a  form  which  aptly  seems 
Such  as  I  sought  for,  and  at  moments  found  ,- 
Let  these  too  go — for  waking  reason  deems 
Such  over-weening  phantasies  un<iOund, 
Anfl  other  voices  speak,  and  other  sights  surround. 

VIII. 
I  *ve  taught  me  other  tongues — and  in  strange  eyes 
Have  made  me  not  a  stranger;  to  the  mind 
Which  is  itself,  no  changes  bring  surprise ; 
Nor  is  it  harsh  to  make,  nor  hanl  to  find 
A  country  with — ay,  or  without  mankind ; 
Yet  was  I  born  where  men  are  proud  to  be. 
Not  without  cause;  and  should  I  leave  behind 
The  inviolate  island  of  the  sage  and  free. 
And  seek  me  out  a  home  by  a  remoter  sea  ? 

IX. 

Perhaps  I  loved  it  well :  and  should  I  lay 
My  ashes  in  a  soil  which  is  not  mine. 
My  spirit  shall  resume  it — if  we  may 
Unbodied  chuse  a  sanctuary.     I  twine 
My  hopes  of  being  remember'd  in  my  line 
With  my  kind's  language :  if  too  fond  and  for 
Tliesc  aspirations  in  their  scope  incline, — 
If  my  fame  should  be,  as  my  fortunes  are. 
Of  hasty  growth  and  blight,  and  dull  oblivion  bar 

X. 

My  name  from  out  the  temple  where  the  dead 
Are  honour'd  by  the  nations — let  it  l)c — 
And  light  the  laurels  on  a  loftier  head ! 
And  be  the  Spartan's  epitaph  on  me — 
(« Sparta  hath  .nany  a  worthier  son  than  lie.a  ^ 
Meantime  I  seek  no  sympathies,  nor  need ; 
Tlie  thorns  which  I  have  reap'd  are  of  the  tree 
I  planted, — they  have  torn  me, — and  I  bleed : 

I  should  have  known  what  fruit  would  spring  from  such 
a  seed. 

XI. 
Tlie  spouseless  Adriatic  mourns  her  lord ; 
And,  annual  marriage  now  no  more  rencw'd, 
Tlie  Bucentiiur  lies  rotting  unrestored. 
Neglected  garment  of  her  widowhood! 
St  Mark  yet  sea  his  lion  where  he  stood  * 
Stand,  but  in  mockery  of  his  withcr'd  power. 
Over  the  proud  Place  where  on  emperor  sued. 
And  monarchs  gared  and  envied  in  the  hour 

Wlicn  Venice  was  a  queen  with  an  imequall'd  dower. 


XII. 
Tlie  Suabian  sued,  and  now  the  Auairiui  mgns — ^ 
An  emperor  tramples  where  an  emperor  kndl ; 
Kingdoms"  are  shrunk  Co  provinces,  and  cbaint 
Clank  over  sceptred  cities ;  natioiu  melt 
From  powers  higli  pinnacle,  when  thiry  have  Mt 
The  sunshine  for  a  while,  and  downward  go 
Like  lauwine  looson'd  from  the  mountain's  belt ; 
Oh  for  one  hour  of  bUnd  old  Dandolo!  7 
Th'  octogenarian  chief,  Byzantium's  conquering  foe. 

XIII. 
Before  St  Mark  still  glow  his  steeds  of  bran, 

•    Their  gilded  collars  glittering  in  the  sun ; 
But  is  not  Doria's  menace  come  to  pass?* 
Are  they  not  bridUd  f — Venice,  loM  and  iron, 
Her  thirteen  hundred  years  of  freedom  done, 
Sinks,  like  a  soa-weed,  into  whence  she  rose! 
Better  be  whelm'd  beneath  the  waves,  and  shnn, 
K>en  in  destruction's  depth,  her  foreign  foes. 

From  whom  submission  wrings  an  infomous  repose. 

XIV. 
In  youth  she  was  all  glory,— a  new  Tyre,— 
Her  very  by-word  sprung  from  victory. 
The  M  Planter  of  the  Lion,*  9  which  throned  fire 
And  blood  she  bore  o'er  subject  earth  and  sea  ; 
Though  making  many  slaves,  herself  still  free, 
Aiyl  Europe's  bulwark  'gainst  the  Ottomite ; 
Witness  Troy's  rival,  Candia  I  Vouch  it,  ye 
Immortal  waves  that  saw  Lepanto's  fight ! 
For  ye  are  names  no  time  nor  tyranny  can  blight. 

XV. 

Statues  of  glass — all  shiver'd — the  long  file 
Of  her  dead  doges  arc  declined  to  dust; 
But  where  they  dwelt,  the  vast  and  sumptuous  pile 
Bespeaks  the  pageant  of  their  splendid  tnist; 
Their  sceptre  broken,  and  their  sword  in  rust. 
Have  yielded  to  the  stranger  :  empty  halls, 
Tliin  streets,  and  foreign  aspects,  such  as  must 
Too  oft  remind  her  who  and  what  enthrals,  ■• 
Have  tlung  a  desolate  cloud  o'er  Venice'  lovely  walls. 

XVI. 
When  Athens'  armies  fell  at  Syracuse, 
And  fetter'd  thousands  bore  tlie  yoke  of  wrar, 
Redemption  rose  up  in  the  Attic  Muse,  ^  * 
Her  voice  their  only  ransom  fA>m  afor: 
See!  as  ihey  cliant  the  tragic  hymn,  the  car 
Of  tlie  o'crinaster'd  victor  stops,  tlie  reiiu 
Fall  from  his  hands — his  idle  scimitar 
Starts  from  its  belt — he  rends  his  captive's  chains, 
And  bids  him  thank  the  bard  for  freedom  and  his  strains. 

XVII. 

Thus,  Venice,  if  no  stronger  claim  were  thine,' 
Were  all  thy  proud  historic  deeds  forgot. 
Thy  choral  memory  of  the  bard  divine. 
Thy  love  of  Tasso,  should  have  cut  the  knot 
W^liich  ties  ilice  to  thy  tyrants ;  and  thy  lot 
Is  shameful  to  the  nations, — most  of  all, 
Albion!  to  thee:  the  ocean  queen  should  not 
Abandon  ocean's  children ;  in  the  fall 
Of  Venice  think  of  thine,  despite  thy  watery  wnll. 
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II 


xviir. 

I  lovrd  licr  from  my  boyhood — she  to  me 
Was  a*  a  fairy  cily  of  the  heart, 
ili>in(;  likr  watrr-columos  from  the  sea, 
C>f  jiiy  the  ikojuum,  uud  of  wealth  the  mart; 
Anil  Oi^ay,  Radcliffc,  Schiller,  SliakKp^re's  art, 
Il.id  xtampd  lirr  imago  in  me,  and  e%en  so, 
Altliniij;h  F  found  her  thu<i,  «e  did  not  part, 
IVroliaiici*  eveu  dearer  in  her  day  of  woe. 
Than  when  she  «a«  a  boa&t,  a  marvel,  and  a  show. 

XIX. 

I  can  re))eopIe  with  the  past — and  of 
The  prc^ieut  there  is  still  for  eye  and  thou|{lit. 
Ant',  meditation  chasteo'd  down,  enoujli; 
And  more,  it  may  be,  than  I  hoped  or  sought: 
An<l  nf  the  happiest  moments  which  were  wrought 
Wiihin  the  web  of  my  existence,  some 
From  thee,  fair  Venice!  have  their  colours  caught: 
There  are  some  feelings  time  can  not  Ix^numb, 
>or  torture  sliake,  or  mine  would  uow  be  cold  and  dumb. 


XX. 

But  from  their  nature  will  the  tannen  grow  '^ 
Loftiest  on  loftiest  and  least  slieltcr'd  rocks, 
Rooted  ill  barrenness,  where  nought  below 
(>f  coil  supports  them  'gainst  the  .VIpine  shocks 
Of  eddying  storms;  yet  sprinjys  the  trunk,  and  mocks 
The  howling  tempest,  till  its  height  and  frame 
Are  worthy  of  the  mountains  from  whose  blocks 
Of  blfsk,  grey  granite,  into  life  it  came, 
And  grew  a  giant  tree; — the  mind  may  grow  the  same. 

XXT. 

Eii.<«tencc  may  be  borne,  and  the  deep  root 
Of  life  and  s^Ferance  make  Its  Krm  abode 
In  liare  and  desolated  bosoms:  mute 
The  camel  kibours  with  the  heaviest  load. 
And  the  wolf  dies  in  silencr, — not  liestow'd 
In  >ain  «hould  such  example  be;  if  they. 
Tilings  uf  ignoble  or  of  sava|;e  mood, 
Endure  and  shrink  not,  we  of  nobler  clay 
Hay  temper  ic  to  bear,— it  is  but  for  a  day. 

XXII. 

All  suffering  doth  destroy,  or  is  destroy'd. 
Even  by  the  sufferer ;  and,  in  each  event 
En<Is: — some,  with  hope  replenish'd  and  rebuoyd, 
Return  to  whence  they  came — with  like  intent, 
Au<l  weave  tlieir  web  again  ;  some,  1k>w'<I  and  bent, 
Wax  gn-y  and  ghastly,  withering  ere  their  time. 
Ami  perish  with  the  reed  on  which  they  leant ; 
Some  seek  devotion,  toil,  war,  g<K>d  or  crime. 
According  as  ibeir  souls  were  form'd  to  sink  or  climb: 

XXIIf. 
Bnt  ever  and  anon  of  grief  snlnlued 
There  romes  a  token  like  a  scorpion's  sting, 
S<*arre  «een,  but  with  fresh  bilterness  imbued; 
And  slight  witlial  may  be  the  things  which  bring 
Rack  on  the  heart  the  weight  which  it  would  iling 
Aside  for  ever :  it  may  be  a  sound — 
A  lone  of  music, — summer's  eve — or  spring, 
A  flower — the  wind — the  ocean— which  sliall  wound, 
Scrikinf  the  cfeclric  chain  wherewith  we  are  darkly 
bound; 


XXIV. 

And  how  and  why  we  know  not,  nor  can  trace 
Home  to  its  cloud  this  lightning  of  the  mind. 
Rut  feel  ihe  shock  renew 'd,  nor  can  efface 
The  blight  and  blackening  which  it  leaves  behind. 
Which  out  of  things  famdiar,  undesign'd. 
When  least  we  deem  of  such,  calls  up  to  view 
The  spectres  whom  no  exorci!»m  can  bind. 
The  cold — the  changed — perchance  the  dead — anew, 
The  moum'd,  tlie  loved,  the  lost — too  many!  yet  how  few ! 

XXV. 

Rut  my  soul  wanders ;  I  demand  it  back 
To  niedilate  amongst  decay,  and  stand 
A  ruin  amidst  ruins;  there  to  track 
Fallen  states  and  buried  greatness,  o'er  a  land 
Whirh  was  the  mightiest  in  its  old  command. 
And  is  the  loveliest,  and  must  ever  be 
The  master-mould  of  nature's  heavenly  liand, 
Wherrin  were  cast  the  heroic  and  the  free. 
The  beautiful,  the  brave — tlie  lords  of  earth  and  sea, 

XXVI. 

The  commonwealth  of  kings,  the  men  of  Rome ! 
And  even  since,  and  now,  fair  Ilaly! 
Tliou  art  the  garden  of  the  world,  the  home 
Of  all  art  yields,  and  nature  can  decree; 
Even  in  thy  desert,  vtlutt  is  like  to  theel 
Thy  very  weeds  are  beautiful,  thy  waste 
More  rich  tlian  other  climes'  fertility; 
Thy  wreck  a  glory,  and  thy  ruin  graced 
With  an  immaculate  cliarm  which  cannot  be  defaced. 

XX  vn. 

The  moon  is  up,  and  yet  it  is  not  night — 
Sunset  divides  the  sky  with  her — a  sea 
Of  glory  streams  along  the  Alpine  height 
Of  blue  Friuli's  mountains;  heaven  is  free 
From  clouds,  but  of  all  colours  seems  to  be 
Melted  to  one  vast  Iris  of  tlie  west, 
V  here  the  day  joins  tlie  past  eternity; 
While,  on  the  other  liaiid,  meek  Dian's  crest 
Floats  through  the  aiurc  air — an  island  of  the  blest ! 


XXVIII. 
A  single  star  is  at  her  side,  and  reigns 
With  her  o'er  half  the  lovely  lieaven;  but  still  ■i 
Yon  sunny  sea  heaves  brightly,  and  remaiiis 
Roll'd  o'er  the  peak  of  tlie  far  Rhaetiau  hill, 
As  day  and  night  contending  were,  until 
Nature  reelaim'd  her  order: — gently  Mows 
The  deep-dyi  d  Rrenta,  where  their  hues  instil 
The  odurtns  puqile  of  a  new-horn  rose. 

Which  streams  upon  her  stream,  and  glass'd  within  it 
glows, 

XXIX. 
Fill'd  Willi  the  face  of  heaven,  which,  from  afsir, 
(Ionics  (lo^Aii  upon  the  waters;  all  its  hues. 
From  the  rich  sunset  to  the  rising  star, 
Their  magiral  varieJy  tliffuse: 
And  no\t  iliey  change;  a  paler  shadow  strews 
lis  mantle  o'er  the  mounluins;  parting  day 
Dies  like  the  dolphin,  whom  each  pang  imbues 
With  a  new  colour  as  it  gasps  away, 

The  last  still  loveKest,  till — 't  is  gone — and  all  is  grey. 
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XXX. 

There  i«  a  tomb  in  Arqua ,— rear'd  in  air, 
Pillar  d  in  tln-ir  sarcophagus  repose 
The  bones  of  Launi's  lover:  here  repair 
Many  familiar  with  liis  well-«iinu  woe>. 
The  pilgrims  of  his  geniuA.     He  aro.se 
To  raise  a  language,  and  hi>  land  reclaim 
From  the  dull  yokr  of  her  barl>aric  foes: 
Watering  the  tree  uhich  bears  his  hulys  name  '5 
With  his  melodious  tears,  he  gave  himself  to  fame. 

XXXI. 

They  keep  his  dust  in  Arqua,  where  he  died;  '^ 
Tlie  mountain-village  whrrr  his  latler  days 
Went  do^n  tin?  vale  of  years;  and  'l  is  ihrir  pride— 
An  honest  pride— and  lot  it  be  tlu-ir  prais*'. 
To  offer  fo  the  passing  stranger's  gaic 
His  mansion  and  his  S(>pulelire;  Iwth  plain 
And  venerably  simple,  such  as  raise 
A  feeling  more  accordant  with  his  strain 
Tlian  if  a  pyramid  form'd  his  nionunicntal  fane. 

xxxn. 

And  the  soft  quiet  hamlet  where  he  dwelt 
Is  one  of  that  completion  which  seems  made 
For  those  who  their  mortality  have  felt, 
And  sought  a  refuge  from  their  hopes  dccay'd 
In  tlie  deep  umbrage  of  a  green  hill's  shade. 
Which  shows  a  distant  prospect  fiir  away 
Of  bu.sy  cities,  now  in  vain  displayd. 
For  they  can  hire  no  further;  and  the  ray 
Of  a  bright  sun  can  make  suflicient  holiday, 

XXXHI. 

Developing  the  mountains,  leaves,  and  flowers. 
And  shining  in  the  brawling  brook,  whcre-by. 
Clear  as  its  current,  glide  the  sauntering  hours 
With  a  calm  languor,  which,  though  to  the  eye 
Idlesse  it  seem,  hath  its  morality. 
If  from  society  we  learn  to  live, 
T  is  solitude  should  teach  us  how  to  die; 
It  hath  no  llalterers;  vanity  can  give 
Mo  hollow  aid;  alone— man  with  his  Cod  must  strive: 

XXXiV. 

Or,  it  may  be,  wiih  demons,  '7  who  impair 
The  stn«ngtli  of  l>ettrr  thoughts,  and  seek  tlicir  prey 
In  melancholy  bosoms,  such  as  were 
Of  moody  texture  from  their  earliest  day, 
And  loved  to  dwell  in  darkness  and  dismay. 
Deeming  them^'lves  predestined  to  a  doom 
Which  is  not  of  the  p.ing!»  that  pass  away; 
M.iking  the  sun  like  blood,  tlie  earth  a  tomb. 
The  tomb  a  hell,  and  hell  itself  a  murkier  gloom. 

XXXV. 

Ferrara!  in  thy  wide  and  grj.vs-grown  streets. 
Whose  symmetry  was  not  for  M)litude, 
There  seems  aa  't  were  a  curse  upon  the  seats 
Of  former  sovereigns,  and  the  antique  brood 
Of  Esle,  which  for  many  an  age  made  good 
Its  strength  within  lliy  walls,  and  was  of  yore 
Patron  or  tyrant,  as  the  changing  mood 
Of  petty  power  impell'd,  of  those  vlio  wore 
The  wreath  which  Dante's  brow  alone  had  worn  before. 


XXXVI. 

And  Tasso  is  their  glory  and  their  shame. 
Hark  to  his  strain!  and  then  survey  his  cell! 
And  see  how  dearly  eam'd  Torquato's  Fame, 
And  where  Alfonso  bade  his  poet  dwell : 
The  miserable  despot  could  not  quell 
The  iusulte<I  mind  he  sought  to  quench,  and  blend 
With  the  surrounding  maniacs,  in  the  hell 
Where  he  had  plunged  it.     Glory  without  end 
Scatter'd  the  clouds  away — and  on  chat  naoae.  attend 

XXXVII. 

The  tears  and  praises  of  all  time;  while  thine 
Wf>uld  rot  in  its  oblivion — in  the  sink 
Of  worthless  dust,  which  from  thy  boasted  line 
Is  shaken  into  nothing;  but  the  link 
Tliou  ftirmesi  in  his  fortunes  bids  us  think 
Of  thy  poor  malice,  naming  thee  with  scorn — 
Alfonso !  how  thy  dncal  pageants  shrink 
From  thee !  if  in  another  station  bom. 
Scarce  fit  to  1m:  the  slave  of  him  thou  mad*st  to  moorn: 

xxxvm. 

ThoH  I  form'd  to  eat,  and  be  despised,  and  die. 
Even  as  the  beasts  that  perish,  save  tluit  thou 
Iladst  a  more  splendid  trougli  and  wider  stye: 
He!  with  a  glory  round  his  furrow'd  brow. 
Which  emanated  ih^n,  and  dazzles  now 
In  face  of  all  his  foes,  the  Cruscan  quire. 
And  Boileau,  whost>  ra.sh  envy  could  allow  *' 
No  strain  which  shamed  his  country's  creaking  lyre, 
That  whetstone  of  the  teeth — monotony  in  wire! 

XXXIX. 

Peace  to  Torquato's  injured  shade!  'twas  his 
In  life  and  death  to  l)e  the  mark  wlftr  Wrong 
Aini'd  with  her  poison'd  arrows;  but  to  miss. 
Oh,  victor  unsnrpnss'd  in  modem  song! 
Each  year  brings  forth  its  millions;  but  how  long 
The  tide  of  generations  shall  roll  on. 
And  not  the  whole  combined  and  countless  tliroog 
Compose  a  mind  like  thine!  thongli  all  in  one 
(k>ndcn.sed  their  scatter'd  rays,  they  would  not  form  a  son. 

XL. 

Creat  as  thou  art,  yet  paralleFd  by  those. 
Thy  countrymen,  before  thee  born  to  shine, 
The  bards  of  hell  and  chi\alry  :  first  rose 
The  Tnscau  father's  Comedy  Divine; 
Then,  not  uneipiat  to  the  Florentine, 
The  Noulhern  Scott,  the  uiin.Htrel  who  call'd  forth 
A  new  creation  with  his  magic  line, 
And,  like  the  .Vriosto  of  the  nortli. 
Sang  ladyt.'-lo\e  and  war,  romance  and  knightly  worth. 

XLI. 

The  lightning  rent  from  Ariasio'>i  bust  '9 
TJie  iron  crown  of  laurel's  mimick'd  leaves { 
Nor  was  the  ominous  element  unjust, 
For  llii>  trui>  l:iurel-«reath  which  glory  weaves >« 
Is  of  the  tree  no  boll  of  thunder  cleaves. 
And  the  fatv*  semblance  but  disgraced  his  brow; 
Yet  still,  if  fondly  superstition  grieves. 
Know  that  the  lightning  sanctities  below" 
Whato'cr  it  strikes  i — yon  head  is  doubly  sacred  now. 
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Tin  blal  gifl  of  buuly,  vhicli  b«iinc 
A  Fiinnul  da*n  of  pm«t  .«•>  ■»!  pail, 
On  ilif  .wHi  bnw  ii  wrm  ploueli'd  bf  thiBU, 
AimI  ■naal>  gniid  in  cbarulm  of  QnnM. 
I  ih  f^od !  ihai  ibou  wRt  ID  thf  naknlam 
!*»•  loifly  or  more  powerful,  mil  caulibl  claim 
Thjr  right,  and  jvr  (ht  robbcn  back  >lio  prcH 
To  ibeJ  Ihj  bUwd.  Hud  driuk  Ibe  Iran  of  iby  diaircH  i 


Tlim  inif{ht~i[  iboa  moir  appnl;  or,  Ips*  di^ired, 
hr  bomrhf  and  be  pnrrfal,  updrplonul 
FiirthjilalnirlivcckarDU;  ilum,  ilill  unliml, 

Itovn  Ihr  ilnp  Atp^;  nor  vould  Ihf  lioMik  borde 


QiuFF  blood  fnd  ■! 
Be  iby  wd  vrapon 


■word 


lU  Ibe  iJ; 


ooffrici 


XLIV. 
Wandfnog  Lii  youlh,  I  Irace^l  Ibe  pjiih  afbim.' 

T)ir  frirud  of  Tully:  ai  my  bark  did  <k>m 
Tbr  bngbt  blue  nien  with  i  fiimuno  wind, 
Cama  Hcgan  bcbre  ait.  and  I>chiitd 
Jifina  la}.  Kmu  on  ihf  righl. 
Aud  CoHalb  OB  tl.e  Icfl;  I  Li>  r«lin«l 


Aloai  Ih 


m  Ihe  deulau 


OBlr  maker 


Barbaric 

Tbefe 

Aod  ih'  enuli'd  i 

Sad  vandn-, 
IIh  imml  tnWB  bmm,  di 

Tlul  pafe  ia 


A  tofier  feeling  for  bw  fiiirj  liallv 


r>i,aD 

.i«..«doil 

tTl-ap. 

Uieba 

nodrm 

■iiuTTofeom 

ed  IcaraiDK  row,  redeem  dm 

ocwmo 

sux 

iainuK! 

and  fill 

weiolu 

e 

mhm.i 

bebeU 

'  il>  im 

eil 

VftoU 

■  Ifundnn; 

<i<hlu  Ibr  pale 

nd,.i» 

io  >ha<  form 

beliold 

>d  tail  yel 


Jht  palrryjar^D  of  (he  mnrble  man. 
Where  pcibiulry  julU  (oUj— Be  ban  eyea: 
Clood— polte — and  breail,  conbrm  Ibe  Diudno 
berd't  ^.tiie. 

U. 
Appear'du  (boa  ew(  [oPari*  in  ibji  jpjivT 

In  all  iliy  perfeci  goddmifalp,  *ben  He< 
Before  ibre  Iby  own  vaaqoialfd  lord  of  «ar[ 

l^id  on  iby  lap,  bit  ejn  ro  lh(*  uplum. 
Feeding  OB  lb)  >««!  cbeek  !■*  vbilc  ihj  lipi  ar 
Witb  lava  kii4«  meltiog  while  [bey  burn. 


i 


Rom« — Ronie  imperial,  bowi  her  lo  ibe  Ham 
lu  Ibe  umr  diul  and  blaikoeu,  and  «e  pau 
Tba  akrlelan  of  her  Tllauic  Conn.  >( 
Wrcckt  gf  oaollKC  vorki,  vhoae  aiba  ilill  an  ' 

XL  VII. 
VH,  Italy !  Ibrongh  ncry  olber  laud 
Thy  irrnnj^  4iould  «riaB.aod*bBll,frDm>ide 

Wai  Ifaru  our  (lurdiaa,  aud  ii  >till  our  fluide 
Parent  of  our  »li0iOD '  whom  ibe  vide 
:(Minna  ha>«  fciMll  lo  bir  ibe  keys  of  beavni ! 
Europe,  rfpenUDI  of  her  parncidr, 

Hull  i)k  iMrtinaii  lidr,  nod  tiu  to  be  forgiieu. 


morUU,  and  maa 
beir  brighlrat;  bul 
nmi-leiiipi: 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


LIV. 
lo  Santa  Grocc's  holy  prrcinru  He  *7 
AkIic«  irhicli  make  it  liolirr,  dust  which  is 
K\Rn  in  itself  an  immortnUty, 
Thou({h  ilu^rr  wore  nnthin(;  save  the  pn<«t,  and  this, 
The  particle  of  thoKc  sublimities 
Which  have  relap^d  to  clians: — here  repose 
An(;eio*s,  Alliens  bones, ^  uud  his, 
The  starry  Galileo,  with  his  woes; 
Here  Machiavelli's  earth  return'd  to  whence  it  rose.>9 

LV. 

These  are  four  minds,  which,  tike  the  dements. 

Might  furnish  forth  creation:— Italy! 

Time,  whidi  hath  wrong'd  thee  with  ten  thousand 

rents 
Of  thine  imperial  garment,  shall  deny. 
And  luilh  denied,  to  every  other  sky, 
Spirits  which  soar  fn>ni  ruin: — thy  decay 
Is  still  impregnate  villi  fliviuity. 
Which  gilds  it  with  revivifying  ray; 

Such  as  the  great  of  ycire,  Canova  is  to-day. 

LYI. 
But  where  repose  the  all  Ktniscan  three — 
Dante,  and  Petrarch,  and,  scarce  less  than  they. 
The  Iterd  of  Prose,  creative  spirit  I  he 
Of  the  iluudnnl  Tales  of  love — where  did  they  lay 
Their  bones,  distingui.sli'd  from  our  common  clay 
In  death  as  life?  Are  they  resolved  to  dust. 
And  have  llieir  country's  marbles  nought  to  say' 
Gould  not  her  quarries  furnish  forth  one  bust? 

Did  they  not  to  her  breast  their  filial  earth  cntruiit? 

LVII. 
Ungrateful  Florence !  Dante  sleeps  afar,'" 
Like  Scipio,  buried  by  the  upbraiding  shore  ;^' 
Thy  fiictions,  in  their  worse  than  civil  war. 
Proscribed  the  bard  whose  name  for  evermore 
Their  children's  children  would  in  vain  adore 
With  the  remorse  of  ages ;  and  the  crown  '' 
Which  Petrarch's  laureate  brow  supremely  wore, 
Upon  a  fur  and  foreign  soil  had  grown. 
His  life,  his  fame,  his  grave,  though  rilled— not  thine 
own. 

LVIIl. 

Boccaccio  to  his  parent  earth  liequeath'd^^ 
Ilis  dust, — and  lies  it  not  her  great  among. 
With  many  a  sweri  and  solemn  requiem  breathed 
O'er  him  who  forin'd  the  Tuscan's  siren  tongue? 
Tliat  music  in  itself,  whose  sounds  arc  song. 
The  poetry  of  speech?  No; — even  his  tomb 
Uplo'rn,  must  l»car  the  hyxna  bigot's  wrong, 
No  more  amidst  the  meaner  dead  lind  room. 
Nor  claim  a  passing  sigh,  because  it  told  for  tuhxtm! 

LIX. 

And  Santa  Groce  wants  their  mighty  dust ; 
Yet  for  this  want  more  noietl,  as  of  yore 
The  (tsar's  pageant,  shorn  of  Brutus'  bnst. 
Did  Ihii  of  Rome's  best  ^oii  remind  her  more  : 
Happier  Uaveona !  on  thy  hoary  shore. 
Fortress  of  falling  empire !  honttur'd  sleeps 
The  immortal  exile; — Anpia,  too,  her  store 
Of  tuneful  relics  proudly  clutins  and  keep<i. 
While  Florence  vainly  begs  her  iKinihh'd  dead  and  weeps. 


LX. 

Wliat  is  Iter  pyramid  of  precionii  fttonesT^ 
Of  porphyry,  jasper,  agnte,  and  all  hues 
Of  gem  and  marble,  to  encrust  the  boisea 
Of  mercliant-dukes  ?  tlie  momentary  dewa 
Which,  sparkling  lo  tlie  twilight  fflars,  infuw 
Frc<<liii('ss  ill  the  greeu  turf  that  wraps  the  dead. 
Whose  names  are  mausoleums  of  the  inu<e, 
Arc  gently  prest  with  far  more  rcvermt  tread 
Than  ever  paced  the  slab  which  paves  the  princely  head. 

LXT. 
There  be  more  things  lo  greet  the  heart  and  eye* 
In  Arno's  dome  of  net's  most  princely  shrine. 
Where  sculpture  with  her  rainbow  Mister  vies; 
There  lie  more  marvels  yet — but  not  for  mine; 
For  I  have  l)een  accustom'd  lo  entwine 
My  tliotighis  with  nature  rather  in  the  fields, 
Thau  art  in  galleries:  though  a  work  divine 
G;ilU  for  my  spirit's  homage,  yet  it  yiekU 
Lesii  than  it  feels,  liecause  the  weapon  which  il  wieUs 

Lxn. 

Is  of  another  temper,  and  I  roam 
By  ThraNiinene's  lake,  in  the  defiles 
Fatal  lo  Roman  nishness,  more  at  home; 
For  there  the  (^rthagiuian's  warlike  wiles 
Gome  t>ack  before  me,  a;*  his  skill  beguile* 
The  host  between  the  mountains  and  the  sliore. 
Where  courage  falls  in  her  despairing  tiles. 
And  lornrnts,  swoln  to  rivers  with  their  gore. 
Reek  through  the  sultry  plain,  with  legions  scatler'd  o'er, 

LXIII. 
Like  to  a  forest  fcU'd  by  mountain  winds ; 
And  such  the  storm  of  battle  on  this  day. 
And  such  the  phrenzy,  whose  convulsion  blinds 
To  all  save  carnage,  that,  beneath  the  fray. 
An  earthquake  reel'd  unheededly  away !  '^ 
None  felt  stem  nature  rockin(;  at  his  feet, 
And  yawning- forth  a  grave  for  those  who  lay 
Upon  their  bucklers  for  a  wiiidiug  sheet; 
Such  is  the  absorbing  hate  when  i^arring  nations  meet! 

LXIV. 

The  earth  to  them  was  as  a  rolling  bark 
Which  bore  them  to  eternity;  they  saw 
The  ocenii  round,  but  had  no  time  to  mark 
The  motions  of  their  vessel;  nature's  law. 
In  them  sus])end(*d,  reck'd  not  of  the  awe 
Which  reigns  when  moiiiitaius  tremble,  and  the  birds 
Plunge  in  the  clouds  for  refuge  and  withdraw 
From  their  down-toppling  nests;  and  bellowing  henls 
Stumble  o'er  heaving  plaius,  aud  man's  <lread  bath  no 
words. 

LXV. 

Far  other  scene  is  Thrasimene  now; 
Her  laki;  a  sheet  of  silver,  and  her  plain 
Rent  by  no  ravage  save  the  gentle  plough; 
Her  ageil  irei^s  risi>  thick  as  once  llu;  slain 
\m\  when:  their  roots  are;  but  a  brook  hath  ta'en — 
A  little  rill  of  scanty  stream  and  bed— 
A  name  of  hlooti  from  that  day's  sanguine  rain; 
And  Sangiiinetto  lelU  ye  where  lite  dead 
>lade  iIm!  earth  wet,  and  tuni'd  tlie  unwilling  waters  red. 


^H 
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LXVI. 

LXXIl. 

Bu>  tbou,  ailimuHu!  ID  Ih*  ««l«t  «»  W 

llorriUf  hrnariful )  hul  OB  ihc  nvgc. 

From  Hd«  u>  .Mr,  bemth  ib«  Bliiurinp  nam. 

TUr  iMiiu  <.r  ri.«  nfmph.  »  g>»  ■»■  i»" 

An  Iri.  .11^  amidM  Ihr  iufrrnl  rar^r," 

Ibr  limlH  •hen  DMhiif  hid  llu-ni.  thou  <lo.l  mr 

l.ikr  hopr  upon  a  dr«lh-li«l,  and,  un-om 

Th)  cn«y  biaki  whfro™  tlw  milk^whiiciiMT 

III  ilrady  dyr«.  •hilt  nil  imund  i>  lora 

«r««:  iha  parol  Rod  of  wn'l«"i™! 

By  Hit  dl>lnirird  valxn.  hcari  nrrcnr 

And  BiMamw  of  <iip«i.  lud  nuxi  clean 

\i<.  I.hllinni  hiii^  »iih  all  ilitir  brnm.  uo<liora: 

nri^mbli.!,!.  'mid  Ihr  Kirtnr.'  oF  the  <cr.i«, 

U<r  <oLrli1i>g  madnc.  «i(h  uoaltmblr  mieu. 

LX^II 

Lxxm. 

And  m  (by  happT  ■>»>»  >  txKi|il«  >I<1I. 

Tiir  inhni  Alp.,  i-hirh-hnd  1  nol-hrforc 

U|>aa  ■  mild  drcliiily  ct  hill. 

lu  vumorf  tt  Vart:  hfOMilh  tl  nurrp. 

Siu  on  morr  <hDSST  "mmiw,  and  wbrrr  nwr 

Who  d>Hlt  *ad  mill  in  Ihy  fflau;  dptp; 

Dul  1  lixe  mil  Iha  »imne  Imffna.  n';ir 

«-hik.  cUon.  wmr  ml>!r*d  >ateH<ly  uiili 

Dan  whin  lh>  itHJlDwer  »v«  uilJ  Iclk  lU  bDbMivg 

Glaeim  of  blrak  MoniJIbiic  bnib  fiir  and  nrar, 

laki. 

And  iu  aiinuri  luMnl  Ihr  ihundrr-hilU  oF  f.nr. 

LXXIV. 

ItM  wH  inbUn  rbr  grKiii,  «F  II.C  pl<iw ! 

If  tbr«i(h  dir  air  ■  ifplijr  mon:  •rroK 

Wht  la  tW  kra..  'i  >.  Iu>;  .nd  If  ye  inn 

Like  >|iirii.  nF  tlir  ipnl,  »  'l  nm  for  fiim-, 

Alanf  hfa  m«BiD  >  n>or<-.la|unil  ([rwo. 

I  '.r  look'd  on  Id.  wiib  ■  Tnij.n-.  rjc ; 

Spriskk  ill  MnliWM.  aiid  fn-fo  Ihr  dry  dux 

Alho.,  Oljnipui.  Xtiu.  AIl^^  nude 

Of  wtarr  Mf  ■  iDomrnl  Ikc  il  ciroii 

Thm'  liillo  •««  lliingi  of  truer  dignily, 

All,  «Tr  ihe  lone  Sorirtr'i  briglii,  diipli/d 

P^  anuM  far  th>>  nnpHmOD  of  di<KUf  1. 

Mot  nw  in  ™o«,  which  oiki  ihe  Ijrie  llnniaii'i  aid 

LXIX, 

LXXV. 

Vriino  clom  ihc  «.f^-orn  pr^c;pi« : 

IIr.T«  likr  a  lonR-."'P»  ""  •'"'"  "  ''"^l'. 

The  Ml  if  ntent  npid  n.  iIih  »„).( 

And  on  Ihi  rarl  l>an([>  paining:  nol  In  .aiii 

Th*  flnhiiig  nui  roamji  iliakinu  il>f  >l.yu: 

Hay  lif,  who  Kill,  hii  rccolkiclioni  rakr 

J 

IW  bU  or  «l.r. !  •Iw«  Il.r,  linwl  „l^i  hio. 

And  quou  in  clsuie  npliirr>,  and  avake 

M 

Andboilln  endln.  larlur^,  .liil<-  il,.-  >.a°l 

Thr  hilU  »;ih  Latian  nhor.i  1  abUon-'d 

■ 

Of  Ibdr  fint  ngeirr,  otuue  dui  from  ihi> 

Too  much,  (a  canqurr  (or  the  poei'a  take. 

■ 

The  driirj  dull  Wm,.,  forced'do--n  word  by  word*- 

■ 

Tfal|MllN(iilfanHiod,  In  pi lil«  horror  kI, 

111  my  repuei»Dl  yiiulb,  with  plM.ure  lo  record 

■ 

LSI. 

Lxx%n, 

■ 

An!  mniBB  ill  ipny  llic  ikir.,  and  Ihnicc  n|;i>iii 

AuEli'  ih^'l  rrwil'  ''k  daily  drug  whidh  lornd 

llrfn(nai«nuarfj>in)[>lio«Fr.  ■Iil.'h  mund, 

My  >i<:kenlDg  memory ;  and,  ihough  time  halh  taujbl 

Wilb  ito  nOMnplhd  <:toud  of  ernllc  raia, 

My  mind  la  incdiUle  «bai  Ihen  il  kam'd. 

!•  u  «(mHl  April  la  Ihr  uroood, 

Yel  .uch  Ihe  B.'d  inteleracj  wrought 

By  the  impailenee  ef  my  early  llionghi. 

■ft«(<dtUnlhoii  Iht  i^anl  ••b-mcot 

aiMfati«Ibeclirr<.*h<cl.,ao.n-grd  worn  rnd  rrm 

My  mind  could  rellih  what  UlniBhl  ha.e  Kiughl, 

If  free  <D  clinse,  1  cannot  nnw  remore 

W»  Ml  fc««  b«H«q»,  yirld  in  rh..n,.  i  fr^rful  wni 

lu  bealtb,  but  what  it  Iben  drlr.led,  .llll  ahbor. 

LX\! 

LXXYII. 

T>  Ito  braad  calnmn  .hidi  r..ll.  ..n.  wd  .ho« 

Tlien  farewell,  Horace;  •hom  1  haled  «.. 

Han  Itte  Ihc/Minu<D  oF  ■>!  iuF>ni  ><« 

Nni  for  ihy  fiiulm  but  nine^  il  i>  a  cuc« 

Ibra  fnm  l)w  vimb  oF  mo.int.nm.  by  iha  ihro« 

Of  a  an  niirM.  lino  aiily  Hint  10  In? 

To  comprebeod,  bul  neYW  lo«  Ihy  h™. 

VlBnC.tf  Hyeb,  irhlcb  Hon  H>t>l>.<iclr. 

Altbnueh  no  deeper  tDoralillrehe.™ 

Willi  mur  vlndingl,  ibrough  Mir  <nlc:— look  Lnck ! 

Our  llllle  life,  nor  hard  pre«nhe  h»  .n, 

Ulwb«Hil«nnBUl»iiii<'i,.ri>ilT, 

Nor  liYclier  Mlirirt  Ihe  miMleore  pienr, 

liiflamapikmin  Ibiii(r> -n  it>  inck. 

Awakening  wirtioiil  wounding  the  iauri,-d  liean. 

.  jannfaf  llH  (TB  «)ll>  dre»d,-a  raanbltH  c;ilar.cl, ); 

Vet  Fare  ibec  well— ui«b  Somelei  ridue  we  pan. 

^ 

'd 

M 
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LXXVIII. 

Oh  Rome  I  my  country !  city  of|the  soul ! 
The  orphans  of  the  heart  must  turn  to  theo^ 
Loan  mother  of  dead  empires !  and  control 
In  their  shut  breasts  their  petty  misery. 
Wliat  are  our  woes  and  sufferance?  Come^and  see 
The  cypress,  hear  the  owl.'and  plod  your  way 
O'er  steps  of  broken  thrones  and  temples,  ye ! 
Whose  agonies  are  evils  of  a  day— 
A  world  is  at  our  feet  as  fragile  as  our  clay. 

LXXIX. 
Tlie  Niobe  of  nations!  there  she  stands, 
Childless  and  crownless,  in  tirr  voiceless  woe; 
An  empty  urn  within  her  wiili(>rd  hands. 
Whose  holy  dust  was  scatter'd  long  ago ; 
The  Scipios'  tomb  contains  no  ashes  now ;  ^' 
Tlic  very  sepulchres  lie  tcnantleis 
Of  their  heroic  dwellers :  dost  thou  flow, 
Old  Tiber!  through  a  marble  wildcrneys? 
Rise,  with  thy  yellow  waves,  and  mantle  her  distress ! 

LXXX. 

The  goth,  the  christian,  time,  war,  flood,  and  fire, 
Have  dealt  upon  the  seven-hill'd  city's  pride; 
She  saw  her  glories  star  by  star  expire, 
And  up  the  steep  barbarian  monarchs  ride. 
Where  the  car  climb'd  the  Capitol ;  far  and  wide 
Temple  and  tower  went  down,  nor  left  a  site: — 
Chaos  of  ruins!  who  sliall  trace  the  void, 
O'er  tlie  dim  fragments  cast  a  lunar  light. 
And  say,  «  here  was,  or  is,i*  where  all  is  doubly  night? 

LXXXI. 

The  double  night  of  ages,  and  of  her, 
Night's  diiughter,  ignorance,  hath  wrapt  and  wrap 
All  round  us;  we  but  feci  our  way  to  err: 
The  ocean  hath  his  cluirt,  the  stars  their  map. 
And  knowledge  spreads  them  on  her  ample  lap; 
But  Home  is  as  the  desert,  where  we  steer 
Stumbling  o'er  recollections;  now  we  obp 
Our  hands  and  cry  «  Eureka !»  it  is  clear — 
When  but  some  fal»e  mirage  of  ruin  rises  near. 

LXXXII. 

Alas!  the  lofty  city!  and  alas! 
Tlie  trebly  hundred  triumphs?4>  and  the  day 
When  Brutus  made  the  dagger's  edge  surfmss 
The  conqiien)r's  sword  in  bearing  fame  Away! 
Alas,  for  Tully's  voice,  and  VirgU's  lay. 
And  Livys  picturetl  page! — but  these  shall  be 
Iler  resurrection ;  all  beside — decay. 
Alas,  for  earth,  for  never  sliall  we  see 
Tliat  brightness  in  lier  eye  she  bore  when  Rome  was  free  ! 

Lxxxiri. 

Oh  thou,  whose  cliariot  roll'd  on  fortune's  wheel,  O 
Triumphant  Sylla !  thou  who  didst  subdue 
Thy  rountr\''s  foes  ere  thou  would  pause  to  feel 
The  wrath  of  thy  o«n  wrongs,  or  reap  the  due 
Of  hoardetl  \ongeance  till  thine  eagle»  flew 
O'er  pro.Nlrate  Asia; — thou,  who  with  thy  frowu 
Annihilated  hcuates — Roman,  too. 
With  all  thy  vices,  for  thou  didst  lay  down 
With  an  atoning  smile  a  more  than  earthly  crown — 


LXXXIV. 
The  dictatorial  wreath,— >conldst  tbou  diTine 
To  what  would  one  day  dwindle  tliat  which  made 
Tliec  more  than  mortal  ?  and  that  so  supine 
by  aught  than  Romans  Rome  idiould  thua  be  laid? 
She  who  was  named  eternal,  and  array'd 
Iler  warriors  but  to  conquer — she  who  nril'd 
Earth  with  her  haughty  shadow,  and  display'd. 
Until  the  o'cr-canopied  horizon  faiFd, 
Iler  rushing  wings — Oh !  she  who  was  almighty  haird ! 

LXXXV. 

Sylla  was  first  of  victors ;  but  our  own 
The  Kage<(t  of  usurpers,  Cromwell;  he 
Too  s^ept  off  senates  while  he  hew'd  tlie  Ihroue 
Down  to  a  block — immortal  rebel !  See 
What  crimes  it  costs  to  be  a  moment  free 
Aiiii  famous  through  all  ages!  but  beneath 
His  fate  the  moral  lurks  of  di-stiny ;  i 

Ills  day  of  double  victory  and  death  | 

RchclU  him  win  two  realms,and,  happier,  yidd  his  breath,  i 

LXXXVI. 

The  third  of  the  same  moon  whose  former  course 
Had  all  but  crown'd  him,  on  the  self-ioime  day 
Deposed  him  gently  from  his  throne  of  force. 
And  laid  him  with  the  earth's  preceding  cby.^ 
And  shnw'd  not  fortune  thus  how  fame  and  sway. 
And  ail  we  deem  delightful,  and  consume 
Our  souls  lo  compass  through  each  arduous  way. 
Are  in  her  eyes  less  h:ippy  than  the  tomb? 
Were  they  but  so  in  man's,  how  different  were  bis  doom! 

LXXXVH. 

And  thou,  dread  statue !  yet  existent  in 
The  austercst  form  of  luiked  majesty,4S 
Thou  vklio  beheldest,  'mid  the  assa»sias'  din. 
At  thy  l>ailied  base  the  blootly  Cesar  lie. 
Folding  his  nil)e  in  dying  dignity. 
An  offering  to  thine  altar  from  the  queen 
Of  g(HU  and  men,  great  Nemesis!  did  he  die. 
And  thou,  too,  ptriiih,  Pompey?  have  ye  been 
Victors  of  couutlcbs  kings,  or  puppets  of  a  scene? 

LXXXVIH. 

And  thou,  the  thunder-stricken  nurse  of  Rome !  4^ 
She-wolf !  wliOite  brazen-imaged  dugs  impart 
The  milk  of  conquest  yet  within  the  dome 
Where,  as  a  monument  of  antique  art. 
Thou  standest : — mother  of  the  mighty  heart. 
Which  the  great  founder  suck'd  from  thy  wild  teat, 
Scorcb'd  by  the  Roman  Jove's  ethereal  dart. 
And  thy  limbs  black  with  lightning— dost  thou  yet 
Guard  thiuc  immortal  cubs,  nor  thy  fond  charge  forget  * 

LXXXIX. 

Thou  dost ;— but  all  thy  foster-Iiabes  are  dead — 
The  men  of  iron ;  and  the  world  hath  n»r  d 
Cities  from  out  their  sepulchres:  men  bled 
In  imitation  of  the  thiugs  they  fear'd, 
And  fought  andconquer'd,and  tlie  same  course  stecr'd. 
At  apish  distance;  but  as  yet  none  liavc. 
Nor  could,  the  same  supremacy  liave  near'd. 
Save  one  vain  man,  who  is  not  in  the  grave, 
l>ut,  vanquisli'd  by  himself,  to  his  own  slaves  a  slave — 


CtllLDK  llAKOLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


nr  hoDnl  Cmt.  follovjne  him  oF  old 
vr»  modrfrd  in  •  1m  UrrrHinAl  in<m1il,l1 

Tlif  FniilinBTifaurf  loinfi,  ftx  boliL; 
AJ<-ia«  vilh  Ihc  Untntt  DOW  l,e  Hcm-d 
Ai  acapnm't  fHi,— ud  bow  binuelFlii-  brmn'd. 

I.llu  (  inio'd  falcw.  in  Ibr  Gallic  too. 
Which  be.  in  loalh.  long  Ird  to  rid  Dry, 


Can  IpuDlt  liDI  by  linoli  CDDqiwr'd  be, 
And  Frffldom  Bud  no  champion  and  no  i 

Bprudfl  Fnnh  a  Pallai.  (rm'il  and  undcG 

p  in  rhe  uppruo«l  fami,  'midti  ihe  i 

Surh  vwds  within  her  bmul,  uc  Guiupe  lu 


DrcnuKc  iti«  deadly  dap  whii 
And  nils  imbitinn.  tbaibuib 
Man  and  bia  bopH  an  adaau 


For  x\tf  Mire^va  la  Jevei  liim;  ^w  rear 
llad  bid  him  vilh  Ihe  Ciun  in  li<l>a[r 
On  whom  va  Iirad:  for  thri  rhc  conquer 
Tbrarcbof  iriulflphl  and  For  ihii  lbs  In 


a.  hal  fljing. 


ll|ou(^  broken  nov  and  dfing, 
TliF  ioiidnt  iliii  abt  IsmpHI  \rwtt  bebiod ; 

Chopp"d  by  Ihe  aif,  iooki  roii(h  and  lilllc  »orth, 
Bui  I  be  up  latU, — and  tliU  rhd  lead  m  Gnd 

So  iball  a  bcttxt  ipriue  Jen  biiKr  frvii  bring  fonh. 


nbai  from  Ibii  bwrcn  be 
UFe  thort.  and  tmlb  a  ^a 


my'i  hiFtlH]  ilrrnfltb  dnlayi, 


Lai  Liieir  o«D  judgmenldabpuid  becDDi«  Loo  i 
And  Ebrir  Fte*  IboogbEa  bo  crintcs  and  eartb  h 

mnch  liGlit. 

And  (hut  Ibcj  pJod  in  duggnb  luiKery, 
RMIiof  From  aire  la  wn.  and  age  to  age. 
rnod  oF  tb«!r  Eramplcd  oalurc.  and  v>  die, 
Sn|urjlliiag  Ibcir  liemiilary  n^ 

War  tor  Ibcir  ehaiui.  and,  mlbrr  Ilian  be  free 
lUfcd  gladiaioMike.  and  ilili  eng^uu 

Their  fdlavi  (all  bcFure,  Jike  kato  oF  iIk  ume 


C. 
Bui  vbo  vai  ihe.  Ilie  bd)  oF  Ihe  dead, 
Tombd  in  a  pabml  Wai  ilie  cha>Ie  and  Stir T 
Worthy  a  king'i— or  more— o  Roman',  bed  I 
Whal  race  of  cbicfii  and  licroet  did  the  beatl 
Wlial  daugbler  uF  Iht  bcaulict  nat  ibc  hcii) 
How  liwd— bov  b»ed~bo»  died  >be>  Wai  >l 


The  jolia  ihal  ii  upon  u>  doui)ly  bu«'d, 
And  Ihe  iDtani  of  lymiioy  atov'd, 
The  rdiel  at  canb'i  rulen,  wlio  are  grown 
TbeapeaoFbim  who  bumbled  cncc  (be  proud. 
And  abook  Ibcm  from  (beir  rJumben  on  Ibc  II 


Wat  .be  a  malrod  oF  Comdia'ii  mien. 
Or  iIh  light  air  oF  E«jpt'.  BraceFnl  qm* 
ProFiue  of  joy— Of  'gainit  il  did  nbe  wai 
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CII. 
Perchance  slie  died  iu  yoitlli :  it  may  be,  bow'd 
With  Mioea  far  heavier  lliau  the  i>oiiileroii&  tomb 
That  wei{;h'd  upon  her  (ji'iille  dust,  a  cloud 
flight  ({nthcr  o'er  lier  beauty,  ami  a  (;loom 
Fn  luT  dark  eye,  prophetic  of  the  doom 
llraven  givrs  its  fa\ouriti>.s— e:irlv  dfath;5o  yet  shed 
A  sunset  charm  around  hiT,  and  illume 
With  hectic  light,  the  Hesperus  of  the  dead. 
Of  lier  consumiuc  cheek  the  uutumual  leaf-like  red. 

cm. 

Percliance  »he  dieil  in  aj;e — survivin(j  all, 
ChamiK,  kindred,  chililreii— with  the  silver  gray 
On  her  long  treMe«,  which  miyhl  yet  recal, 
It  may  be,  still  a  Honiethiug  of  the  day 
When  they  were  braidni,  and  her  proud  array 
And  lovely  form  were  envied,  praixed,  and  eyed 

By  Rome Ihit  whither  wouhl  conjecture  stray? 

Thus  much  alone  we  know— Metidia  died, 
The  wealtliiest  Roman's  wife;  behold  his  love  or  pride! 

CIV. 
I  know  not  why— but  standing  thus  by  thee 
It  seems  as  if  I  had  thine  inmate  know  n. 
Thou  tomb !  and  other  days  come  b;ick  on  me 
With  recollected  music,  thoufyh  tlie  tone 
U  cliangfHl  and  Milemn,  like  the  cloudy  groan 
Of  dying  thunder  on  the  distant  wind : 
Yet  could  I  seat  me  by  this  ivied  sione 
Till  I  had  bodied  forth  the  heated  mind 
Forms  from  the  iloating  w  reck  m  hich  ruiu  heaves  behind ; 

CV. 
And  from  the  phinks  far  shntter'd  o'er  the  rocks, 
Ruilt  me  a  little  bark  of  lio]>e,  once  more 
To  battle  with  the  ocean  and  the  shocks 
Of  the  loud  breakers,  and  the  ceaseless  roar 
Which  rushes  on  the  solitary  shore 
Where  all  lies  founder d  that  was  ever  dear: 
But  could  I  gather  from  the  wave^om  store 
Enough  for  my  rude  boat,  where  shonld  I  steer' 
Thare  woo§  no  liome,  nor  hope,  nor  life,  save  what  is  here. 

*  CVI. 

Tlien  let  the  winds  howl  on  I  their  harmony 
Shall  heoccforlh  be  my  niiisir,  and  the  night 
The  sound  shall  temper  with  the  owlet's  cry. 
As  I  now  hear  them,  in  the  facling  light 
Dim  o'er  the  bird  of  darkness'  nali\e  site. 
Answering  each  other  on  the  I'ulatine, 
With  their  large  eyes,  ail  glistening  gray  and  bright. 
And  sailing  pinions.— Upon  sueh  a  shrine 
What  are  our  petty  griefs  7— let  me  uot  number  mine. 

CVII. 

Cypress  and  ivy,  weed  and  wall-flowcr  grown 
M.itted  and  ma.ss'd  together,  hillocks  lieap'd 
On  what  were  chambers, arch  cnish'd,  column strown 
In  fnignients,  choked-up  \aulis,  and  frescos  steep'd 
In  subtemnean  damps,  where  the  owl  peep'd. 
Deeming  it  midnight:— ieinple%,  ballis,  or  halls? 
j        Pronounce  who  can ;  for  all  thai  learning  reapd 
(       From  her  research  haih  been,  that  thes*'  are  walls— 
!   Behold  the  Imperial  Mount!  'tis  thus  the  mighty falls.^* 


CVIII. 

There  is  the  monil  of  all  human  talfw;  ^* 
Tis  but  the  same  rehearsal  of  the  pai^t. 
First  freedom,  and  then  glory — wlieii  tkutt  foils 
Wealth,  vice,  corruption, — barbariiim  at  lasL 
And  history,  with  all  lier  volumes  va^t, 
llaih  but  one  page, — 'tik  better  writt(>u  here. 
Where  gorgeous  tyranny  had  thus  amass'd 
All  treasures,  all  dehghts,  tlut  eye  or  ear. 

Heart,  soul, could  seek,  tongue  a»k Away  widi  wonL! 

draw  ni'ar, 

ax- 

Admire,  emit  ^-despise — laugh,  werp, — for  here 
There  is  such  matter  for  all  feeling: — man !     . 
Thou  |>endulum  betwixt  a  smi!e  and  tear, 
Ap.es  and  n'alms  are  crowded  in  this  span. 
This  mountain,  whose  obliterated  plan 
Tlie  pyramid  of  empires  pinnacled. 
Of  glor>''s  gewgaws  shining  in  the  van. 
Till  the  sun's  rays  with  added  Hame  were  tiU'd! 
Where  are  its  golden  roofs !    wliere  those  who  dared  to 
build .' 

ex. 

Tully  was  not  so  eloquent  as  thou. 
Thou  unmelcMi  column  with  the  buried  base! 
What  are  the  laun'U  of  the  C£»ars  brow) 
Crown  me  with  ivy  from  his  dwcUing-t>lace. 
WhoMt  an*h  or  pillar  nu'ets  me  iu  the  face, 
Tiius,  or  Trajan's  r  No — t  is  tliat  of  time : 
Triumph,  arch,  pillar,  all  he  doth  dispLice 
Scofling;  and  apostolic  statues  climb 
To  crush  the  imperial  urn,  vhosc  ashes  slept  suhlimc,^* 

CXI. 

Buried  in  air,  the  deep  blue  sky  of  Rome, 
And  looking  to  the  stars:  they  had  contain'd 
A  spirit  which  vith  these  would  find  a  home. 
The  last  of  those  who  o'er  the  whole  earth  rvi|pi'd, 
The  Roman  globe,  for  after  none  sustain'd, 
But  yielded  I>ack  his  conquests: — be  was  more 
Than  a  mere  Alexander,  antl,  unstained 
With  household  blood  and  wine,  serenely  wore 
His  sovereign  virtues— still  we  Trajan's  name  adore.^ 

cxn. 

Where  is  the  rock  of  triumph,  the  high  place 
Where  Rome  embraced  her  heroes?  wliere  the  steep 
Tarpeian  *  finest  goal  of  tn»ason's  race, 
The  promontory  whence  the  Traitor's  Leap 
Cureil  all  ambiiioii.     Did  the  conquerors  heap 
Their  spoils  here .»  Yes:  and  in  yon  field  below, 
A  thousand  years  of  oileneed  factions  sleep — 
The  forum,  where  the  immortal  accents  glow, 
.\ud  still  the  eloquent  air  breatlics — bums  with  Cicero! 

cxni. 

Tlie  field  of  freedom,  faction,  fame,  and  blond: 
Here  a  proud  people's  passions  were  eilialed, 
Fn)n»  the  first  hour  of  eni]>irc  in  the  bud 
To  that  when  further  worlds  to  conquer  faifd; 
But  long  before  had  freedom's  face  been  veil'd, 
.\iid  anarchy  assiime<l  her  attributes; 
Till  everv  lawless  soldier  whoass-iil'd 
Trod  on  (he  trembling  senate's  slavish  mutes. 
Or  raised  the  venal  voice  of  baser  prostitutes. 


I 
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C5„. 

CX3. 

Tlii'p  inni  vc  u  Iw  laiiii  iribuBcV  namr, 

ALis :  our  yoiuiB  sf (enlniu  ran  lo  utilt. 

itr  •»!«  but  ibe  d«n  i  -hftin  iri*) 

Tlir  Frirani  b(  IVInKli— liniw  of  iMly— 

H^uk  ai  the  «r(.  IbouKh  h.u,dine  t«  Uie  (y«, 

Flnwen  vI.m  nild  odoun  lji»lhc  hnl  ognnins 

Of  fRi'.lam'i  itiiWrd  imnk  puH  fonh  •  Irtf, 

And  irm  ihosr  ^tu  an  potgaBi  inch  Ihe  pbnli 

F...a  f=r  .l.y  loa.h  .  B»rluml  l.(  »  be- 

Wlucb  ipnng  bcwaih  ber  iirpi  as  puaion  Ilia 

U'rr  Hit  •rortd'i  nikleiwnii.  and  •■inly  paau 

lice  un-lwn>  auaH  Ihou— wiiU  nigo,  alu !  too  biuF. 

For  Minie  «[alii1  fruil  fbitriddcn  lo  our  mat.. 

CXV. 

csu. 

Fni-rii. :  i-«l  ™nion  of  umc  1.«n  « 

Oh  lote  1  no  habiuai  of  nnh  ilion  an— 

An  unaru  «rtph,  n  btlinc  in  Ibo, 

Ai  lliiuc  idcil  briulj  ■liDlerr  lliau  irl 

A  faith  vbaaa  niartynur  Ihe  brokfii  lifan. 

l»r  WOI,— ■  )Mi>nn  Aunn  of  Ihe  sir. 

I<<.t  ™«ryri  halb  ««..  ntn-c'crtbail  *n 

Ti.e  naktd  pye,  ihy  fnrn,.  u  ii  ,ibould  bf : 

Or.Un.i(Whr,.l«.u.v"f'l'<-'-^'- 

T1»  mind  hath  made  ibrc.  u  il  proplnJ  lii-avcn, 

WliD  f^uodn  mnrr  than  rmnrnon  tniurr  Ibtn 

B«B  with  ill  ow  drtring  pliaulany. 

Anil  10  >  tbonehi  mrb  ihlpt  and  iiH(te  girfn, 

A.  baunta  Uie  na<,u<'ncb-d  «ut-p.«U'd-.r.™d- 

CXVI. 

irninB— and  rivcu. 

CSXM. 

Tlir  mOBn  nf  thr  foanMin  uill  an-  uprinlLlHi 

Of  it>  nwn  bcBulj  1.  the  tnind  ditMH^. 

And  fe»m  into  f>ihc  t^mtioD  r— trhm. 

Where  arr  tbe  fmiu  Ihe  KuIpEorV  iwi'l  balh  KiKd  J 

RrBrcB  IhnDRk-cynl  fcniut  of  the  plarr, 

In  liim  aloDO.    Can  nature  ahoir  so  fair) 

Who-  Bf«a.  ■rtW  marsm  naw  n«  niprr  .«« 

Where  are  Iha  cliarmaand  virlnn  wbitb  we  dare 

Art'.  -Brk. :  BDT  miu>  U*  driir.le  ■..Im  sinT, 

The  unreach'd  pandiw  of  our  ileipair. 

or  IbE  ckfl  «><«.  -"Kb  •  ^Kilr  li^p 

Wliicli  o'et^nfonni  the  pencil  and  ibr  pen, 

TWrillnottoV,  •oit«aiii).  fi!fn,llnwm,iindi'yci»ii, 

And  overpiiven  tbp  pge  where  tlwaiiM  bhiora  again  7 

CXVII. 

CXXIII. 

f««.li™Uyi,iifll(di  il.-gr«Bl.ill. 

Who  lorn,  ravei— t  ii  youth's  freniy— but  ibe  cure 

I.  h.ilerer  .iiU ;  »  chara.  by  eiurm  unwioda 

Tx  quick-eytd  liurd  nullo,  aud  llie  l>ill« 

Whirb  robed  onr  idnb,  and  we  lee  loo  lure 

!tor  worlh  nnr  beaalr  dwelbi  From  out  the  mind'i 

Floxn  fmh  in  bur,  md  nudr  iu  Ihcir  tluM, 

Meal  .hape  of  Hidb.  yet  .till  il  biwfa 

Implm  iIk  paiuidE  >lcp,  ami  •illi  ibf  it  dju 

The  fital  ipell,  and  mill  il  draw)  ub  on, 

DiucK  ia  iLcufc  btmr  in  ■  hiiry  bum; 

BeApiiiB  the  whirlwind  From  the  nft-Mwn  wind* ; 

TIk  rwEolumiiif  ilifiiolrli  di-cp  blweyM, 

Kind  bi  th* bmlb of  biKcn, >mu_t<>J<>ut  d by  iu  ikm 

Seeim  e-er  Dear  the  priie.-we.llbip«  wiirn  mo.i  un- 

ctvni. 

CXSIV. 

llrrc  didil  Ihmi  dwrll.  ii>  ihi.  ™ehB,ii«l  covrr. 

We  wilher  from  onr  youth,  we  ^aip  away— 

Eecria'  lb;fll  batrnlv  bouio  bmllnR 

Tiioi.ch  lo  ihe  lail,  in  Terje  of  nur  deeay. 

-n.e  purpb  nidgigihi  tril'd  ibm  myoic  mmine 

Some  phanlooi  lurea,  «ieh  aaWr  mubIx  "  Brat— 

Willi  lirr  mon  awry  oiiopy,  ind  wiiini; 

But  0)1  loo  iale.-w  are  we-doubly  eurrt. 

Thimlf  by  Ibim  idunr,  iibi.1  bef.'l' 

Seh'idle-'and  all  ill-and  nmie  Ihe  wor>t- 

Tliu  ail  nu  iiiinly  ifaupcil  duI  for  liic  gnwliag 

IlauDUd  by  bolT  Io«-i1k  Mriif.i  ««clf  1 

And  death  (he  uble  inxikF  when  vaoiiliei  the  daaie. 

CKIS. 

CJnv. 

And  d>Ju  lliDU  nol,  lUy  brm.t  lo  l<ii  nplyiDU. 

Bknl  .  cfloiiJ  wilb  .  bum:.i]  l.eatl : 

Tliouffh  aedileo^  blind  eonlaei.  and  ibe  >lra« 

And  i™.  iliMli  Ula  •>  il  »»'  b«,^  io  Hchioff, 

H.Ke  Uirn  i»d«d  imnoruJ,  auJ  inip.ri 

Tlw  pnnliaf  hMwn  In  wrilily  j«ji. 
I!«>^l  ihc  »iwn  ind  noi  biuui  Ibc  darl- 

A.»l  n..aere..or,  nuke.  «k1  help,  alon. 

Thc  dull  Bil«!  -bid.  iiU  d«<n>]<- 

Our  «UDias«ib  *>lb  ■  cmlch-like  rod. 

ADdra<>lfninDui(br<aullUir<)radlYirFrJvbiebclnv' 

BYRON'S  WORKS. 


CL. 

But  here  youth  offers  to  old  age  the  food, 
Fhe  milk  of  hU  own  gift : — it  is  her  sire, 
Fo  whom  slie  renders  ba<*k  the  debt  of  blood  • 
Bom  with  her  birth.    No ;  he  slialJ  not  expire 
While  in  those  warm  and  lovely  veins  the  fire 
Df  health  and  holy  feeling  can  provide 
Great  nature'k  Nile,  whoM  deep  stream  rises  higher 
riian  Kgypt's  ri\cr: — from  tliat  gentle  side 
ink,  drink  and  live,  old  man !     Ileavcn's  realm  holds 
no  such  tide. 

CM. 

Fhe  starry  fable  of  the  milky  wny 

lias  not  thy  story '^  purity  ;  it  is 

A  constellation  of  a  swcetiT  ray,  • 

\nd  sacre<l  Nature  triumphs  more  in  this 

Reverse  of  her  decree,  tliuii  ia  the  abyss 

Whore  sparkle  distant  worlds :-^()h,  holiest  nurse! 

No  drop  of  that  clear  stream  its  way  shall  miss 

Fo  thy  sire's  heart,  replenishing  its  source 

ith  life,  as  our  freed  souU  rejoin  the  universe. 

CLII. 
Turn  to  the  mole  which  Adrian  reard  on  high,  ^7 
Imperial  mimic  of  old  Egypt's  piles, 
Colossal  copyist  of  fleformity^t 
Whose  travell'd  phantasy  from  the  far  Nile's 
Enormous  model,  doom'd  the  artist's  toils 
To  build  for  giants,  and,  for  his  vain  earth, 
His  shnfnken  ashes  raise  this  dome :  How  «mile» 
The  gazer's  eye  with  philosophic  mirth, 
view  the  huge  design  which  .sprimg  from  cucli  a  birth ! 

'  '  CLiy. 

But  lo!  the  dome — the  vast  and  wondrous  dome,  ^ 

To  which  Diana's  marvel  %'as  a  cell — 

Christ's  mighty  shrine  above  his  martyr's  tomb ! 

I  have  beheld  the  Ephesian's  miracle — 

Its  columns  strew;  the  wilderness,  and  dwell 

The  hyaena  and  thejackall  in  their  shade; 

I  have  beheld  Sophia's  bright  roo^  swell 

Tlieir  glittering  mass  i'  the  sun,  and  have  survey'd 

i  sanctuary  the  while  the  usurping  Moi«lem  pray'd ; 

CLIV. 
Rut  thou,  of  temples  old,  or  altars  new,    • 
Standest  alone^with  nothing  like  to  thee— 
Worthiest  of  Cod,  the  holy  and  the  true. 
Since  Zion's  desolation,  when  that  He 
Forsook  his  former  city,  what  could  be. 
Of  earthly  structures  in  his  honour  piled, 
Of  a  sublimer  aspect  ?  Majesty, 
Power,  glory,  strength,  and  beauty,  all  are  aisled 
this  eternal  ark  of  worship  undeliled. 

CLV. 

Enter :  its  grandeur  overwhelms  thee  not ; 
And  why?  it  is  not  lessen'cl;  but  thy  mind, 
Expanded  by  the  grniu«  of  the  spot. 
Has  grown  colossal,  and  can  only  find 
A  fit  abo<le  wherein  appear  enshrined 
Thy  hopes  of  immortality ;  and  thou 
Shalt  one  day,  if  found  worthy,  so  defined, 
See  thy  God  face  to  face,  as  thou  do)«t  now 
I  Uoly  of  Holies,  nor  be  blasted  by  hi^  brow. 


CLVI. 
Thoa  movest — but  increasing  with  the  advanee. 
Like  climbing  some  great  Alp,  which  still  doth  rise. 
Deceived  by  its  g^ntic  elegance; 
Vastness  which  grows — but  grows  to  harmooue — 
All  musical  in  its  immensities: 

Rich  marbles— richer  painting— shrines  where  flame 
TIjc  lamps  of  gold— and  hauglity  donae  -which  vies 
lu  air  vk  ith  Airth's  chief  structures,  though  tlieir  firsunr 

Sits  on  the  firm-set  ground — and  this  the  clouds  must 
claim. 

CLVII. 
Thou  srest  not  nil ;  but  piecemeal  tliou  must  break. 
To  ^oiuinite  contemplation,  the  great  whole; 
And  as  the  ocean  many  bays  will  make. 
That  a.sk  the  eye— so  here  condense  thy  soul 
To  more  immediate  objects,  and  control 
Thy  thoughts  untH  thy  mind  hath  got  by  heart 
Its  eloquent  proportions,  and  unroll 
In  mighty  graduations,  part  by  part, 

Tlir  glory  which  at  once  upon  thee  did  not  dart, 

CIA'IH. 

Not  by  its  fault — but  thine:  our  outward  sense 
Is  but  of  gradual  grasp — and  as  it  is 
Tliat  vthat  we  have  of  fei>ling  most  intense 
Outstrips  our  faint  expression;  even  so  this 
Outshining  and  o'erwhelniing  ("difice 
Fools  our  fond  gaze,  and,  greatest  of  the  great. 
Defies  at  first  our  nature's  littlen^ss, 
Till,  grovting  with  its  growth,  we  thus  dilate 
Our  spirits  to  the  size  of  that  they  contemplate. 

CMX. 
Then  pause,  and  be  enlighten'd ;  then*  is  more 
In  such  a  survey  than  the  sating  gaze 
Of  wonder  pleased,  or  awe  which  would  adoro 
The  worship  of  the  place,  or  the  mere  praise 
Of  art  and  its  great  masters,  who  could  raise 
What  fonner.tinio,  nor  skill,  nor  thought  could  pbn; 
TUo  fountain  of  sublimity  displays 
*  Its  depth,  and  thcnre  may  draw  the  mind  of  man 
Its  goldrn  saniis,  and  learn  what  grtMt  conceptions  can. 

Or,  turning  to  the  Vatican,  go  see 
I^ocoon's  torture  dignifying  pain — 
A  father's  love  and  mortal's  agony 
With  an  innnortal's  patience  blending: — Tain 
The  struggle;  vain,  against  the  coiling  strain 
And  gripe,  and  deepening  of  the  dragon's  gnsp, 
The  old  man  s  clench :  the  longenvenom'd  Hialu 
Rivets  the  living  links, — tifl*  enormous  asp 
Enforces  pang  on  pang,  and  stifles  gasp  on  gasp. 

CI.XI. 
Or  view  the  Lord  of  the  unerring  bow, 
The  Cod  of  life,  and  poesy,  and  light — 
The  sun  in  human  limbs  array'd,  and  brow 
.\ll  radiant  from  hisjriumph  in  the  fight; 
The  shaft  hath  just  been  shot — the  arrow  bright 
With  an  immortal's  vengeance;  in  his  eye 
And  nostril  Iteautiful  disdain,  and  might. 
And  majesty, 'flash  tlieir  full  lightnings  by. 
Developing  in  tliat  one  gbnce  tlie  deity. 


I 


I 


GHILDE   HAROLDS  PILGRIMAGE. 


83 


I 


But  in  his  delicate  form — a  dream  of  love, 
Shaped  hy  some  solitary  nymph,  irhoae  breast 
Lon{;'d  for  a  deathless  lover  from  above, 
And  niadden'd  in  that  vision — are  exprest 
All  tluit  ideal  beautv  ever  bless'd 
Tli«*  miud  with  in  its  mo>t  unearthly  mood, 
Wlien  each  conception  was  a  heavenly  guest — 
A  ray  of  immortality — and  stood. 
Star-like,  around,  imtil  they  gather d  to  a  god! 

CLXIII. 
And  if  it  l>c  Prometheus  stole  from  heaven 
The  fire  which  we  endure,  it  was  repaid 
Ry  him  to  whom  the  energy  was  given 
Which  this  poetic  marble  hath  array'd 
With  an  eternal  glory — which,  if  made 
By  human  linud^,  is  not  of  human  thought ; 
And  Time  himself  hath  hallow'd  it,  nor  laid 
Our  ringlet  in  the  dast — nor  hath  it^aught 
A  tinge  of  years  but  breathes  the  floine  with  which 
't  was  wrought. 

CIAIV. 

Tut  wliere  »  he,  the  Pilgrim  of  my  song, 
The  being  who  upheld  it  through  the  past? 
Methinks  he  cometh  late  and  tarries  long. 
He  is  no  more — these  breathings  are  his  last ; 
His  wanderings  done,  his  visions  ebbing  fast. 
And  he  himself  as  nothing: — if  he  was 
Aught  but  a  phantisy,  and  could  be  class'd 
With  forms  which  live  and  suffer — let  that  pass — 
His  fthadow  fades  away  into  destruction's  mass, 

CLXV. 
Which  gathers  shadow,  substance,  life,  and  all 
Tliat  wc  inherit  in  its  mortal  shroud. 
And  spn^ads  the  dim  and  universal  pall 
Through  which  all  things  grow  phantoms;  and  the 

cloud* 
Between  as  sinks,  and  all  which  ever  glow'd. 
Till  glory's  self  is  twilight,  and  di.splays 
A  melancholy  halo  scarce  allow'd 
To  hover  on  tlie  verge  of^darkncss;  rays 

Sadder  than  saddest  night,  for  they  distract  the  gaze, 

CLXVI. 
And  send  us  prying  into  the  abyss, 
To  gather  what  we  shall  be  when  the  frame 
Shall  be  resolved  to  something  less  than  this 
It^i  wretched  essence;  and  to  dream  of  fame. 
And  wipe  the  dust  from  off  the  idle  uaine 
We  never  more  shall  hear, — but  never  i^Bi 
Oh,  happier  thought !  can  we  be  made  the  same  : 
It  is  enough  in  sooth  that  once  we  bore 

Tliesc  fardels  of  the  heart— the  heart  whose  sweat  was 
gore. 

CLXVn. 
Hark !  forth  from  the  abyss  a  voice  proceeds, 
A  long  low  distant  murmur  of  dread  sotmd, 
Sarh  as  arises  when  a  nation  bleeds 
With  some  deep  and  immedicable  wound; 
Tlirough  storm  and  darkness  .yawns  the  rending 

ground. 
The  gulf  is  thick  with  phantoms,  but  the  chief 
Seems  royal  still,  though  with  her  head  discrown'd, 
And  pale,  bat  lovely,  with  maternal  grief 

She  clasps  a  babe,  to  irbom  her  breast  yields  no  relief. 


CLXVIII. 
Sirion  of  chiefii  and  monarchs,  wrhere  art  ihou? 
Fond  hope  of  many  nations,  art  thou  dead? 
Could  not  the  grave  forget  thee,  and  lay  low 
Some  less  majestic,  less  beloved  head? 
In  the  sad  midniglit,  while  thy  heart  still  bled, 
The  mother  of  a  moment,  o'er  thy  boy. 
Death  husli'd  tliat  pang  for  ever:  with  thee  fled 
The  present  happiness  and  promised  joy 
Which  fill'd  the  imperial  isles  so  full  it  seem'd  to  cloy. 

CLXIX. 
Peasants  bring  forth  in  safety. — Can  it  be, 
O  thou  that  wert  so  happy,  so  adored ! 
Those  wliu  weep  not  for  kings  shall  weep  for  thee. 
And  Freedom's  heart,  grown  heavy,  cease  to  hoard 
Her  many  griefs  for  Onb  ;  for  she  had  pour'd 
Her  orisons  for  thee,  and  o'er  thy  head 
Beheld  her  Iris. — Thou,  too,  lonely  lord. 
And  desolate  coasort — vainly  wert  thou  wed ! 
The  husband  of  a  year !  the  father  of  the  dead ! 

CLXX. 
Of  sackcloth  was  thy  wedding  garment  made; 
Tliy  bridal's  fruit  is  aslies :  in  the  dust 
The  fair-hair'd  daughter  of  the  isles  is  laid, 
The  lo%c  of  millions!  How  we  did  entrust 
Futurity  to  her!  and,  though  it  must 
Darken  above  our  bones,  yet  fon^y  deem'd 
Our  children  should  obey  her  child,  and  bless'd 
Her  and  her  hoped-for  seed,  whose  promise  seem'd 
Like  stars  to  shepherds'  eyes : — 'twas  but  a  meteor  beam'd. 

CLXXI. 

Woe  unto  as,  not  her;  for  she  sleeps  wrell : 
The  fickle  wreath  of  popular  breath,  the  tongue 
Of  hollow  couasel,  tlie  false  oracle. 
Which  from  the  birth  of  monarchy  hath  rang 
Its  knell  in  priucely  cars,  till  the  o'erstung 
Nations  have  arm'd  in  madness,  the  strange  fate 
Which  tumbles  mightiest  sovereigns,^  and  hath  flung 
Agninst  their  blind  omnipotence  a  weight 
Within  the  opposing  scale,  which  crushes  soon  or  late, — 

CLXXH. 
These  might  havt  been  her  destiny;  but  no. 
Our  hearts  deny  it:  and  so  young,  so  fsir, 
Good  without  effort,  great  without  a  foe ; 
But  now  a  bride  and  mother — and  now  Aere  ! 
Ilow  many  ties  did  that  stem  moment  tear ! 
From  thy  sire's  to  his  humMest  subject's  breast 
Is  link'd  the  eledric  chain  of  tliat  despair, 
WhoKC  shock  was  as  an  earthquake's,  and  opprest 
The  land  which  lovM  thee  so  that  none  could  love  thee 
best. 

CLX.XHI. 

Lo,  Ncmi !  T*  navell'd  in  the  woody  hills 
So  fur.  that  the  uprooting  wind  which  tears 
The  oak  from  his  foundalii>n,  and  which  spills 
The  ocean  o'er  its  boundary,  and  brars 
Its  faim  a(;ainst  the  skies,  reluctant  spares 
Tlu*  o\al  mirror  of  thy  glassy  lake; 
And,  calm  as  cherish'd  liati*,  it**  surface  wears 
A  deep  cold  settled  aspect  nought  can  sliake, 
All  c%ird  into  itself  and  found,  as  sleeps  the  snake. 


CLXXIV. 

And,  near,  Albano's  scarce  divided  iraves 
Shine  from  a  sister  valley ; — and  afer 
The  Tiber  winds,  and  the  broad  ocean  laves 
The  Latian  coast  where  sprung  the  Epic  war, 
«  Arms  and  the  man,»  whose  re^asccnding  star 
Rose  o'er  an  empire;— but  beneath  thy  right 
Tally  reposed  from  Rome; — and  where  yon  bar 
Of  girdling  mountains  intercepts  the  sight 
Tlie  Sabine  farm  was  till'd,  the  weary  bard's  delight.7* 

CLXXV. 
But  I  forget. — My  Pilgrim's  slirine  is  won, 
And  he  and  I  must  part, — so  let  it  be, — 
His  task  and  mine  alike  are  nearly  done ; 
Yet  once  more  let  us  look  upon  the  sea ; 
The  midland  ocean  breaks  on  him  and  me. 
And  from  the  Alban  Mount  we  now  behold 
Our  friend  of  youth,  tliat  ocean,  which  wlien  we 
Beheld  it  last  by  Gnlpc's  rock  unfold         * 
Those  waves,  we  foUow'd  on  till  the  dark  Enxine  roU'd 

CLXXVI. 
Upon  the  blue  Symplcgades :  long  years- 
Long,  though  not  very  many,  since  have  done 
Tlieir  work  on  both ;  some  suffering  and  some  tears 
Have  left  us  nearly  where  we  had  begun : 
Yet  not  in  vain  our  mortal  race  liath  run. 
We  have  had  our  reward — and  it  is  here  ,* 
That  we  can  yet  feel  gbdden'd  by  the  sun. 
And  reap  from  earth,  sea,.joy  almost  as  dear 
As  if  there  were  no  man  to  trouble  what  is  clear. 

CLXXVII. 

Oh !  .that  the  desert  were  my  dwelling-place, 
With  one  fair  spirit  for  my  minister. 
That  I  might  all  forget  the  human  race. 
And,  hating  no  one,  love  but  only  her ! 
Ye  elements ! — in  whose  eimobling  stir 
I  feel  myself  exalted — can  ye  not 
Accord  me  such  a  being?  Do  I  err 
In  deeming  such  inhabit  many  a  spot? 
Though  with  them  to  converbe  can  rarely  be  our  lot. 

CLXXVIII. 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  the  pathless  woods^ 
Tliere  is  a  rapture  on  tl»e  lonely  shore, 
There  is  society,  where  none  intrudes, 
By  the  deep  sea,  and  music  in  its  roar : 
I  love  not  man  the  less,  but  nature  more. 
From  lliese  our  interviews,  in  wliich  I  steal 
From  all  1  may  be,  or  have  been  before, 
To  mingle  with  tlie  universe,  and  feel 
What  I  can  ne'er  express,  yet  can  not  all  conceal. 

CLXXIX. 
Roll  on,  thou  deep  and  dark  blue  ocean — roU ! 
Ten  thousand  fleets  sweep  over  thee  in  vain ; 
Man  marks  the  earth  wilb  ruin — his  control 
Stops  with  the  shore;— Hq>on  tlie  watery  plain 
The  wrecks  are  all  thy  deed,  nor  doth  remain 
A  sliadow  of  man's  ravage,  save  his  own. 
When,  for  a  moment,  like  a  drop  of  rain, 
lie  sinks  into  thy  depths  witli  bubbling  groan, 
Without  a  grave,  unkuell'd,  uncoflin'd,  and  unkj]|^wu. 


CLXXX. 
His  stqM  are  not  upon  thy  paths, — thy  fields 
Are  not  a  spoil  for  him, — thou  dosi  arise 
And  sliake  him  from  thee;  tlic  vile  strm^tk  he  wields 
For  earth's  destruction  thou  da«t  all  despise. 
Spurning  him  from  thy  bosom  to  the  skies. 
And  send'st  him;  shivering  in  thy  playful  spray 
And  howling,  to  his  gods,  where  haply  lies 
His  petty  hope  in  some  near  port  or  bay. 
And  dashest  him  again  to  earth : — there  let  him  by. 

CLXXXI. 
The  armaments  which  thunder-strike  the  walls 
Of  rock-built  cities,  bidding  nations  quake. 
And  monarclis  tremble  in  their  capitals. 
The  oak  leviathans,  whose  huge  ribs  make 
Their  cl.iy  creator  tlie  vain  title  take 
Of  lord  of  thee,^and  arbiter  of  wag; 
These  are  thy  toys,  and,  as  the  snowy  flake, 
Tliey  melt  into  thy  yeast  of  waves,  which  noor 
Alike  the  Armdda's  pride,  or  spoils  of  Trafalgar. 

CLXXXII. 
Thy  shores  are  empires,  changed  in  all  save  ihee — 
AsH-yria,  Greece,  Rome,  Carthage,  wliat  are  they? 
Thy  waters  wasted  them  while  they  were  free. 
And  many  a  tyrant  since;  their  sliores  obey 
The  stranger,  slave,  or  savage;  their  decay 
Has  dried  up  realms  to  deserts: — not  so  thou. 
Unchangeable  save  to  thy  wild  waves'  play — 
Time  writes  no  Vrinkle  on  tliine  axure  brow — 
Such  as  creation's  dawn  beheld,  thou  roUcst  now. 

CLXXXIII. 
Thou  glorious  mirror,  where  the  Almighty's  form 
Glasses  itself  in  tempests ;  in  all  time. 
Calm  or  convulsed — in  breexe,  or  gale,  or  storm. 
Icing  the  pole,  or  in  the  torrid  clime 
Dark-heaving ; — boundless,  endless,  and  sublime — 
The  image  of  eternity — the  throne 
Of  tlie  Invisible ;  even  from  out  thy  slime 
The  monsters  of  the  deep  are  made ;  each  tone 
Obeys  thee ;  thou  goest  forth,  dread,  fathomless,  alone. 

CLXXXIV. 

And  I  have  loved  thee,  ocean!  and  my  joy 
Of  youthful  sports  was  on  thy  breast  to  be 
Borne,  like  thy  bubbles,  onward:  from  a  boy 
I  wanton'd  with  thy  breakers — they  to  me 
Were  a^light ;  and  if  the  freshening  sea 
Made  t^^pi  a  terror — 't  was  a  pleasing  fear, 
For  I  was  as  it  were  a  child  of  tliee. 
And  trusted  to  thy  billows  far  and  near. 
And  laid  my  hand  upon  thy  mane — as  I  do  here. 

CLXXXV. 

My  task  is  done — my  song  hath  ceased — my  theme 
Has  died  into  an  echo ;  it  is  fit 
The  spell  should  break  of  this  protracted  dream. 
The  torch  sliall  be  exliiiguish'd  which  hath  lit 
My  midnight  lamp — and  what  is  writ,  is  writ,-^ 
Would  it  were  worthier!  but  I  am  not  now 
Tiiat  wliich  I  have  been — and  my  visions  flit 
Less  pnl|)ably  before  ifie — and  the  glow 
Which  in  my  spirit  dwelt  is  Uuttcring,  faii&t,  and  low. 
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CLXXXVI. 

Farewell !  a  word  that  must  be,  and  hath  been — 
A  sound  which  makes  us  linger, — yet — CureweU! 
Ye  I  w  ho  liave  traced  the  Pilgrim  to  the  scene 
Which  is  his  Ust,  if  in  your  memories  dwell 
A  ihouyht  which  ouce  was  his,  if  on  yc  swell 
A  single  rvrollcction,  not  in  vain 
He  wore  his  sandal-slioon,  and  scallop-sliell ; 
Farvwell !  with  him  alone  may  rest  the  pain. 
If  such  there  were — with^oii,  tlie  moral  of  his  strain. 


NOTES. 


CANTO  J. 

Note  I.  Stanza  i. 

YmI  wsli'd  o*«r  I>clphi'f  louff-dnttfi  •brim. 

TuK  little  village  of  Castri  stands  partly  on  the  site 
of  Delphi.  Along  the  path  uf  the  mouulaiu,  from 
(Ilir^-sso,  are  the  remain:*  of  sepulchres  hewn  in  and 
from  the  rock:  «One,»  >aid  the  guide,  «of  a  king  who 
broke  liis  neck  hunliug.»  His  Majesty  liad  certainly 
4.liO!«en  the  fittest  spot  for  such  an  achievement. 

A  little  above  Castri  is  a  cave,  supposed  the  Pythian, 
uf  immense  depth;  the  upper  part  of  it  is  paved,  and 
now  a  cow4iouse. 

Ou  the  other  side  of  Castri  stands  a  Greek  mouas- 
icry;  some  way  above  which  is  the  cleft  in  the  rock, 
w  ith  a  range  of  caverns  difficult  of  ascent,  and  ap- 
|»arcntly  leading  to  the  interior  of  the  mountain :  pro- 
lt:ibly  to  the  Corycian  Cavern  mentioned  by  Pausanias. 
From  this  part  descend  the  fountain  and  the  «>  Dews  of 
Ca!»talic.» 

Note  a.  Stanza  xi. 

Ab4  fmI  y«  m  •  ear  Lady's  booM  of  woe.* 

The  convent  of  «Our  Lady  of  Punislimeut,»  Nossa 
Senora  de  Pena^ '  on  the  summit  of  the  rocK  IWlow, 
at  some  distance,  is  the  Cork  Convent,  wliere  St  IIo- 
iiorius  dug  his  den,  over  which  is  his  epitaph.  From 
the  hills,  the  sea  adds  to  the  beauty  of  the  riew. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xxi. 

Itwoogboal  tbUporple  UdJ,  wbcrc  law  McarM  not  life. 

It  is  a  well-known  fact,  tliat  in  the  year  1809,  tlie 
assassinations  in  the  streets  of  Lisbon  and  its  vicinity 
were  not  confined  by  the  Portuguese  to  their  country- 
men, but  that  Englishmen  were  daily  butchered:  and, 
so  far  from  redress  being  obtained,  we  were  requested 
not  to  interfere  if  we  perceived  any  compatriot  defend- 
ing hinuelf  against  his  allies.  I  was  once  stopped  in 
tlie  way  to  the  theatre  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening, 
w  hen  the  streeu  were  not  more  empty  tlian  they  gene- 
rally are  at  that  hour,  opposite  to  an  open  shop,  and  in 
a  carriage  with  a  friend;  had  we  not  fortunately  been 
armed,  I  have  not  tlie  least  doubt  that  we  should  have 
adorned  a  tale  instead  of  telling  one.    The  crime  of 

*  Sac*  iW  pablicati**  of  Ais  poem  I  bave  been  inforacd  of  ibe 
■»Uappr>h— aiaa  af  ib«  tcm  ifans  5M«m  J0  Pma,  It  «m  owiD|  to 
the  waot  •#  tW  SfMr,  ar  aurfc  over  tb««.  wbkh  altora  tbe  •ifoiScation 
•f  iho  word  :  wiik  il,  PtHa  HfoiSm  a  rack  i  wiiboat  it,  P«imi  bM  tb« 
•«■•«  I  oJopiad.  I  !•  sac  tbiak  it  awaawry  to  alter  tb«  p«Ma|i,  a*. 
thoBfh  ibo  eoaoMB  Mrtpuiioa  affisoi  to  it  it  •  oar  La4 j  of  tbe  Roi-k,* 
I  aiaf  ««ll  tmmm  AsoAsr  mmt,  fiaoa  tho  •cvcritiot  practiaad  tbare. 


assassination  is  not  conflued  to  Portugal:  in  Sicily 
and  Malta  we  are  knocked  on  the  head  at  a  liandsome 
average  nightly,  and  not  a  Sicilian  or  Maltese  is  ever 
punished ! 

Note  4-  Stanza  xxiv. 

BeboM  the  hall  «bere<-faiaf«  were  lato  eoBTCocd  ! 

The  convention  of  Cintra  was  signed  in  the  palace 
of  the  Marchcse  Marialva.  Tlie  late  exploits  of  Lord 
Wellington  have  effaced  the  follies  of  Cmtra.  He  has, 
indeed,  done  wonders:  he  has  perhaps  changed  the 
character  of  a  nation,  reconciled  rival  superstitions, 
and  baffled  an  enemy  who  never  retreated  before  his 
predecessors. 

Note  5.  Stanza.xiSx. 

Yrt  Mafra  shall  odc  moiaeBt  claiai  dl^y. 

The  extent  of  Mafra  is  prodigious ;  it  contains  a  pa- 
lace, convent,  and  mui^t  su|>erh  churclu  Tlie  six  orgaiLs 
are  the  most  beautiful  T  ever  beheld  in  point  of  deco- 
ration ;  we  did  not  hear  them,  but  were  told  that  their 
tones  were  correspondent  to  their  splendour.  Mafra  is 
termed  the  Escurial  uf  Portugal. 

Note  6.  Stanza  xxxiii. 

Wall  doth  the  Sp^ni^h  hind  the  difTeroncc  know 
'Twiit  bim  and  Lucian  alare,  the  lowest  of  tb«  low. 

As  I  found  the  Portuguese,  so  I  have  characterized 
them.  That  they  are  .since  improved,  at  least  in  cou- 
rage, is  evident. 

Note  7.  Stanza  xxxv. 

When  Car/a  iraitur-tire  6r*i  rall'd  the  band 

Hut  dyed  thy  monntain  ttre4ni«  with  Gutbic  gorat 

Count  Julian's  daugliter,  the  Helen  of  Spain.  Pela- 
gius  preserved  his  independence  in  the  ^stnesses  of 
the  Asturias,  and  the  descendants  of  his  followers,  after 
some  ceuturies,  completed  their  struggle  by  the  con- 
quest of  Grenada. 

Note  8.  Stanza  xlviii. 

No !  aa  be  tpced*  be  «.haunt« :  — ■  VirA  el  Rey  !• 

♦cViva  el  Rey  Fernando  I  w — Long  live  King  Ferdi- 
nand !  is  tlie  ch(vas  of  most  of  the  Spanish  |)atriotic 
songs:  they  are  chiefly  in  dispraise  of  the  old  King 
Charles,  the  ^)ueeu,  and  the  Prince  of  Peace.  I  Iiavc^ 
heard  many  of  them ;  some  of  the  airs  are  beautiful. 
Godoy,  the  Principe  de  la  Paz,  was  horn  at  Bjdajoz, 
on  the  frontiers  of  Portugal,  and  was  originally  in  the 
ranks  of  the  Spanish  Guards,  till  his  person  attVacted 
tliQ  queen's  eyes,  and  raised  him  to  the  dukedom  of 
Alcudia,  etc.  etc.  It  is  to  this  man  that  the  Spaniards 
imiversally  impute  the  ruin  of  their  country. 

Note  9.  Stanza  1. 

Boara  in  bit  cap  the  badge  of  rriauon  baa. 
Which  tella  you  «bom  to  ahnn  and  whom  to  frect. 

Tlie  red  cockade,  with  «  Fernando  Septimo  »  in  the 
centre. 

Note  10.  Stanza  li. 

The  ball-piled  pyraaiid,  ibc  cTcr-bUiiB|  aul^ 

All  who  have  seen  a  battery  will  recollect  the  pyra- 
midal form  in  wliich  sliot  and  shells  are  piled.  The 
Sierra  Morena  was  fortified 'in  every  defile  through 
which  I  passed  in  my  way  to  Seville. 

Note  If.  Stanza  Ivi. 

Foird  by  f  aoaiaa'a  hand  haforo  a  batter'd  wall. 

Such  were  the  exploits  of  the  Maid  of  Sarayoza. 
When  the  author  was  at  Seville  she  walked  daily  on  the 
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IVado,  (Ircoratcd  with  medals  and  orders,  by  command 
of  the  Junta.  , 

Note  12.  Stanza  ItiU. 

Tbe  wfll  love's  dimpling  Bngrr  hath  inpmMd 
DrnotM  how  toft  that  chin  thai  bean  hi*  touch. 
•  Sigilla  in  nento  im|trr«aa  amoria  diQitulo 
Veatigio  denonairant  molliiadinem.*— Avl.  Gn. 

Note  1 3.  Stanza  Ix. 

Oh,  ihoa  Parnasaaa! 

These  stanzas  were  -written  in  Castri  (Delphos),  at  the 
foot  of  Parnassus,  now  called  Aicuupa.  — Liakura. 

Note  14.  Stanza  Uv. 

Fair  i«  proad  ^erille;    let  licr  country  boaat 

Her  air«ngih,  ber  wealib,  her  aitc  of  anrient  day*. 

Seville  was  the  Hispalis  of  the  Romans. 
Note  1 5.  Stanza  Ixx. 

Aak  yr,  Baotian  thddra  !  the  reaton  why  I 

This  was  written  at  Thebes,  and  consequently  in  the 
best  situation  for  askini;  and  answering  such  a  ques- 
tion ;  not  as  the  birth-place  of  Piudar,  but  as  the  capital 
of  UoRotia,  where  the  first  riddle  was  propounded  and 
solved. 

Note  16.  Stanza  Ixxxii.  * 

Soiae  bitter  o'er  the  flo«era  it*  babbling  Tea«B  fl!n^. 

•  Medio  de  fonle  leporura 

Surgit  aaari  aiiquid.  quod  in  ipsit  floribua  angat.*— Loc. 

Note  1 7.  Stanza  ixxxv. 

A  traitor  only  fell  beneath  the  frud. 

Alluding  to  the  conduct  and  death  of  Solano,  the 
Governor  of  Cadiz. 

Note  18.  Stanza  Ixxxvi. 

•  War  even  to  tba  knife  !■ 

«  War  to  the  knife ;»  Palafox's  answer  to  the  French 
General  at  the  siege  of  Saragoza. 

Note  19.  Stanza  xci. 

And  thou,  my  friend !  etc. 

The  honourable  I*.  W".  of  the  Guards,  who  died  of 
a  fever  at  Coimbra.  I  had  known  liim  ten  years,  the 
better  half  of  his  life,  and  the  happiest  part  of  mine. 

In  the  short  space  of  one  month  1  have  lost  her  who 
gave  me  being,  and  most  of  those  who  had  made  that 
being  tolerable.  To  me  the  Hues  of  Young  are  no 
Gction : 

•  Inaatiate  archer!  could  not  oneauffieeT 
Thyahafi  flew  thrice,  and  ibrire  my  peace  waa  alain. 
And  thrire  ere  tlirice  yon  noon  had  (iird  her  born.« 

I  should  have  ventured  a  verse  to  the  memory  of  the 
late  Charles  Skinner  Matthews,  Fellow  of  Downing  Col- 
lege, Cambridge,  were  he  not  too  much  al>ove  all  pniise 
of  mine.  UU  powers  of  mind,  shown  in  the  attainment 
of  greater  honours,  agaiast  the  able>t  candidates,  than 
those  of  any  graduate  on  record  at  Cambridge,  have 
sufficiently  establisluKl  his  fame  on  the  spot  where  it 
was  acquired,  while  his  softer  qualities  live  in  the  recol- 
lection of  friends  who  loved  him  too  well  to  vuvy  his 
superiority. 

CAHTO  n. 

Note  I.  Stanza  i. 

— deapiie  of  war  and  watting  firt — 

Part  of  the  Acropolis  was  destroyed  by  the  explosion 
of  a  magazine  during  the  Venetian  siege. 


Note  a.  Stanza  i. 

But  worte  than  aieel.  and  flame,  and  ■!;«■  •!•«, 
It  the  drwd  areptra  and  dMninion  dir* 
Of  men  who  aetvr  felt  the  mend  glaw 
That  tbonght*  of  ihcc  and  thuM  oa  paliak'4  branM 

We  can  all  feel,  or  iinagine,  th«  regret  with  wht^ 
the  ruins  of  cities,  once  the  capitals  of  empirat,  are 
txrheld;  the  reflections  suggested  by  such  objects  are 
too  trite  to  require  recapitulation.  But  never  did  tbr 
littleness  of  man,  and  the  vanity  of  his  very  best  virtMs, 
of  patriotism  to  exalt,  and  of  valoiir.  to  defend  Im  j 
country,  appear  more  conspicuous  than  in  the  record  ! 
of  what  Atltens  was,  and  the  certainty  of  ^»hatsheno«r  ^ 
is.  This  theatre  of  contention  between  mighty  feclioih,  ' 
of  the  struggles  of  orators,  the  exaltation  anddepositiaa  1 
of  tyrants,  the  triumph  and  puni^iment  of  Qenerals,  ii  ' 
now  become  a  scene  of  petty  intrigue  and  perpetnal  j 
disturbance,  between  the  bickering  agents  oif  certaia  | 
British  nobility  and  gentry.  «  The  wild  foxes,  the  ovk  . 
and  serpents  in  the  ruins  of  Babylon,*  were  surely  ]m 
degrading  than  such  inhabitants.  The  Turks  have,  the  ' 
pica  of  conquest  ftr  their  tyranny,  and  the  Greeks  have  | 
only  suffered  the  fortune  of  war,  incidental  to  the  ' 
bravest;  but  how  are  the  mighty  fallen,  when  two  ' 
painters  contest  the  privilege  of  plundering  the  Pa^  I 
thenon,  and  triumph  in  turn,  according  to  the  tenor  of  . 
each  succeeding  firman !  Sylla  coold  but  punish,  Philip  ! 
suIkIuc,  and  Xerxes  bum  Athens;  but  it  rrnuiinedfbr  j 
the  paltry  antiquarian,  and  his  despicable  agents,  to 
render  her  contemptible  as  himself  and  his  pursnits. 

The  Parthenon,  l)cfore  its  destruction  in  part,  by  fire, 
during  the  Venetian  siege,  had  been  a  temple,  a  chorch, 
and  a  mosque.  In  each  point  of  view  it  is  an  object  of 
regard:  it  chnngiMl  its  worshippers;  l»ut  still  it  was  a 
place  of  worship  tlirice  sacred  to  devotion :  its  violation 
is  a  triple  sacrilege.     But 

•  Mao,  rain  man, 
Dreat  in  a  little  brief  authority, 
PUyi  aucb  fantaatic  trirkt  before  hifh  kcaecB, 
At  make  the  angcit  weep.» 

•  Note  3.  Stanza  v. 

Far  on  the  aolitary  there  he  tlcapa. 

It  was  not  always  the  ctLstom  of  the  Greeks  to  buni 
their  dead  ;  the  greater  Ajax  in  particular  was  inferred 
eiilirp.  Almost  all  the  chiefs  became  gods  after  their 
decease,  and  he  was  indeed  neglected  who  had  not  an- 
nual games  near  his  tomb,  or  festivals  in  honour  of  his 
memory  by  liis  countrymen,  as  Achilles,  Brasidas,  etc., 
and  at  last  even  Antinous,  whose  death  was  as  heroic  as 
his  life  was  infamous. 

Note  4-  Stanza  x. 

a  ^ 

Here,  ton  of  Saturn  •  wat  thy  fa/rile  throne. 

The  temple  of  Jupiter  Olympius,  of  which  uxteen 
columns  entirely  of  marble  yet  sur>-ive :  originally  there 
were  1 5o.  These  columns,  however,  are  by  many  sup- 
posed to  have  belonged  to  tho  Pantheon. 

Note  5.  Stanza  xi. 

And  bear  thoae  alfert  o'er  the  long-reluctant  brine. 

Tlie  ship  was  wrecked  in  the  Arcliipolago.. 
Note  t).  Stanza  xii. 

a 

To  rive  vbacGoth,  and  Turk,  and  time  hath  apared. 

At  this  moment  (January  3,  1809),  besides  what  has  j 
been  already  deposittul  in  Loudon,  an  Hydriol  vessel  is  ' 
ui  the  Piraeus  to  receive  every  posl^iblc  relic.  Thus,  as  I 
heard  a  young  («reekob^>crve,  in  common  with  many  of 
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I  Sirily,  whofnUovEd  Itlfrunir 

I  b«  hu  prmrd  ihc  able  Tniinimnil  oF  pliin- 

I  (Dd  Oie  Pmidi  coiudI  F^uvd, 


■fnilc.     Lard  EIbid  hni  ban  nlrtmiy 

ebsiee  ef  Similar  lAiicri.     During  ■  n- 

tta  Jtmn  in  Athitna,  be  sner  h«]  Ihe  curio- 

•Hd  itf>r»Siioiui>].'  lill  be  i<»oin|Mni«l 

itond  neomaa.  Uovrnr.  Iiu  *erlu.  ••  br 

bh,  «pprRiiiip0  muHHf  ikrirhing 

ig,  orinynncb  pnuiou.- 
CMTT  amr  Ihne  or  hur  ifai|>-)i»d>  n( 
Mbl>  uul  Duufy  nlica  tlur  lirnp  artd  bar- 
Mi  IB  Ihc  max  iajnccd  und  mnl  cd.^ 
•>:  vbcn  Ibcy  dnimy,  in  n  nln  aiicmpc 
,  Ante  *ofk»  vbich  haie  been  the  ulmi- 

gmle,  Iho  pcqwlnrnn  of  Ihii 


'  r-viiic 


.iun  I  tprak  inipaniiillT:  I  am  pal  ■  vu 
cwrly  prr|KHK4iion»  in  hivour  of  Crcrn 


I,  banHMbr-drir 
nkft  I 
l~>  ■ 


L  mumcr  linH  iuiuird  ii  Alb 
liriBf  inpnilenn  could  hardlT  £0  fUrtbct 
hi  lb*  oimr  of  iu  filaiidrnr  la  the  walli  af 
Hi;  *bil>  Iha  wiatm  and  uwlns  dcFa[i> 
I  vbolc  nugr  of  Ihr  bauo-rclietoi,  in  one 
■t  of  Ihe  tpmplf,  wkU  ncter  prnnit  ttur 
Td,  by  ID  Dbirnn,  willioui  <-»>■ 


irllierofliulii  w  Atlka. 
AnaihH' noble  Lard  biudooE  IiFtler,  bcnuu)i«bl 
dour  Utt;  bul  »nH  olhin,  mare  or  le»  uoble,  Ji 

■  alj  bDrbDurable  mci^*  Itife  dane  teit,  beceiue,  afl/ 

■  dfril  of  EJiCBTIIitm  und  eircralicn,   bnbciy  lo  tli 

noikinti  11  aU.  We  bad  incb  iiik-ttanl,  and  vinr-dMi 
vhicb  almost  «ulfd  in  blaod-Aed !  Lord  E.'i  ••  prig',-- 
(ce  Jonalhia  Wf  Ida  Eoc  ibe  dcGuilion  oF-ipriggum,!- 

naiDe  ino  for  bu  biuiDeai),  niid  nuttucd  ■omHliing 
about  viiufaclJcid.  in  a  terbiiJ  an&«<r  la  a  nali-  a' 
poor  Prvuian ;  Ibi4  vaf  itatpd  al  Inble  lo  lirupiui, 
laughed,  bul  cauU  tai  dd  diuiicr  ahrnrndi.  Tb- 
rinln  *en  Hal  rceonciled  wbcn  I  lefl  Gr««     I 


V  cannai  resitl  availiue  myself  ftf  ibe  pemilinoa  oF 
BIT  Friend  Dr  Clarke,  wbue  name  n<|uin>  no  cam 
*iih  Ibe  ptiblie,  bul  wbose  ■aacLioo  aill  ^d  le 

Wbeu  Ibe  lait  of  ibe  Heiopei  v. 


I    l%rIbani>D,Bii 


>n  uf  Ibe  iii 
of  Ilie  ■  IrigJypha  oa  Ibroind 
bf  Ibe  vorkmcu  wbatu  Lord  ElgiD  (mployed ;  ibe  Dndar, 


or  frnoi  bii  laauih,  dro| 


uid  la  Liuvri.  Tiiatl-^i  *>« 
o  «ai  tbfl  ^ther  of  tbe  prcAenl 


Ha.  ■nJTll  lk''.r^>.  tl.'^*  W;ir.r.idJ 
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1 

nad  itac  laiicr  iboui  di;  own.  Buili  n  wiol)! 
el»re«l  by  AM  Psdu  in  person  id  uiouI  ■•;  i^  Dv  j 
Tuh  «■■  DW  of  fifty  vbo  acconipanied  lu  Ibnii^lti  \ 
fontu  at  Aanaatt  lo  Ibr  banks  nf  Aeheknit.iWM' r 
nrd  ici  MiwlDDclii  in  i£)ol^    Tlicn  I  look  lii_  mt ' 

the  monwnl  of  ply  departim.  j 

Wbrn  in  I S  la,  ifitr  ilic  dipanon  of  my  friodllr  i 

II.  for  England.  I  iru  Kiwi  wiili  a  mnm  h>n  u  iW  ' 

Uawa,  iIhm  mrn  tared  my  life  by  &i|[lilniii^in| ' 

my  phyHciiD,  nbwc  tbrullbry  ihmlMwlUniifl  I 

iQfy  Mmiranw  nf  poilliuinoiu  mribulion,  wri  ■  m-  l 
luic  Rfiuel  df  [>i  lUiinBiwIli'spRuripliDai,  I  annbittJ  ' 
my  ncovfry.     1  bad  IcFt  my  Uti  nnuini^  E^U  I 

uul  uiy  puDr  Arnaoulb  nuivd  nw  villi  la  uuuiH  | 

Tliry  iMd  ■  vMieiy  of  adtrDliim ;  fbr  Ihe  ModcB.  [ 
Uer>i>h,  hrioB  a  mnarkilily  banduDiE  man,  *m  il- 
My.  iquabbliue  wiili  Hut  biubandi  of  Aihcm;  ia»- 1 
iHiicb  llul  roar  of  Ibi  principal  Ttirkt  pikl  ate  a  liiai  | 
nf  nnnmlnare  ai  ,hr.  Coiitrnl,  di>  ibe  unltfHI  tf  h^  i 
hating  Inkni  n  «om>.i  from  tlw  bnlb— vhom  be  Iml 
lawfully  koii«Iil  linoever— ii  ibiag  quite  cnnlmy  b  I 
eiiquelle.  j 

lli>ili  al»  «a>  qiireineJy  pltanl  ninone>fkii.*ni  < 
penuauon,  and  lud  ibr  (ffiaiiHi  vnwniiiaa  tor  ibr  : 
cbureh,  mixed  with  rbo  liLjilieii  ranremiu  of  ehntb-  i 
men,  whom  li<>  cuFT^  u]»n  oceauoa  in  a  mnu  henw 
[Im  maiiBrr.  Vei  lie  never  puued  *  diorch  viduai  | 
cfoMins  bimself  {  and  I  mii,«iber  llie  ivk  he  ran  ii  : 
'nieriiig  S(  Sopbia,  in  Stanbol,  brtnuic  il  bwl  onrr 


Albinb  tompriiei  part  of  Macnioni»,!llyria,Chaonia , 
and  tpiruH.  Iikniider  u  Ike  Tiirkiib  word  for  Aleian- 
rier  ^  and  ibe  U'Jpfanilcd  Scandcrbrc  ( L«^  Alrunder  i 
it  alluded  lo  iii  llie  ibini  and  Foiirlli  linM  of  tUe  Ibiny. 
rinblh  Uiiiun.  Idaiioiknow  «  belliH  I  am  rnrrrct  i 
makinc  Scandrrbrg  Ibc  counlrymanoF  Alrunder.  vk 
■■I  bom  at  Prlla  iu  Macrdnu.  bul  Ur  Gibbon  lenn 
him  «>,  end  add<  Pjrrliui  10  llie  liil,  in  tpcakine  of  hi 
e<pl««, 

lighl  of  llsly  n  hn known  liian  llii- imrrior  of  Ami 

lion,  led  Ur  llobbnuv  ami  niyrlf  inio  iliai  cnunir 
before  we  viiiicd  my  oiber  part  of  Ibe  Olinman  dnm' 
nioni !  uid  willi  Ihc  ncrplion  of  Major  Lrakr,  then 

oflicialiy  tnideiu  ni  Joaiinina,  no  nlher  Enclidim 

;it1liBI  c(^lli:mnii  very  lately  a-Mired  me.  All  Par 
waiaitliallime(0clober,illoi()ranyineonwaragaii 
Ibnliira  Paeha,  whom  he  bad  driven  lu  BcnI.  a  ,.ini 

■     ■     ■        -      ■     ■    -„  Hit^nn 


ngajon 


Ou  onr  roule  we  |>a»nl  iwo  eiliis,  Argyroeaura  and 
l.iborliabo,  opparvnlly  Jitllc  infrrior  lo  Vanina  in  ua ; 
and  no  pencil  or  pen  can  einr  do  juuicr  lo  ike  Kenny' 
ill  tlii'iiriniiyof  ^iluandDelviuarlii,  ilir  froniieriil. 
IflQe  of  Epjrua  and  Albania  fVoprr. 

On  Albania  and  ii'  inbabiiauts  I  am  nnwilling  m 
ilrieaiil.  herau«  Iliit  will  be  done  <o  nincU  bellrr  hv 
my  t|.|1o«-lin<ell«,  in  a  work  whicb  may  pnlialily 
jirvrcilo  lliit  in  puUicalion,  llnl  I  ai  lillJr  wi  ji  lo  follow 
ipntt  him.  I»tl  Minu'  few  obwna- 
lion*  are  neccwoiy  m  ibe  tcit. 

Tile  .\nuouM.  or  AlbanpM-,  stnuk  me  fiHTih^  by  ibcii- 
nw'mblanrc  lo  Ibe  lliclibn<tcr<,or  Kroiland.'indreit, 
fijjiuT,  ainl  miimier  of  livinu.  Tlieir  vny  inmiiiiain* 
•Hvmed  <:^ilr(biiiiaa,  Vwli  a  kinder  ellmnie.  Tbc  kill, 
ibqpgli  while;  Hie  iparr,  nniie  formi  their  dialect. 
Odiic  in  iM  uHind,  auil  ihrir  bardy  babiii,  all  carriol 
ini'  luirk  to  li^ea.  Sa  naliuii  nm  so  detemcd  and 
dreaded  liy  ibeirneicliboort an  Die  Albanrv :  tlieCneki 
binliy  reipinl  llieni  m  Cln^>.liaas  or  Ibr  Tnrki  ai  Hot- 
lenii :  and  in  ficl  ibey  an  a  miilnre  of  both,  and  >DnK- 
liinei  neilbrr.  Tbeir  lubiti  are  prrdaiory;  nil  are 
armed  (  and  tlic  red^^bawleil  Anwomi,  i|ie  MnnleDe- 
Crini,  Cbimarinin.  and  Gcedei,  are  ir«irlKTnn< ;  Ike 
otlierk  differ  •omi'whui  iu  garb,  and  eBteniially  in  eba- 
neler.  As  liru  my  iran  eiperienrr  goes,  1  rnn  Bpcik 
(aiourably.     t  wa.  aiimdnl  by  iwo,  au  tnlidrl  ami  ■ 


firerfi  cliTijy. 

When  pn-i 

Albanbns  wr 

leiided  <lepai 


bimxelf  ai  o-ual,  •nil  bond  lb, 
pas  a  w  bii  rcFuwd  to  luaiM  in  loi 
ifdiahiayii  f^iund  to  be  necr^ 
>d  any  iuHuence  vill.  ilie  Cogii 

eiiH  (ban  iIh'  lover  orden  of  ibe 

were  made  for  my  reium,  mi 


ilboi 


FiilbFnl 


imiefali 


wof  necin  al  ny  in 
1  away  lo  liii  qiunert 
I  for  Derriidi,  bnl  for 
nd  i  at  lati  be  entered, 
jmt  n>  Siguor  LogMliFli,  f,iilior  to  Ibe  o-devanl  Anclo- 
wii-nl  of  .\j|k.ns  and  unw  oilier  of  my  (Jrtek  ac- 
ini on  a  MHlden  daj<liwl  it  lo  ibe  pviind ;  ami  ila<pi>ig 
lis  band*,  vhieb  lie  raiwi  in  h»  forelieul,  ruilird  ogi 
oF  Ibe  mom  wepiuB  hilierly.  From  llui  momeoi  lo 
*  hour  i*  my  embarkalion,  lie  eonlinurd  hli  bmeii. 
itinns  and  all  our  efforts  lo  eonHile  liim  only  pro- 
need  lhi>  antmr.a  n'  ipimi,.  .  Mr  leniei  iar.>  Sig- 
w  IjiKoibeli,  wbo  never  11.111  before  fnr  any  Ibiac 
V.  I|ian  the  lou  of  a  |ara, '  melled ;  the  padre  of  Ihc 
'  itnrt— and  I  verily  be- 


e  lint  , 


-  Sterni 


liihcno- 
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Ii  ii  Hul,  Llui  on'lbc  diy  pn 

i?liilDi,  ADllniif  hud  Ihirleni  ki 

Mo[c  iG.  Slanti 


[n  uiul  wlk)  lad  il 
lid  liqir  stabbed  Iht  dog  jgur  acr- 
IfMJollKinDiimain^.-  So  llirafFiiiMpdcd, 
thill  An  borird  lie  never  I liora uglily  forgiie 
bil«w  Mlov  who  IwuHcl  liiiD. 
BCrilcd  in  (he  daim  oF  h'u  eonalry,  coaJK- 

hnaoly.ooilrwiuirBUDodprfuligilitT.  Ii  1> 

'^^«l  frtHli  Ihi  tliipid  nnnuiko.  Ihr  dull  nund- 

Ihc  Cf«k>,  oF  vhicta  our  Alfaeciaa  party  had 


llim  and  in  (nlunM.  »c  mw  lercUiHf 
II  ilflwil  by  Ihp  Inrreni!  belupcn  tkliin 
jabo.  Th»r  manner  of  tralkini;  l^lnily 
ml  iVk  •iriii  It  probably  ibe  rfFeci  of  ih> 
'tlcwk.  drpeiidLnfl  from  our  ihouldcr.  1 
I  nrmladi  ynu  of  ibe  Sportnm.  and  ilirit 
InaJtOfy  mrfir*  it  unqucniomble,    Tboufli 

^nul  iwr9anBni  ray  own  prrfeTred  ihf 
|iddle>,.«Uivb,  honcier,  ibey  eould  oe'cr  k«p. 
U(  Ihty  an  DDl  lo  be  subdued  by  hligu'- 


■  ■DdTnMgarnFnliiDfiirllHrrnuuliini.  Tli. 
to,  equally  blnitdy  tnA  CAn^iderable,  bu 
■  Fought  in  tho  (jalF  nF  Pnln> ;  here  III 


«... 

■ta,IMi*StnuNiiuni.     Fi 
im't  teap)  Sappho  ii  «i.J 


Accordiiig  10  PouqiKnlk  Ibf  Laki  of  ysnina;  hnl 
auqucville  -><.  alway.  out. 

Kolp  18.  Slann  il.ii. 


Fiio  ihouMod  SuUoin,  atnong  the  rocks  and  ii 
istle  of  SuK,  vilhHnod  3a,DDa  Albanuni  For  ei|[hterii 

'ontnl  Ihenr  were  lever^  arts  perfurmed  not  unvorrb 
if  the  better  d^ya  of  Crmv. 

Ths  conirni  and  lillage  of  Ziln  are  four  hourtjoii 
ii.y  fram  Jnonnina,  or  Tanina,  the  capilal  oF  lite  Vi 
-ballFk,  InlUenlleylherix'rKaiiimatlaDn^lheAelk^ 
-on)  llov",  and  not  hr  hnm  Zilia  Fornis  a  fine  emwcr. 
Tbe  Miuitiiu  Is pcrliapailie  6neM  in  Greece,  thougb  the 
ipproack  to  OelriiucLi  nnd  pans  of  Anmairia  aiid  M- 
ulii  maycnnlesl  ihepalin.  Driphi.  Panuisnu,  aod,  in 
llliea,  even  Cape  Caloniu  and  Port  Bapbii.  ore  very  in- 


1  add  ih 


InContl 


Koleir.  Staom  ilii. 


"J 
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viilo  ns  tli(!  Thames  at  Wc<ttinimter ;  at  least  in  the  opi* 
nion  of  the  author  and  hui  fello-«r-travcllrr,  Mr  Uob- 
hoiue.  In  the  summer  it  must  he  much  narrower.  It 
certainly  is  the  finest  river  in  the  Levant ;  neither  Ache- 
loiLs,  Alpheiis,  Acheron,  Scamander,  nor  Caysler,  ap- 
proached it  iu  breadth  or  beauty. 

Note  27.  Stanza  Ixvi. 

And  frllow-coantrymen  havo  iktood  aloof. 

Alluding  to  the  wreckers  of  Cornwall. 
Note  28.  Stanza  Ixxi. 

— — — — ihe  red  »ioe  rircling  fatt. 

Tlie  Albanian  Mussulmans  do  not  abstain  from  wine, 
and  indeed  very  few  of  the  others. 

Note  29.  Stanza  Ixxi. 

Each  Palikar  hi*  kabrc  from  bim  ratt. 

Palikar,  shortened  when  addressed  to  a  single  person, 
from  na^cxa/cr,  a  aenoral  name  for  a  soldier  amongst 
the  Greeks  and  Albanese  who  speak  Romaic — it  means 
properly  «  a  lad.  » 

Note  3o.  Stanza  Ixxii. 

While  ihut  in  coarert,  ate. 

As  a  specimen  of  the  Albanian  or  Amaout  dialect  of 
the  Illyric,  I  here  iasert  two  of  their  most  popular  choral 
songs,  which  arc  generally  chnunted  in  dancing  by  men 
or  women  indiscriminately.  The  first  words  are  merely 
a  kind  of  churns,  without  meaning,  like  some  in  our 
own  and  all  other  languages. 

Bo,  Ro,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Lo,  Lo,  I  come,  1  come; 


be  thou  silent. 

I  come,  I  run;  open  the 
door  that  I  may  enter. 

Open  the  door  by  halves, 
that  I  may  take  my  tur- 
ban. 

Cahriotes  >  with  the  dark 
eyes,  open  the  gate  that 
I  may  enter. 

Ix>,  lo,  I  4  ar  thee,  my 
soul. 

An  Arnaout  girl,  in  costly 
garb,  walks  with  grace- 
ful pride. 

Caliriot  maid  of  the  dark 
eyes,  give  me  a  kiss. 

If  I  have  kissed  thee,  what 
hast  thou  gained?  My 
soul  is  consumed  with 
fire. 

Dance  lightly,  more  gently, 
and  gently  still. 

Make  not  so  much  dast  to 
destroy  your  embroi- 
dered hose. 

Tlie  last  stanza  would  puzzl^  a  commentator:  the  men 
have  certainly  buskins  of  the  most  beautiful  texture, 
but  the  ladies  (to  whom  the  above  u  supposed  to  be  ad- 
dressed) have  nothing  under  their  little  yellow  boots 

*  The    Albaseta,    pantnilarly  ihc  womn,  art  frcqwtaily  tenaad 
•  Giliriotaa;*  for  what r  caaon  I  aa^nired  is  rain. 


Naciarura,  popuso. 

Naciarura  na  civin 
Ha  pe  uderini  ti  bin. 

Ha  pe  uderi  escrotini 
Ti  vin  ti  mar  servetini. 

Giliriote  me  surme 
Ea  ha  pe  pse  dua  tive. 

Buo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo,  Bo, 
Gi  egem  spirta  esimiro. 

Galiriote  vu  le  fundc 
Ede  vete  tunde  tunde. 

Galiriote  me  surme 
Ti  mi  put  e  poi  mi  le. 

Se  ti  puta  citi  mora 
Si  mi  ri  ni  veti  udo  gia. 


Va  le  ni  il  che  cadale 
(^lo  more,  more  celo. 

Plu  hari^  tirete 

Plu  huron  cia  pra  &eti. 


and  slippers  but  a  well-turned  and  nometiniM  very  white 
ancle.  The  Amaout  giris  are  much  haDdaomer  than  the 
Greeks,  and  their  dress  is  far  more  pictureaqiie.  Thtj 
preserve  their  shape  much  longer  also,  from  haa%  al- 
ways in  the  open  air.  It  is  to  be  obsanml  that  Ae 
Amaout  is  not  a  written  language;  the  words  of  tht« 
song,  therefore,  as  well  as  the  one  which  follows,  arr 
spelt  according  to  their  pronunciation.  Tbcy  are  copied 
by  one  who  speaks  and  understands  the  dialect  per- 
fectly, and  who  is  a  native  of  Atliensi 

I  am  woimded  bj  thy  kne, 
and  have  loved  but  to 
scorch  noyaelf.    ■ 

Thou  hast  consnmed  am! 
Ah,  maid!  iboa  hatt 
stmck  me  to  the  heart 

I  have  said  I  wrish  no  dow- 
ry, but  thine  eyes  and 
eye-lashes. 

The  accuraed  dowry  I  waot 
not,  but  thee  only. 

Give  me  thy  chfrms,  and 
let  the  portion  feed  the 
flames. 

I  have  loved  thee,  maid, 
with  a  sincere  soul,  boi 
thou  hast  left  meJike  a 
withered  tree. 

If  I  have  placed  my  haad 
on  thy  bosom,  wluilhave 
I  gained?  my  hand  is 
witlidravrn«  bat 
the  flame. 


I 


Ndi  sefda  tinde  ulavossa 
Vettimi  upri  vi  lo£n. 

Ah  vaisisso  mi  privi  lofse 
Si  mi  rini  mi  la  vosse. 

Uti  tasa  roba  stua 
Sitli  cvc  tulati  dua. 

Roba  stinori  ssidua 
Qn  mi  sini  vetti  dua. 

Qurmmi  dua  civileni 
Roba  ti  siarmi  tildi  eni. 

Utara  pisa  vaisisso  me  simi 

riu  ti  hapti 
Eli  mi  hire  a  piste  si  gui 

dendroi  tiltati. 

Udi  vura  udorini  udiri  ci- 

cova  citti  mora 
Udorini  talti  hollna  u  ede 

caimoni  mora. 


I  believe  the  two  last  stanzas,  as  they  arc  in  a  diffier- 
ent  measure,  ought  to  belong  to  another  ballad.  An 
idea  something  similar  to  the  thought  in  the  last  fines 
was  expressed  by  Socrates,  whose  arm  having  come  in 
contact  with  one  of  his  k vTr^xsATTioc,  >»  Critobulus 
jorClcobuius,  the  philosopher  complained  of  a  shooting 
pain  as  fur  as  his  shoulder  for  som6  days  after,  and 
therefore  very  properly  resolved  to  teach  his  disciples 
in  future  without  touching  tlicm.  . 

Note  3i.  Song,  stanza  1. 

Tkrabonrgi!  Tanboargi!  t by 'la ran  afar,  ate. 

Tliese  stanzas  are  partly  taken  from  different  Alba- 
nese songs,  as  far  as  I  was  able  to  make  them  oat  by 

the  exposition  of  the  Albanese  in  Romaic  and  Italian. 

■ 
Note  33.  Song,  stanza  8. 

RnDCBibrr  ihe  mamenl  when  PrevUa  fell. 

It  was  taken  by  storm  from  the  French. 
Note  33.  Stanza  Ixxiii. 

Fair  Gr««cc  !  aad  ralic  of  departed  worth,  atcw 

Some  thoughts  on  this  subject  will  be  fbnnd  in  the 
subjoined  papers. 

Note  34.  Stanza  Ixxiv. 

Spirit  of  freedom  !  when  on  PhyU'a  brow 
Thou  Mi'ai  with  Ihraaybuiiia  aad  bia  traia. 

Phyle,  which  commands  a  beautiful  view  of  Athens, 
has  still  considerable  remains ;  it  was  seised  by  Tbra^- 
bulus  previous  to  the  expuUion  of  the  Thirty. 
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Sow  js.  Sums  lii.> 
Wbcn  Ukr^  bf  ibt  Uiius  aud  n 


plaui  of  Mmlfaan  was  ofCcnd  lo  iue  For  hIc  i 
ilw  BIB  aFiiitHD  (IwiiuDil  pidlTM,  abgul  aioa  huo- 
ilnd  penuU :    AJu! — ■  EipciKie — quai  U^i  in  ducr 

im  morel  ii  could  mrcc))  lun:  felclied  lot  if  mid  by 

PAPEHS  HEFERHEn  TO  BY  NOTE  33, 

I. 

•rfcrc  1  mj  anr  Ihinn  about  a  cily  of  uliich  ucry 

•«K(l>ia(,  [  will  irquai  His  Owfiuihi.  wlicn  >he  ncil 
borron  u  Albanian  becoina  for  b«-  four  raluinn,  lo 
iiatc  lb<  gooduiai  in  nurry  bcr  lo  lonKbadir  cbstf  of 
a  Scnilmnp  thU  a  •  Diidar  Aga  •  (•)»  by  tbe  by  i> 
tiM  aa  Ago),  llie  imui  impoUte  of  pMIy  affinn,  ibr 
RmilHl  pinm  of  Inrcmj  Ailicni  eisr  la*  (cicrpi  Lord 
L.\  aod  ihc  unwnnhT  occupant  of  tka  Acropolin,  on  a 
IwBdHHiM  ■nniial  (tipcnd  of  ijo  piaum  (eighlpoundi 
■urKoff),  nul  of  shjrii  bt  bii  on^  to  paif  iiia  gimun. 
■  Iw  moM  ill-ngulal«l  corpn  in  liw  illw^lalrd  Otlo- 
nuin  Eapiic  I  ipiMk  il  wndwiy.  f«ing  I  m  oner 
Iha  cauH  of  the  huiband  of  .Id*  of  Alheof  OHHy 
•uffrrinigibebauinada^and  brnuic  Ibr  >a>d  •  Diidar > 
••  a  lurbuJc-nl  liiubanil.  and  bcsh  hi*  iriFo,  >o  itut  I 
rilmrl  and  bcvpcb  Miu  Owenioa  lo  lus  firr  a  fepanlc 


•  Ida.. 


""B  p™ 


rloudf  day'  i>  au  i|[rmhlr  nriiy.  In  Spain.  Portugal, 
nnd  cnry  pan  of  ihc  EaiU  whidi  I  liiilnl.  cMCpl  hnia 
and  Antra,  t  pcmiinl  oo  incli  wpawity  of  climate 
In  our  own;  and  at  CmMuiliDapk.  ■lure  1  poKid 
Hay,  iuDF,  and  panof  July  ('Hio^Tuu  luigbl  ■damo 
OlFClimata,  aadcomphiD  uf  iplna,-  <i<c  dayi  out  of 

Tbe  air  of  lh<-  Mores  ii  heory  and  UDcholcuine,  bul 
the  momnil  you  pan  iIir  iilbniiu  io  tiM  direction  of 
Hrgara  the  cluBgE  i)  nrikiiiely  pcreeplible.  Bui  1  fmr 
Haiod  will  Hill  be  found  eormrl  in  liii  deicriplion  of 

Wc  found  al  Lindia  an  xripnt  fun  •  in  a  Cnek 
l«<hnp.  of  alt  Irre-lhinkm!  Thu  wonliT  bypqcrile 
rjillied  bis  n«n  reliRion  villi  great lairepidity  ^huG  nu 
la-fnre  hi>  flocli).  and  talked  of  >  nuiM  a»  a  -™(lio. 
iieria.  •  Il  vat  iiupouiblE  to  ibink  beitrr  of  him  fi>r 
iliii :  but,  for  a  BiMiiaD.  Itr  vai  liriik  with  all  bi<  ab- 
lunlity.  Thii  plumomFnoa  (with  the  nceplloo  iadeed 
.>f  ThrUi,  ilif  rfmaim  of  Chmonea,  the  plain  of 
Hhn-a,  Orehomrnui,  Undia.  and  iu  nomnuil  dara  nf 
Tropbaniiu).  wai  tbe  only  remarkabLe  thing  tt  u« 
befora  "He  paf4ed  Monnl  Cilbierou- 

The  fountain  of  Brce  turn*  a  mill !  al  leoit,  my  com- 
paibon  (vbn.  roolvlng  La  be  at  once  cleatdy  atid  du- 


ll piiraii  lKf<>rT  vc  decided 

I  t»an||,  probubij  from  llie 
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Dr  Chandler. 
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moreglo 
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br  UeUn 

pom,  and  the  more  did.nl  M 

ounl  Aib«.  out 

h0U|^» 

uperior  in  <ra«nt. 

Tb«nl 

much  of 

be  beauty  of  Area 

ia,  but. 

eaeepi. 

|.hicb 

.inferior 

untry). 

and  the 

fromT 

ripoli... 

0   ArB«. 

Arcadu  1.99  iillle  to  recum 

beyond 

be  name 

»n,ihi....*, 

*.,-.T™«..«Kt, 

r  *.(... 

'irfil  could  inn  pu 

I  thi.  into  Ibc  IDO' 

ulh  of  none  but 

n  Ar#Te 

and(wi 

pok„n) 

nnldcierr 

e  tbe  epi. 

M.     And  if  the  P 

nlyoieea 

ofS«a- 

„:  .In  metMlt  .udilduo  liliora  campii. > dM aelually 
™r  both  thoret  in  cro«ini|  th.'  iiibmm  of  Ofciolli.  lie 


Athens,  ■■  laya  a  celehnted  topographer,  •  i 
,1  poliihed  eily  of  Crnce.*     Perbapt  it 

ece,  but  not  of  the  Greet.,- for  Joennin*.! 
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thi^ir  running;  and  the  lower  ordern  are  not  impro- 
periy  characterized  in  that  proTerb,  which  classes 
them  with  athc  Jew^  of  Halonica,  and  the  Turks  of 
the  Negropont.  M 

Among  tlie  various  foreigners  resident  in  Athenii, 
French,  Italians,  Cerraaas  Ragujtans  etc.,  there  wqs 
nevrr  a  difference  of  opinion  in  their  estimate  of  the 
Greek  cliaracter,  thougli  on  all  other  topics  they  dis- 
puted with  great  acrimony. 

M  Fauvel,  the  French  consul,  who  has  passed  thirty 
years  principally  at  Athens,  and  to  whose  talents  as  an 
artist,  and  manners  as  a  gentleman,  none  who  haW 
known  him  can  refuse  their  testimony,  has  frequently 
declared  in  my  hearing,  that  the  Greeks  do  not  desene 
to  be  emancipated ;  reaM>ning  on  the  grounds  of  their 
•(national  and  individual  depravity, »  while  he  forgot 
that  such  depravity  is  to  he  attributed  to  causes  which 
can  only  be  removt^l  by  the  measure  he  reprobates. 

H  Roque,  a  French  mercliant  of  respectability  long 
settled  in  Athens,  asserted  with  the  moi^t  amu»ing  gra- 
vity: «Sir,  they  are  the  same  canaille  tliat  existed  in 
the  days  of  Themistocle$!  n  an  alarming  remark  to  the 
u  Laudator  temporis*  acti.  n  The  ancients  l>anished  Tho- 
mistocles;  the  modems  cheat  Monsieur  Roque:  thus 
great  men  have  ever  been  treated ! 

In  short,  all  the  Franks  who  are  fixtures,  and  most 
of  the  Englishmen,  Germans,  Danes,  etc.  of  passage, 
came  over  by  degrees  to  their  opinion,  on  much  the 
same  grounds  that  a  Turk  in  England  would  condemn 
the  nation  by  wholesale,  because  he  was  wronged  by 
his  lacquey,  and  overcharged  by  his  washerwoman. 

Certainly  it  was  not  a  little  staggering  when  the 
Sieurs  Fauvel  and  Lusicri,  the  two  greatest  demagogue's 
of  the  day,  who  divide  betweeu  them  the  power  of 
Pericles  and  the  popularity  of  Clron,  and  pn/xle  the 
poor  Waywode  with  perpetual  differences,  agreed  in 
the  utter  condemnation,  « nulla  virtute  redemtum, » 
of  the  Greeks  in  general,  and  of  the  Athenians  in  par- 
ticular. 

For  my  own  humble  opinion,  I  am  loth  to  hazard  it, 
knowing,  as  I  do,  (hat  there  be  now  in  MS.  no  less 
than  five  tours  of  the  first  magnitude  and  of  the  most 
threatening  aspect,  all  in  typographical  arraVf  by  per- 
sons of  wit,  and  honour,  and  regular  coinmoii-place 
books :  but,  if  I  may  mj  this  without  offence,  it  seems 
to  me  rather  hard  to  declare  so  positively  and  pertina- 
ciouslv,  as  nhnost  everv  body  has  declared,  that  the 
Greeks,  because  they  an»  very  bad,  will  never  be  better. 

Eton  and  Sonnini  have  led  us  astray  by  their  pane- 
gyrics and  projects ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  de  Pauw 
and  Thornton  liave  debased  the  Greeks  beyond  their 
demerits. 

The  Greeks  will  never  be  independent;  they  will 
never  be  sovereigns  as  heretofore,  and  God  forbid  they 
ever  should!  but  they  may  lie  subjects  without  being 
slaves.  Our  colonies  are  not  independent,  but  they 
are  free  ^nd  industrious,  aud  such  may  Greece  be 
here;iftcr. 

At  present,  like  the  Citholics  of  Ireland,,  and  the 
Jews  (hrougliout  the  vtorld,  and  such  other  cudgelle<i 
and  hetemdot  people,  they  suffer  all  the  monil  and 
physical  ills  (hat  can  afllict  humanity.  Their  life  is  a 
struggle  against  truth;  (hey  are  vicious  in  their  own 
defence.  Thry  are  so  unused  to  kindness,  that  when 
they  occa<iion.illy  in:?et  vkilh  i(  they  look  upon  it  with 
iiuspicion,  as  a  dog  often  beaten  snaps  at  yoiu*  lingers 


f  you  attempt  to  caress  him.  «They  are  nngrateful, 
notorioasly,  abominably  ungrateful!  » — this  is  the  fit- 
neral  cry.  Now,  in  the  name  of  Nemesis!  for  what 
are  they  to  be  grateful?  Where  is  the' human  being 
tliat  ever  conftTred  a  benefit  on  Greek  or  Greeks! 
Tliey  are  to  be  grateful  to  the  Turks  for  tlicir  fietten, 
and  to  the  Franks  for  tlieir  broken  promises  and  lying 
couusels.  They  arc  to  be  grateful  to  the  artist  who 
engraves  their  ruins,  and  to  the  antiquary  who  carriei 
them  away  :  to  tlie  traveller  whose  janissary  flofi 
them,  and  to  the  scribbler  whose  journal  abuses  them  I 
Tills  is  the  amoimt  of  their  obligations  to  fbreignen. 


II. 


Franciscan  Convent^  J Aens^  January  a3,  1811. 

Amongst  the  remnants  of  the  barbarous  policy  of  the  j 
earlier  ages,  are  the  traces  of  bondage  wl&ich  yet  exM  \ 
in  different  countries ;  whose  inliabitauts,  however  di- 
vided in  religion  and  manners,  almost  all  agree  in  op- 
pression. 

The  English  have  at  last  compassionated  their  ne- 
groes, and,  under  a  less  bigoted  government,  may  pro- 
bably one  day  release  their  Catholic  bretluren ;  bat  the 
interposition  of  foreigners  alone  can  emancipate  the 
(irei'ks,  ^ho,  otlierwi>e,  ap|)ear  to  have  as  small  a 
chance  of  redemption  from  the  Turks,  as  the  Jews  have 
from  mankind  in  general. 

Of  the  ancient  Greeks  we  know  more  than  enough; 
at  least  the  younger  men  of  Europe  devote  much  of 
(heir  time  to  the  study  of  (he  Greek  writers  and  history, 
which  would  be  more  usefully  spent  in  mastering 
their  own.  Of  the  moderns,  we  are  perhaps  more 
neglectful  than  they  deserve ;  and  while  every  man  of 
any  pretensions  to  learning  is  tiring  out  his  yonlh,  and 
often  his  age,  in  the  study  of  the  language  and  of  the 
harangues  of  the  Athenian  demagogues  in  favour  of 
freedom,  (he  real  or  supposed  descendants  of  thew 
sturdy  repiiblieans  are  left  to  the  actual  tyranny  of 
their  masters,  although  a  very  slight  effort  is  required 
to  strike  off  their  cliains. 

To  talk,  as  the  Greeks  themselves  do,  of  their  rising 
again  to  their  pristine  superioritv.  would  be  ridiculous; 
as  the  rest  of  the  world  must  resume  its  barbarism,  after 
re-as*cr(ing  the  sovereignty  of  Greece :  but  there  *reins 
to  be  no  very  great  ob<4tacle,  except  in  the  apathy  of  the 
Franks,  to  their  btfcoming  an  useful  dependency,  or 
even  a  free  state  with  a  proper  guarantee; — under  cor- 
rection, however,  be  it  spoken,  for  many  and  well-in- 
formed men  doubt  the  practicabiHty  even  of  this. 

The  Greeks  have  never  lost  their  hope,  though  they 
arc  now  more  divided  in  opiniim  on  tlie  subjtKt  of  their 
probable  deliverers.  Reli(;ion  recommends  the  Russians; 
l>ut  they  have  twice  been  deceived  and  abandoned  by 
that  power,  aufl  the  dreadful  lesson  they  received  after 
the  Muscovite  desertion  in  the  Morea  has  never  been  for- 
gotten. Tlie  French  they  dishke;  although  the  subju- 
gation of  the  rest  of  Europe  will,  probably,  be  attended 
by  the  deliverance  of  continental  Gnvce.  The  islanders 
look  to  the  English  fur  succour,  as  they  have  very  lately 
possessi>d  thcm!«elves  of  the  Ionian  republic,  Corfu  ex- 
cepted. But  whoever  appear  with  arms  in  their  liaiuLs 
vill  he  welronie;  and  vlien  that  day  arrivi^k,  Heaven 
have  merry  on  the  Ottoinaas;  they  cannot  expect  it 
from  the  (jiaours. 

But  in!>t<>ud  of  considering  what  they  have  been,  and 
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And  IM*  II  »  impMuhlr  ID  rMODcile  Uie  coalnrwr; 
'  upininBi :  HIM.  pirlltularly  lbs  mrKlunu.  dEirryini! 
ic  Civrki  in  llli  •Iroognl  [uu(|<n|{E!  Dlhm,  grnnnllj 
mtrllm.  iHrninu  iwrioitu  in  lh«r  Fiirnf^.  -■•nA  pdbKih' 


■me,  ohiikcin 
oi.  ihu  the  (U 

h»e 

alll« 

tflKI 
IKU 

on  Ibrir  prejMii 
n  Ihe  fulun  fbr- 

tli« 

•  at  Ka||ti4 
ll«r.h-Bi 

ohre 

>DMlK 

rmtlhcBllie 

.lUllwillECDI 

ol.i.yb«dT,. 

oiu  ItuB  (itbar,  buildi  ■  Gmk  f«iUK  on  s  KiiBlaii 
faandnlian,  niid  miiiH  (no  papn-)  ill  the  cbimenii  of 
^diariiK  It.  At  ID  Iht  (loMloa  of  ibrir  d»cnil,  «faal 
Aa  ii  impDfi  vbarhcr  ihv  UHinom  qrr  ih^  HdaiI  Li- 

M  tht  ben  of  Hymvlliu,  or  ■■  llir  gnHhoppfn,  to 
wliKta  thrir  imn  likmrit  ilipnwlTtt!    Wliit  Kngliib- 

I  um  if  br  b>  of  1  Diaiih,  Suoo,  Honun,  ar 
Trnjun  hlooJ  I  or  who.  nicFfii  ■  Wdcbmin,  u  nfllietnl 

k  ■  d«Mw  of  btinf  dMn^iird  tnm  draetiieiB? 

hr  poor  Rntbt  dn  ool  «>  muFbilioKiid  in  ihe  gnoi 
ihiBfo  nf  ihit  vnrM.  ■<  tn  n-n'Ipr  cm  ihrir  elaiou  lo 


tlE  I^H«:  wbit,  •nhcn  hr  niwrH  ihal  Ibr  Britiar 
bmd  nf  harm  i>  min«l  by  KpunnrlUf.  nnrl  ibm  fbe 
StMiiuB  urtv  townnli  in  lh»  fislil,  h«niy>  in  ( 
ImmMtti  uf  Eiigliih  honn  unci  Spmm  mrn.  tlii 
pliiliwipliicalobitmlinuiK- kairnmuib  bennr'  ' 
>  ih«  lillc  of  •  |>n«lical.>     ll  coald  nol  bt  np«t«l 

Elcbnitd  tn<litulion  of  Ibc  incital,  tbfttild  htn 
mercy  on  ihr  modeia  Cirrkt:  iihI  it  fortiinalrly  bnp- 
Ibal  llw  •bnardily  of  hii  hypolhnin  on  IhiHr  fm- 


roapw.  ihr  vorki  of  MmnTlioninn  ind  De  Piui 

on  Ibc  olbn.  Mr  Tborainn  cDnrriieii  himirif  Ib  lut 
cUim*  lo  public  eonfidnifft  fram  ■  fourlrrn  yr-rin  rr- 
dnwe  HI  K>n ;  ppTbnpt  h?  miy  an  ilie  tuhjecl  at  111 
Tnrkx,  but  Ibi*  I'ln  jiyc  bi«iHD  monr  inrinht  into  ib 

yeintprDi  in  WMpping,  imoihiiof  ihe  Wpitcm  Hijl 


Tbr  firrel.  of  CamI 
Mr  Tbomioii  diii  not  < 
ihui  bia  brolher  raen'l 


..cinFAnul;  an.' 

s  Uie  Cnldcn  »i 

n  bb  idfamui 


I  nf  ibHi 


■ctTdUy  hrflnJ  Of»  of  Ihnr  f^nfJi 

liiite  frtwnl  intennurv  -wiih  the  viiy, 

himMir,  nith  na  air  of  irinmpb,  iliai  he  bad  been  bui 

four  Ubo  «i  Cunoanlinnple  in  m%  many  yeiin. 

At  in  Ur  Tbamlon't  loyagn  iu  ibc  lUick  Sea  ' 
Cmk  HMcli,  (hey  (aieliim  ihauDieidnaf  Cmi 

Gretl  boOK.     Dpon  "hiit  (rounds  thri 
^W  A*  riflil  af  cemtirnming  by  vbob 


Ibo  Tnrtu,  ho  yl  rrc« 

■r  (n  him  uiiiihnrlly  on  th 

nreeka,  ami  lprm>,  him 

JlfThominnie^itfer 

Tbc  bet  i..  w,  arr 

rplonhly  in  wamoFlnfonnQ 

lionanlbiiubjcefoflli 

Cmk..  and  in  particular  thei 

nrenlure;  nor  U  (here  1 

nale  or  their  i»Upend. 

nay  he.  ll 


ficially  of 


Lcli 


u  Inut.  Ibn,  Ihal  in  f|Hle  nf  the   propber 
ihic  hnp*  nf  rbp  redrmpiinn  nf  ■  ran-  nf 


Some  lime'aflrr  my  n'lam  from  Caiuianiiunplc 
Ibii  ciiy  I  rtceiiidjhe  ihirty-Gnl  numbir  dF  tlic  Kil 
huTBh  Review  u  ■  Breal  fiiYOur,  mul  frtlmiilif  ni  ll 

Eneiiih  Frignie  off  Salumii.     In  ibii  number,  An. 

ibnr  Ire  Inirnduced  aimt  nniarka  nn  Iho  mwlcni 
Grrelu  and  their  Uiersiure.  with  a  ihon  armuni 

remarks  I  mean  to  BmuBd  a  (IrT  ob«n>tiDDi,  ai 
Ihe  spot  where  I  oow  wrile  *iil,  I  hope,  be  nifhcie 
eiduse  for  iiiiroilueinj  ihem  la  a  »nrk  in  tamn  Jegr 
CDonrelcd  with  Ibe  lubjecl.  Cony,  llie  mu>t  eelebnileil 
nF  liiiOE  Gnekt,  il  Itatl  among  Ibe  Fniuki^  wu 


<t  ■<»«<••  milim^..  »1  nM  '•'nVT'*' ■•■■■  " '."* 


r 
I 
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iqIl.  iDCDmi-lly],  uil,  bviidu  ilie  irui»Jari<iii  > 
■Hi  iwI  olber  vnrlu  mmlajied  hy  dur  minvi 
|»bli.b«l  I  U-iicon  in  Baimic  and  ¥noeb,  H 
.  inui  ilH  uiiiniuCB  at  Hine  Didi^  Invpltf 
laldy  trriied  fnim  Furu;  biu  llw  Uilnt  ar  kcvc  >« 
in  Frrncb  anil  Gnck  i>  thai  of  (Infltiry  )tulik< 
I,'  CoRT  *•"  rw<Btl<r  ben  innlinliii  m  unpin 
EonmifcnT  *ilb  H  Gall,>i  PiriMrironinicnuti 


of  lh>  rndilHle  baving  avunled  bin  llu 
for  hit  nniiiii  of  llippaerala  'nfjcl  jAcraiv,! 
Ic  111*  dilpBnitrniMil.  moA  »nK(|imilly  HiiploituH, 
e  laid  Giil.  To  bis  eifrtiaiB  litmry  and  palriiKlc 
1  pniw  i>  undoabudly  due,  bul  ■  pan  of  tkal 
e  Augbl  DOI  10  be  vitbhdd  tram  IIif  Iva  brMbsn 
Doda  (mercbipti  tetlkd  in  Ltghoro).  vho  kbI 
lo  Paris. jind  tniuiulanl  him.  far  llie  rlfrm 

em  reirtrcbH  o'  hiicoiuLrfraea.  Corny,  b<>v*vtr, 
W  cDosidfKd  by  bit  Founrryraca  equil  In  «>mc 
'  '  I  tlie  cvo  lul  rcnruriu:  mgre  paniculiriy 


.  »F  ««! 


PiDigioIH  Kodribu,  ihr  tr 
■Dd  KimuiHt,  who  muIiuhI 
lb>  Unirrrw  iols  French,  Cliri 
puticulailf  Pulida,  sboiD  I  ha 
in  higb  repuli 


ii,  Ihit  Nrlrlidi  li 
i1  Hiilofy,  «o 


d  *iib  i 


nono  111 


Tbi  lii>lH 

avark  on  •  True  Hupp invM,- drdiulrd  laCalberine  II. 
Dal  Polj^iois  nha  is  suited  kf  Ihe  rrvieaer  lo  be  ihe 
only  iDodera  cirepi  Cnray  irbn  hjis  distinguished  him- 
•eJf  by  ■  knovledfie  oE  Hellenk,  iF  he  be  the  Potpolt 
IjimpaDiliiotei  of  Ttiuni,  who  bai  pnblltbed  a  Dum- 

rluD  an  iliDeranl  lender  of  boaki ;  ailb  Ibe  conlenu 
nF  which  be  bad  no  cmieera  Leyand  bis  name  no  ihe 
lille-pige,  placed  Iberr  id  srcure  bis  properly  in  Ibe 

luteofscholailieaaiuinrmenla.  As  ihe  name,  ho*eicf, 

ibe  Epitdes  b[  Ariitawf-lus. 

blackade  has  elnsed  ibr  Few  ihnnneU  ibrongh  which 
Grcctt  received  Ihrir  publics  lions,  parlicularly 
H  ind  Trieiie.  Eien  Ibe  common  gramnian  For 
ren  ire  become  too  deiir  for  the  lowe^.  orders, 
n)[«  their  orifrinal  works  the  OoRniphy  nf  Mele- 
Archbithnp  uF  Athena,  and  a  mnlliluJe  oF  Illeg- 
al quanos  and  poelicnl  pampblcf«,  are  lo  be  mel 
:  tbcir  cmmnun  and  leiiconi  of  Iwo,  iliree,  sod 
laoguae«,  are  numerous  and  eicclleol.    Tteir  poe- 

ti)  i>  in  rhyme.    The  moil  tlnguUr  piece  I  haie  Itlely 


merclum,  jindCa|jiaRiich<(orpninaii-).  in  -i<. .-'....... 

ilicir pretcBI  deijcncmcy.  Their  snoe*  ."•  !u.iki.«-. 
prelly  and  pathetic,  buliluinaneai^eacnUy  <iuplc4>u^  . 
loibecarofaKraali.:  iha  beit  Is    '      ' 


uuble.  Fur  priming  in  limdna  ■  iraoil 

irtuuiiy,  udna  lie  diiputclm  iIk  MS.  u 
K  black  Sea  and  Duiubc. 


ic  mean.  Cidnme.,  or,  in  Tuckixh,  Unin 
diuknU  and  three  profctaora,  ihliU  eai*tK 


ligalioD,  and  Ihepaymem  nf  wme  poni^tn  rhe  DiiH. 
ii  hai  been  permilled  ID  eoniuiue.  The  pruieifSi  f(0- 
Feiur,  named  Veai*inin(i.e.'Deajaiiun).  iaiUMdlaW 


m,  andsonaeFr«iiklai4iUBgci»  bqideia 
Thouiiii  il  11  not  my  inlcnilou  lo  ent 


Greek.  >Mnr.HuguUr.  s 


1  ibe  day  whan  ii  chanied  uiusKn,  ■>  DiMy  bm  rf 
I  feel  BDd  upwardi  alio  (lie  hournF  pniap>n(|i  Wl 


o  for  Ibe  puriBcai 
DureUin 


a  plan,  •  laa  hli'eve.*  by  f< 


'a  pracnre  any  1M 
ila  eiittwcc.  There  waaan  academy 
for  ibe  Cncki ;  but  ii  wu  luppretied  by  Pnal,  wid  bu^ 

TbereisaillpoF  ibepen,aDdiiiMnDolybeailipiiFilii 
pen,  in  p.  SB,  So.  lui,  of  Ihqjulinhuinh  Rene*,  wlien 
ibue  wordi  occur!— ■■  We  arelnhl  Ihil  when  llie  apt- 
lal  oF  tlie  iuail  jiehled  lo  IM/imii  •■ — It  may  be  pi*- 
■umed  Ibal  this  liil  word  will,  in  a  Eulllre  edilion,  be 
altered  loMnlumel  II.'  The  •  Udiea  oF  CooHauIiM^lt^ 
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0^] 


ui  ilwi  ftnai  rpulu  •  ilinlwi,  -  irhidi  vnuld 
riUgriKiid  IliPlipiaf  u  AllKoiaa.i-  I  iki  aa[ 
>  iliit  Biighl  br,  Ihk  hib  lorrr  In  My  Ih*  ladin 
1.  MUl  Lite  AthnuiB*  in  pirLiimJar,  jirv  much 
txiug  fur  frdio  di*Hcv  tfilbvr  mi  iliiiu  dblm  ur 
lu,  b  the  wtipiia  Aule  t%ct  uv  liarbaruiii  lo  a 


.fi  A9i;«Tr^«';z*P" 

In  Gibbrifl.  inL  L  p.  I  til.  k  thfl  rnUowinB  ACDteon?:- 
-•  TUctnlgirdinlcrlnf  Iliecity  w«|rroni»d  bairliaroB 


>inpwu< 


loCituch 


oiun  anKltd  la  copy  ibc  purily  of  lUe  Atlie  Din 
VTIumcf  fiuy  be  Dtenol  on  ilkCiQbjfci,  it  i«  dil 
lo  cudCTlw  thql  UiB  '  bidiei  of  CoiitLanliEiopLF,*  i 
tEign  ef  Ihl  ]*«  CB»r,  ipokc  1  purer  iliikcl  Ilian 

■Iibuuefa  111*  priBUHyium'  ii/iv  aKPihD£  Atti 
^usgn.     In  Uw  Fa»l,  niul  ia  Vinliui.  the  bnt  Cmk 
■I  ifHikni ;  in  Ibe  taliH-  llmre  »  i  UDUruhiQH  ichon 

TlMTe  i>  no»  in  Alhrni  ■  pnpil  of  pMlidii'ii,  whn  e 

of  nHKi  coUeffH.  I  mrDiinn  Ibit  «b  a  proof  rlim  fhi 
tpiril  of  Haquiry  Ls  not  JoniHilL  ■DUia^tl  Ihd  GlvrkL 
Tbs  rrTMVcr  lUBliiHu  At  IVnghl,  1h«  lulbor  of  Ibi 
bnuiiful  poem  •Hon  lanicc.- HqinJifiHl  loei'erk' 
Hib  of  Ihae  nomiiHl  RooiiiH  nut  de^aml*  Gmlu, 
■wl  alw  of  their  l(nKi»(|r :  but  Mr  Wright,  tbougli 

Iwilnlnillw  Albanian  ilinlrFI  of  Ihf  Ilainalc  id  (ippniii 
mu  MWHI  la  Ibe  Hellenic:  fur  ihe  Albiniain  ipoil 


;up  in  it»  pn.i  and  pmcnl  jlole,  10  ■  purartni  (pnfje 

Durban  dooein  tnmj.  •!■»,  ii  ktiiii.  i<  In>  likely 
nrtentdiwl  the  aurieBI  Greek,  beeausr  he  n  perfrrt 
leroFUw  modern*  Thu  obtervBIrm  FbUbvih  pa- 
aph,  rrrnnimeodinu,  in  elplicil  termi,  ilie  iluily  nf 
RuKiiie,  a>  ■  ■  pmef  fill  iDilliary,'  not  only  lo  lUi- 
'ellerand  Foreifpi  nerchaut^  but  alia  lAfbp  claMraL 
)lar;  in  rJion,  tverery  bfidy  eieept  (he  only  pnon 
I  nil  be  iborougbly  angnaiiued  viih  1»  lant  and 
I  parity  of  ™«mioi!.  ouroldlan(Jii»(j»i>«njeinureil 
IF  probably  more  uttainable  by  i  foreijncn  ■  thai 


OUWivM 

<f 

V  1  ,m  inclined 

nib 

nk.  Ihal 

Dnirh 

»g«  (albeil  bin 

ueir 

of  Saiw 

blood) 

iddbeia 

hergiTco 

lb  or 

■  ithaui 

Bgn«- 

eilden 


opelen 


iptrtp,  knowledge  of  our  obioietr  idionu. 
We  mHT  ffive  (lie  critic  credit  ^r  hit  ingenuily,  bul  no 
more  beliete  him  Ihui  *e  da  Smollcil'tLiimibaBa.  vha 
maintniiu  Ibsl  the  pural  Engliih  U  ipokea  is  Edln- 
buF^h,  Tliat  Corny  may  err  it  rery  pooaible;  but  if  bp 
don,  the  fault  li,in  Ihe  man  rather  llian  inhia  malber 
foof^r,  vhkb  in,  as  it  ouubt  lo  be,  of  Ihe  fjrrateat  aid 
lo  the  oalive  atuilrut. — Here  Whe  revictcr  procecda  lo 
biuiDCH  on  Slraho'a  traiulsfon,  and  here  1  doK  mr 


Sir 

W 

DrumTT 

oDd,  MrflaniUloii 

Lonl  Aberdna 

r 

CJa 

ke 

p  Leake. 

Hr  Walpole,  aoi 

olhen  now 

InEogla 

d,  bare  a 

f. 

de 

aibol 

<hi^  fall. 

,  people. 

■n.e  few  obirrra 

a. 

■ha 

e  offered  I  .ho 

eft  where  I  nude 

beyond  Delviniehi  in  Albania  Prapei 

I  and  Tapajna  (beyond  whirb  I  d 

Ihey  apeak  wone  Greek  than  even  ihe  Albi^ 

tkH*  nngular  moumainrerj,  alioie  moihir  longi 
UlTric,  Hiiil  I  never  heard  ihem  or  iheir  counlrymen 
<wbom  I  bavp  icen,  noiouly  ai  home,  hot  lotlie amount 
ef  Iweaiy  tboumul  in  ihe  army  of  Veh  Paeba)  praiied 
far  ibcir  llmk,  bni  ofim  laughed  ai  for  ibeir  pratin- 
ebI  InAariniu. 

1  have  in  tny  po4(WLian  about  EweDLy-fi>e  lellers, 

-  -      -  ■    -  '--      «{wl-      - 


ice)  are  «aid  to  be  fa 


■hichrlH  hi  detpiu  of  me  In  touching  u| 
he  tJHabargh  Keiiew;  not  from  a  will 
be  Favour  of  it>  vriten,  or  (o  cancel  the 
if  a  ayllable  T  hai-e  foiAcriy  publiihed,  b 


with  a 


paniculurly 

ADDITIONAL 

Thcdiflicidti»nFli 


:  of  til 


<..  OS  THE  TCBES. 

iBinYuHteybire  been  mudi 
eiaglfeniicd,  or  rnlber  have  cooaidFnbly  dinilniahed  of 

kind  of  sullen  civility,  very  comhjrtihb^  to  voyagers 

If  ii  huardoDt  to  ny  much  nn  the  aubjed  of  Tnrka 
and  Turkey;  tince  it  la  poiAible  lo  lire^ amooGSf  them 
twenty  yean  withoui  acuninnB  infortaation,  at  lean 
from  ihtmielvo.  Ai  far  a>  my  own  •light  Mpcrientc 
carried  me  t  baie  Boeomplaini  to  make;  but  am  in- 
debted fur  mioy  cinliliei  (i  might  almoit  aay  for 
ffiendihip),  andmneh  hospitality,  lo  Ali  Pacha,  hiaaon 
VeliPicbaof  Ihe  Horea,  and  aevenlolben  of  high  rank 
in  the  prorioeca.     Snlcyiuan  Aga,  lale  Gotaraor  of 
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Alhcnst,  and  now  of  Tliebcfi,  wati  a  bon  vivaitC,  and  as 
social  a  bring  as  ever  sat  crofis-leffgcd  at  a  tray  or  a 
table.  During  the  carnival,  when  our  Engli«li  party 
were  mnM|uemdingf  both  hiinM-lf  nml  bi$  MicccKsorwcm 
more  happy  to  u  receive  ma!>k«  »  than  any  dowager  in 
Groiivcnor-sqiinre. 

On  one  occaHion  of  his  supping  at  I  lie  convent,  his 
friend  and  visitor,  the  Cadi  of  Thebes,  was  carried  from 
table  perfectly  qualified  for  any  club  in  Oirititcodora, 
while  the  worthy  Waywode  himself  triumphed  in  his 
fall. 

In  all  money  transactions  with  the  Moslems,  I  ever 
found  the  strictest  honour,  the  highest  disinterestedncii6. 
In  transacting  business  ikitli  them,  there  are  none  of 
thoM  dirty  pecubtions,  under  the  name  of  interest, 
differenceof  exchange,  commission,  etc.  etc.,  uniformly 
fouud  in  applying  to  a  Greek  consul  to  cash  bills,  even 
on  the  first  houses  in  Pera. 

With  regard  to  presents,  an  estabIi<>h(Hl  custom  in  the 
Ea>t,  you  will  rarely  find  yourself  a  loser;  as  one  worth 
acceptance  is  generally  returned  by  auotlicr  uf  similar 
value — a  horse  or  a  shawl. 

lu  the  capital  and  at  court  the  citizens  and  courtiers 
are  formed  in  the  same  school  with  those  of  Christia- 
nity,' hut  tliere  does  not  exist  a  more  honourable, 
friendly,  and  hi(;h-spirited  character  than  the  tmeTurk- 
ihh  provincial  Aga,  or  Moslem  country  gentleman.  It 
is  not  meant  here  to  designate  the  governors  of  towns, 
but  those  Agas  who,  by  a  kind  of  feudal  tenure,  pos- 
sess lands  and  lioases,  of  more  or  levs  extent,  in  Greece 
and  Asia  Minor. 

The  lower  orders  are  in  as  tolerable  discipline  as 
the  rabble  in  countries  wiih  gre.Her  prrtensioiLs  to 
civillxation.  A  Moslem,  ir  walking  the  streets  of  our 
country  towns,  would  be  more  iucommoiird  in  Eng- 
land than  a  Frank  in  a  similar  situation  in  Turkey. 
Regimentals  are  the  best  travelling  dress. 

The  b<>st  accounts  of  the  religion,  and  different  sects 
of  Islamisin,^may  be  foun<l  in  D'OIissou's  French ;  of 
their  manners,  etc.,  perlia|>s  in  Thorntun's  English.  The 
Ottomans,  with  all  their  defects,  are  not  a  people  to  be 
despised.  Equal,  at  If-asC.  to  the  Spaniards,  they  are  su|>e- 
rior  to  the  Portuguese.  If  it  be  difficult  to  pronounce 
what  they  are,  we  can  at  least  say  what  they  are  not: 
they  are  not  treacherous,  they  are  not  cow.inlly,  they 
do  not  bum  heretics,  they  are  not  assassins,  nor  has  an 
enemy  advancetl  to  their  capii^.  They  are  faithful  to 
their  sultan  till  he  becomes  unfit  to  govern,  and  devout 
to  their  Go<l  without  an  inquisition.  Wrrc  they  driven 
from  St  So])hia  to-morrow,  and  the  French  or  Russians 
enthroned  in  their  stead,  it  would  become  a  question, 
vihether  Europe  would  gain  by  the  ekchangr.  England 
would  certainly  be  the  loser. 

With  regard  to  that  ignorance  of  which  they  are  so 
generally,  and  sometimes  justly,  accused,  it  may  be 
doubted,  always  excepting  France  and  England,  in  what 
useful  points  of  knowledge  they  are  excelled  by  other 
imiions.  U  it  in  the  common  arts  of  Hfe  ?  In  their 
manufactures?  Is  a  Turkish  sabre  inferior  to  a  Toledo? 
or  is  a  Turk  worse  clothed  or  lodged,  or  fed  and 
taught,  than  a  Spaniard?  Are  their  Pachas  worse  <m1u- 
caied  than  a  Gramlee?  or  an  Effcudi  than  a  Knight  of 
St  Jago  ?     I  think  not. 

I  remember  Mahmout,  the  grandson  of  Ali  Pacha, 
asking  whether  my  fellow-traveller  and  myself  were  in 
the  upper  or  lower  House  of  Parliameut.     Now  this 


question  from  a  boy  of  ten  years  oU  proved  that  bi< 
education  liad  not  been  neglected.  It  may  be  doubttil 
if  an  English  boy  at  that  age  knows  fbe  difVi-mice  ef 
the  Divan  from  a  College  of  Dervisesi;  but  I  am  vm 
sure  a  Spaniard  docs  not.  How  liftlc  Mahmout,  rar- 
rounded,  as  he  had  been,  entirely  by,hls  Turkish  tatoi\ 
had  learned  tliat  there  was  such  a  thing  as  a  parlia- 
ment it  were  useless  to  conjecture,  unices  we  suppo^^ 
that  his  instructors  did  not  confine  his  studies  to  ihr 
Koran. 

In  all  the  mosques  there  are  scliooU  establisW 
which  are  very  regularly  attended ;  and  the  poor  art 
taught  without  tlie  ehareh  of  Turkey  being  put  into 
peril.  I  believe  the  system  is  not  yet  printeid  (thoa(^ 
there  is  such  a  thing  as  a  Turkish  preiw,  and  hnob 
printed  on  the  late  military  institution  of  the  y'mm 
Gedidd'i ;  nor  have  I  heard  whether  the  Mufti  and  the 
Mollas  have  subscril>e<l,  or  the  Cainiacam  and  t\>e 
Teflerdar  taken  ilie  alarm,  for  fear  the  ingennoui 
youth  of  the  turLtn  should  bo  taught  not  to  «  pray  to 
G«>d  their  way,»  The  Greeks,  also— a  kind  of  Eastern 
Irish  papists — have  a  college  of  their  own  at  Maynontb 
— nc,  at  llaivali ;  where  tlic  heterodox  receive  moch 
the  same  kind  of  countcuauce  from  the  Ottoman  a^ 
the  Citholic  college  from  the  Englisli  Icgi&latare.  Who 
Khali  then  affirm,  tliat  the  Turks  are  iguoraut  bigots 
when  they  thus  evince  the  exact  proportion  uf  Ckris- 
tian  charity  which  is  tolerated  in  tlie  most  profpenm* 
and  orthodox  of  all  possible  kingdoms?  But,  thoagh 
they  allow  all  thi!»,  they  will  not  suffer  tlae  Greeks  to 
jiarticipate  in  their  privileges:  no,  let  them  fight  their 
battles,  and  pay  I  heir  haratch  (taxes),  be  drubbed  in 
this  ^orld,  and  damned  iu  the  next.  And  shall  we 
then  emaucipiite  our  Irish  Helots?  Mahomet  forbid! 
We  bhould  then  be  bad  .Mussulmans,  and  worse  Chris- 
iiano ;  at  pre.-^ut  «e  unite  the  best  of  both — jcsuiiical 
faith,  and  something  qM.  much  inferior  to  Tni^ish 
tulirration. 


I 


APPENDIX. 


1 


Amongst  an  enslaved  people,  obliged  to  Jiave  recourse 
tv>  foreign  presses  even  for  iheir  books  of  reUgion,  it  is 
less  to  he  wondered  at  that  we  find  so  few  publications 
Oil  general  subjects  than  that  we  find  any  at  ail.  The 
whole  number  of  the  Greeks,  scattered  up  and  do^n 
the  Turkish  empire  and  elsewhere,  may  amount,  at 
most,  to  three  millions  ;  and  yet,  for  so  scanty  a  num- 
ber, it  is  impONsible  to  discover  auy  nation  with  so 
great  a  proportion  of  books  and  their  authors,  as  the 
Gix'eks  of  the  present  century,  uAy,»  but  say  the 
generous  advocates  of  oppression,  who,  while  tbev  as- 
sert the  igiior.iuec  of  the  Greeks,  wish  to  prevent  them 
from  dispelling  il,  «  ay,  hut  tlu-se  are  mostly,  if  not 
all,  eccleHiasiic.il  tracts,  and  couv^quently  goo«i  for  no- 
thiiig.n  Well!, and  pray  what  else  can  they  write 
about?  It  is  pleasant  enough  to  hear  a  Frank,  parti- 
cularly an  Eiiglishiiun,  who  may  abuse  the  govern- 
ment of  his  own  country;  or  a  Frenchman,  who  m.iy 
abuse  every  goveinmeut  except  his  own,  and  who  may 
range  at  will  over  every  philosophical,  religious,  scien- 
tific, sceptical,  or  moral  subject,  sneering  at  the  Greek 
legends.  A  Greek  niu*it  not  write  on  polities,  and  can- 
not touch  on  science  for  want  of  instruction;    if  he 
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nvM 


mrnt 


>Da,uMBonb,  itaokito  tbgrnrki!  ikerFw 
di  ltaia|s.  Wlul  ibcii  ii  \dl  bim,  if  he  bat  ■  Iim 
Tibbling  1  lULiuioo  und  holy  biotiraphy:  and  i[  u 
■Icnaagh'lhal  Ihav:  vlio  have  id  liille  Id  lliii  U(< 
d  look  la  Ihc  nul.  hit  no  gral -wDndcrihcn  lliii 

wany  of  vliom  ncre  burly  liiiDg,  nai 


,  fhu.( 


D  iba  I' 


Th( 


rofMrlcliiu'iEcdni 


I  LIST  OF  noMAIC  ACI 


]   10  St  Pirlcnliurg  Ibc  [nunraw  mck  on 
tatoruf  FcUrlJicGml  wdi  Gicdin  i^'ig. 

lODKanliiM  bat  poblisbed  h  faur-uin[[ucii 

linn  in  French,  lulUn,  iDil 


:if  e[c..  b«id«i  ^ 


aniaDf  hoi  puhlifbed.  iti  V 


PaiugiDlH  KodrUui.ai 


I  iniooiist  ilir  Cmki),  U,  tlnled  (o  be  a 


in  Farin,  in'balli  oF 


!  /itaoSifStptr.'  on  logic  and  phjtici, 
JohD  KanuniM,  ■  Byuntlw.  h»  I 
rcDch  Ocelliu  on  Ibe  Doitcnt.     He  ii 


GEEEK^WAR  SONG.- 
&Ef  TE  Ttiaiis  T&v'Elliluar', 


iilxiaia  ghd'f  lui/Jtva  i 
■nipa.  )*StT«  wvBijv ; 

Trv  iitTcilopov  (iTTelri, 
iitti  »ocSt<  itpi  nnvwi. 

Til  JrIk  ii  USUjUlv .  Mr. 
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3. 
Oirvov  M9*/ty9v,  ^Biiv ; 
aufifixxov  7ravrore(v)}y. 

rou  dbd/sd;  Inxi'jz/iiitou, 
foSifiou  xal  rp9ttg!ioltt. 

Ta  ^TiXa  de^  Xa^M/zisv ,  etc. 

4. 
O  ireu  c{;  ra;  Oc/5/io7ru>9Cc 

iriXf/*ov  auToj  xponX, 
xxl  Tou;  n^yoox;  dpav  j^fc 

xal  aOr&'j  xarax/saret. 
Mi  rptootoaious  oc\^pas, 

c{ff  T&  xivrpov  Tcpoxtuptif 
xal,  6ii  X^Mv  ^ufA'jtfAivoi^ 

€li  rb  alfuk  Twv  fiomeX. 

Tot  ^TrXa  fli;  Xce^/Af  V ,  etc. 


ROMAIC  EXTRACTS. 

PoMvof,  Ayy>0{,  xal  TaXXo;  xa/mvovrc;  tt^v  7re/onf}yy}9Cv 
rfis  EykdaSof,  xcd  pkino'^xig  rr,v  A$y^lxv  Tigyxara- 
oraatv,  tU6ivr,axv  xotrxp^fiva  Vpxubv  ftkiWri'^'at 
A«  va  /liBovv  riiv  alrixv,  /xrr*  xjrbv  Iva  fir,rpO' 
noklTTT'f,  ilroc.  Iva  j3>cc;f  ar«*jv ,  iTrecTa  Iva  Tzpotr/fun- 
T«vr^  xal  Iva  Tt/soerrfiTa. 

EItt^  /Aa;,  01  pt>tf»i]va,  7rfi>;  fipetf  t^j  vxXxBlxv 
xal  t;^v  Aj:aprr/6prj^ov  t6v  To'jpKWJ  TU/sawtav, 
7r6s  rat;  i^uXa?;  xal  uSptifioui  rod  atw,poSt9p.ixv 
•nxUciv,  TtxpSivuv,  yfjvGcuSiv  dtv^xourzo'i  ^Ooptlav, 
Aev  tloff  ivtlf  dn6yov3t  ir.shuv  tuv  EA).y}vaiv 
T&v  i>c'j9tf^v  xal  99p5iv  xxl  rCiv  fJcXsTrar/sto^uv, 
xal  TT&i  iwivot  6titi$winiov  yc«  rijv  iXtuSepixv 
xal  Tfid/9a  iael;  utt^xcit^c  c2;  t^ocsv  ru^avv/av, 
xal  7ro79v  yivoi  ea;  iael;  Irra^  fjrcufUvov 
t't  Tijv  aofis^j  iirwfjLtVf  tls  x*  Shi  ^xxouauivov 
TC&s  vOv  ixaraavfs^xrt  riiv  f^wrn/qv  LXXa^a. 
fiaBA !  (Uf  lv«  7x{)<i$pov,  (£»;  9X0Te(v:7V  Xa/ATta^v 
0/ui/>ef ,  ffXrart  VpCLtxij  »lni  fuxi  t^v  a2Wav, 

'    6  4>IAE'AAHN0Z. 
Poaaj-ayyXo-ycifXXoi,  £XX«;,  xal  o;ft  olXX^c, 

vuv  •j'c  d(9X(a ,  xal  elvaf'ta 
df  o\f  xpxi^S'*  ii  A/JixOia. 
Sa'  ^p.nopoif7xv  va  ngv  f y~v>5«| 
tout'  «i;  Ti  x**/^^"''  Ty.v  &o>r/9V9f. 
a;)7y]  OTSvst^st,  ?«  T/xva  x/s&.^ft, 
OTO  v«  TT/DoxiTTT^yv  oXa  Tt/SOOTi^et, 
xal  t6t*  iXTtt^fi  OTt  xipSiCtt 
cv//0flv  Ixelvo  TTOu  iqv  pXr//^;c. 
M«  oarti  ToX/«fj9«t  va  t>;v  {"jTrviffffii 
TTtiyti  tfr^v  icoTfjv  x^pif  Ttva  xpiaii*. 

The  obove  is  the  commencement  of  a  long  dramatic 
satire  on  the  Greek  priesthood,  princes,  and  {fcutry;  it 
is  contemptible  as  a  composition,  but  perhaps  curious 
as  a  specimen  of  their  rhyme ;  I  have  the  vholc  in  >1S. 


but  this  extract  will  be  found  sufficienL  The  Roimie 
in  this  composition  is  so  easy  as  to  reader  a  venioo  an 
insult  to  a  scholar;  but  thow  who  do  not  undemaBd 
tlic  original  will  excuse  the  following  bod  translatioB  of 
what  is  in  itself  indifferent. 

TRANSLATION. 

A  Russian,  Englishman,  and  Frenchman,  making  the 
tour  of  Greece,  and  observing  tlie  miserable  stati*  of 
the  country,  interrogate,  in  turn,  a'Greek  patriot/to 
learn  the  cau^e;  afterwards  an  Arclibisliop,  tbent 
Ylackbey,'  a  Merchant,  and  Cogia  Racbl  or  Primate. 

Thou  friend  of  iky  rnaairy !  10  Mraa^ffrt  rcconi 

^'liy  b«>ar  ye  tbe  yoW  of  tb«  Ocioajn  lord  t 

Vfhj  hear  ya  lhe«c  fetter*  ihaa  umeU  d>a|>Uy*d, 

The  wrong«  of  the  mairon,  the  tiripling,  oimI  huM  I 

The  de««-end«ni«  of  Hellat'a  race  arc  not  ye! 

Tbe  patriot  aoDs  of  tbe  lage  and  tbo  frrc, 

Tbu»  iprung  from  the  blood  of  tbe  afbU  sail  kravc. 

To  *i|i  ly  esiu  ai  the  Mu«Milm«n  slave  ! 

Not  iiirb  were  the  faibrrt  yonr  ann  la  ras  ItoaM, 

lA'bo  cflsqaer'd  and  died  for  iho  freodMS  yoa  li.act 

Notiuib  wa«  your  land  in  her  earlier  l|pur. 

The  day-«t«r  of  luiioot  in  »i»dt>in  and  pover! 

And   Mill  will  you  ibnt  onreakiing  inrreaie. 

Oh  shameful  dishonour !  the  darkneM  of  Grace*  t 

Then  tell  •«,  beloved  AcUrnn !  ravral 

Tb«  cansn  of  tbn  voe«  which  yon  cannot  coacnnl. 

• 

The  reply  of  the  Philellenist  I  have  not  translated,  as 
it  is  no  better  than  the  question  of  the  travelling  trium- 
virate; and  the  above  will  sufficiently  show  with  what 
kind  of  composition  the  Greeks  are  now  satisfied.  I 
trust  I  liave  uot  much  injured  the  original  in  the  few 
lines  given  as  faithfully,  and  as  near  the  «  Oil,  Miss  lUi- 
Jey !  unfortunate  Hiss  Dailey  !m  measure  of  the  Romaic, 
as  I  could  make  them.  Almost  all  their  pieces,  above 
a  song,  which  aspire  to  the  name  of  poetry,  contain 
exactly  tlie  quantity  of  feet  of 

•  A  captain  bold  of  H^lif^s  who  lived  in  ceontry  qiurtan** 

which  is,  in  fact,  the  present  heroic  couplet  of  the  Ro- 
maic. 


SCENE  FROM    O]  KA*ENE2. 

TRANSLATED   FROM   THE   ITALIAN   OF  OOLDONI    mr 
8PIRIDON    VLANTI. 

ZKHNU  Kl". 

riAATZIAA  eli  r^v  Trdprcc*  rot  ;|fav(oO,  kxI  ec 
s^uOiv. 

riAA.  i    Siil  ATzb   rb  nxpoAjpt  /liO  ipAwi  va 

Axoiia'a  rij'j  yjwvy^vTOu  A^f^p6i  fiow  aev  cijrbi  tlvat  iwi, 
ip$cc9x  ae  xatc^v  vdc  rov  ftvT/sorrtvffOJ.  [Ey-/a'vcc{va; 
^aOXoff  Anb  rb  ipyxrcT^pi.]  (loXixK/st,  tt/s  /ao'j,  «  rra- 
paxcO.&^  notoi  sivat  Utl  lU  ix«  vay;  roi/i  evrAois; 

AOrv.  fpsii  ypr,yi;j.^t  v.vopsg.  Eva;  i  xv/9  Evyi' 
VC95,  ioXXoj  ixv/9  Mii/STtos  N£a;ToX(Tav9;,xal6T/otT0« 
b  Kup  KovTt  Arfavd)c9;  ApCivrr,;. 

HAA.  Av^/Afaa  di  a/roO;  (Tsv  c(*vac  6  ^Xs^vco;, 
oev  0/x'«i;  ofv  «XX%$'sv  Svo wa. 

AEA.  Na  5>3  ii  xaXy,  '^'^X^  roXt  xjp  E^ytvisu.  [n/- 
vfti'/ra;.  ] 

OAOI.    N«r^,  vdrt^. 

riAA.  K-jrhi  eivat  6  avc^/cac  fiou  y^pX^  oiXo. 
KaXs  zivOpcans ,  xu.pt  ixou  tvjv  x  /^l^  *-'*  /*i  ouvryco- 

*  Vlaclibey,  riinrrof  WalUibia. 


CIIILDE  HAROLD'S  PlLCRtMACE. 


Ant.  opa/iii<i»t-  {tii-zn^ay-tviv 6ffiiiiait{n  Au- 
icjTSiv.)  [Tijv  i/nei^it  ini  le  ije/wrt/ii  toC  irai- 
r'lAai.  ] 

PU.  Ki^iii,  «i|sA<<,  n^un<  aaiqu  UjoAov,  A-. 
I  llm  ifnoTt,-.  (Ilpif  Ti;-  BftrifBv.] 

BIT.  iyii  tdftoatiuia  Ttiif  i::t9:d!ni.  [Iv/tpxrrai 

vai,  Jift  civ  tap''>9|uivTeC  AiHvD):eu^tnigv- 
TOf  Tiiv  nlifitflli'a,  taX  iari  ainit  Mx'U  T&( 

trir.  Ox<,  «aftST(. 

lUP.  Mq'/  nil^vrri... 

AE*.  l>)iiH,  fbyt  ihr'  js«i. 

nAt.  B^iiM,  ^fD^tii  ['»euyiidTi&T^<maav,  i 

i  Euy.  tJ*  ttina.  ] 

[TPA.  Mi  (>a  ttiJ™  ^i  pr/l  »ii  /i/a-  n 

[HAA.    Eu/aJvti  sItto  t&  i^jairil^i  TeS  RdiyvcJitli 

[K*P.  EiiyaivM  Hal  aJTif  rnya  er/a  siTrJ  ti  ipyn- 
wr^ptjiUlftirftiUyti'irac  Bumorej  fuge.]  [^su/ul- 

[til  Astlei  ^i  ri  i^/3m{/i(  dnijsvsCv  iJc  re  j^vi, 

[HT.   lUvd  (J<  Tt>  icip(v)  ^>i9i]/iivi)  diti  tiu 

EA.  AJitrt  liRsv  9<l!ii  vv  i^  n  j^  i({ 
l'<7vo  ti  xix.  [  Mi  T&  snnSi  tti  t/i  x<P<  i-nnlgv 

EVr.  O^i,  /t^  //v9(T8  Traii'  firai  luas^iJii^o- 

iiafi-rtliim  iit  tl(  ri  Jn-ipov  aijui. 

Efr,  Aivai  faSiu/iai.  |K!HWT,tiz"  xtv  AintfiOS*, 

TBASSLATIOS. 

ftataia,  fi-ta*  the  dorr  of  Iht  Bnttl,  and  the  OAiri. 

rU,    Ufa  Cod',   ham  iIif  *indiiw  il  tttmed  lliit  I 

hnnl  n;  l>i»buii>  •««.   IF  hr  it  hen,  I  ban-  ■rri.rd 

*r  Shgf]    But,  lell  Kf.  (way,  vbo  an  in  Uigse  cham- 


Lcaniltr.  [Wilhin.  rfnniioj.J  Loiij  liic  (be  jjowj 
torluot  of  Signar  Eui^Bia. 

[7K<  »Aoli  Ci».|Mii/0  LoDg  Jiti,  c».  (Ulenllj, 
MSi.vd?;.  )Uyhtb«,) 

Stri.,]  a-,  t!<K>d 

S<TU.     Al  ynur  comnnnris.    [JiiJl.]    ^^U  ftld  offin 
of  u<  .Biimi    [He  ^.1  oHt ,/«..  i;anfi>}  h<.».] 
mdolpUo.   \Tay\aor\liananaiherpaTlBflliHbigt.] 

fiUtt'ia.    I  [«l  u  if  iboul  ID  dn,  {Uanina  m  him 

^i/fimUng.] 

ingftvm  the  tabtt  in  Etnfituan  :  Lcaodn'  ilartj 
at  tA<  tight  0/  riitiidi,  ■nil 


rrU/i.] 


Cmufngi-filHIW  cnlir  Ihc  BaUl,  and  lAnl  Iht 
1  rniaini  fn  tA(  Co/fit~hauit  HBUInl  tj 

I 

r,  mvr^  JH  hmni,  afpQliU  Eugcaio,  titlaini,] 
-I  will  niur  Ibai  liouLJ 
I.  Ho,  ihaCtbaU  unr  be.  You>rt  ■  kbud- 
ir  wife,  md  I  will  defend  lier  lo  i\ir  Uhi  drop 


A'AOrol  oluAKuL        FAHILrA 

ISj  Tta/KmiU.iiartt  /a  1  p«y  you,  gne  me  if  jou 

*ipni  /it.  Brmg  mr, 

Aavilon'  p.i.  I-md  me. 

n.i;«ivrr«  wi  Sot^oiti.        Co  10  Kk. 


S«r».     Thrw  r«Di 


in;aRdlJieCbird.niy    j 


Lord,  Ihr  CduiiI  Lundcr  AnlrniL 
ru.     FLiniinm  U 

'  A^v^tlRi'Jui;,  ii[9!j  9^1)1  vailirjl' fnuyi  Talf    ' 


lOO 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Tu/9a  rjBui.  Nov  directly. 

&  6tKpt€i  ftou  Kupte,  xA/U"  My  dear  Sir,  do  me  thU 

ri  fit  flTJT^v  riiV  yicpv*.  favour, 

if /ca  9^i  'napcatutk6.  I  entreat  you. 

^/w  o&i  i^opxi^ta,  I  conjure  you. 

Eysii  9&i  rb  (nr£>  iiotX^ptv.  I  ask  it  of  you  as  a  favour. 

^T(0Xpi«!*99xi  fu  tlf  rSao'j.  Oblige  me  so  much. 

A6'/tx  ipanua,  ii  dyocjnu.  Affectionate  exprtssions. 

Zcm}  uou.  My  life. 

AxptS^  pau  ^ux^.  Hy  dear  soul. 

kyoLTtr^i  pou,  dxpiSi  pou.  My  door. 


My  heart. 
My  love. 

To  thmik,  pay  compli- 
ments^ and  testify  re- 
gard. 

1  thank  you. 

I  return  you  thanks. 


Aca  vot   t'JXxptOTi^aris ,  vde 

^(>txals  Js^cMssf. 

£'/u  oee;  tJXCipi9T&, 

IStg  yveapi^o*  X^ptv. 

l&i  elpjxi  'wKoxpeoi  xscrdc  lam  much  obliged  to  you 

E/ca  d>8Xu  t6  wp^i  /Acrdc  I  ^iH  do  it  iritb  pleasure. 

Mi  6>»!v  /uiou  tVjv  xa/5<Jlacy.     With  aU  my  heart. 
Mi  xa>»Jv  pjiu  xa/coHav.  Most  cordially. 

2«f  tlpai  UT:6xptos.  '  »"»  obUged  to  you. 

Eipat  Slot  i^ixii  9Xi,  ^  am  wholly  yours. 

Elpat  ^Ijldi  otxi'  ^  *"*  y**'""  w^rvant. 

ToTrety^TOTo;  SsiiXos.  Your  most  humble  servant. 

EhrtxaTxi(o>Xecr>/svu6i,  T®"  ***  ^o®  obliging. 
no>Ade  Itttp6t^t9$t»  ^'o"  *al^'  toomuch  trouble. 

Tb  ixo»  iix  ^fa/ocKv  piou  voi  '  l^^c  a  pleasure  in  serv- 

vSli  dbuXcurai.  ing  you. 

E?aTcr3y(V{x^Cxalcu7r^9-  Vou    are    obliging    and 

T^/opOi.  kind. 

A-JTO  <7va(  Ttpiitov.  That  is  right. 

T{  d>^ere ;  Wliat  is  your  pleasure  ? 

Tl  bcl^nt;  What  are  your  commands? 

^»  rcoLpoixaX&  vdk  pi  /ii-  I  beg  you  vrill  treat  me 

T«xtipii;t96M  iUifOtpsc.        freely. 
Xwyocj  7re/oi7ro t>}0«».  Without  ceremony.  • 

Z5>   o^Tsefrfi)   i^  o'Xyis  pLou  I  love  you  vith    all   my 

xsLp^Xf.  heart. 

Kat  iydi  hpoita^.  And  1  the  same. 

lip:i^7iri  pt  pi  rats  7r/&o-  Honour    me    uith    your 

97ayo£li  oai.  commands. 

L;i^c7c  ri^orei  VKpi  vpO'  Uave  you  any  commands 

<rr««f «T« ;  for  me  ? 

npoaru^iTi  Tiv  oo\j\iv  aa;.   Command  your  servant. 
npoapLi'/ti  rati   Ttpoaayis  I  vrait  your  commands. 

9XS. 

Mknxpcv tre  /Aryee>r/^T</ui>}v.  You  do  me  great  honour. 
^fOuvouv^TttpfKolrflts^a^i  Not  ft<\  much  ceremony,  I 

TtxpootaOAt.  beg. 

Ilyscaxuvifffrre  ir.  piipoui     Present  my  respects  to  the 

p.9ij  Tov  oipxovrx ,  ^  rbv       gentleman,  or  his  lord- 

xupiov.  ship. 

fitSzttictTi  T9V   Tiflif   zbv  Assurc  himj)f  my  rcmcm- 

hOypaupxti.  brance. 

Be^Kte^ertf   rov   Ttdt;  t^v  Assure  him  of  my  friend- 

^yotTrCi.  ship. 


Acv  :»Am  Xf  <f  cc  ya  rou  xb  I  viU  not  itU  to  ttU  hia 

fiirfii.  of  it- 

n/09tfxinn(i/<XTde  /uiow  c2$  ri^v  My  compUmenis  to  her 

Apx^^^^^^v."*.  ladyship. 

Tlvr/OLivete   ipi:poo6et   xal  Go  before  and  I  willjM- 1 

oecff  cilxo>ou9d«.  low  you. 

li^tvpotxeiyoirbxpioipau,  I  irell  know  my  duty. 
IJ((v/oa)  T&  e7va/  pau.  \  know  my  sitiuitioa. 

Mk  xApvtre  vot  ivrpiimpau  You  confound  me  with  «> 

/uii  rais  roaatj  j?iXop/90-       much  civility. 

0f><7e    XotTT^v    voc   xApot  Would  you  have  me  ihn 

pixv  dtxpttiTTfiza ;  be  guilty  of  an  inci%ility! 

rrroyu  ipnpoaOoi   Six   vde  I  go  before  to  obey  you. 

oae;  uTroxouao). 

Ata  va  x:(/Mj  t^^v  Tr/cooTor/ij  v  To  comply  with  your  com- 

9a;.  mand. 

Aev  ayaTifi*  rdaat j  7r«/5i7rof-  I  do  not  like  so  much  ce- 

r,oti.  remony. 

Asv   tlpat    re^tlats  trspi'  I  am  ^not  at  all 

7:otXiTix6i.  nious. 

Avro  that  rb  xc>i{t(/90v.  This  is  belter. 

Tdvo'j  rb  xa/i}78/oov.  So  much  the  better. 

E;fS7e>^y9y,  e;fcrc^xafoy.  You  are  in  the  right. 

Aide  y«  ^«6atoi«jj ,  yet  dp-   To  affrm,  deny,  consent, 
v>j^j,  v«  ffvyxaTOveuffTj;,  -      ***• 

xtX. 

Elyat  d0^r,9ivbv,  thai  akr,-  ^^  "  ^"^f »«  «  ^"7  *™f 

^lOTOTOy. 

Aia  va  (jflCi  ciTrea  t^v  ciOl>5-  To  tell  you  the  truth. 

0ec«v. 
dvTWff ,  iV^ij  cTvat.  Really,  it  is  so. 

nolo;  ApfiSA'ykti',  Who  doubts  it ? 

Aev  ehaiTiooCts  be/Api^sXta.  There  is  no  doubt. 
To  TTCOTfJu,  itv  rb  7ri9-  1  believe  it,  I  do  not  be- 

reuu.  licve  it. 

\i'/ta  rb  vat.  I  say  yes. 

Myot  rb  oxt'  I  say  no. 

Ba»&»  arix^ua,  Srt  tXvat.     1  wager  it  is. 
na»w<iT<x>V*«  OTtdlvcTvxt  I  wager  it  is  not  so. 

Nal ,  pLOi  Tijv  Ttiartv  pou.       ^'«»»  ^J  ""Y  ^»*- 

t^s  Tjgv  ffwveidV^y  /aow.        1"  conscience. 

Ma  T»jv  $w}v /mow.  ^Y  "Y  l>f«' 

.N«l ,  ««,-  dpviM.  Yes,  1  sviear  it  to  you. 

ISi  dpv'Ju  wadev  ripripivoi  1  *^ea«"  toyou  as  an  bo- 

ocvOpotnoi.  nest  man. 

25j  ^/Avuw  inuvta  tU  -rijv  I  &v»ear  to  you  on  my  ho- 

Tt/o}v  yiAOU.  nour. 

niartxjatri  pe.  Believe  me. 

^pTzopfa  va  97Li  rb  fitCxtci-  1  can  assure  you  of  it 

VLOt\a  ^xkrt  vrixr^  5,  Tt  I  ^ould  lay  what  bet  you 

^iUrt  6ia  rovro.  pl'^asc  on  this. 

»!>}   r-JxV  ^^    Aarti^soBt  You  jest  by  chance? 
^  ixopartijert); 

OpiUlrt  pi  ra  oXa  wej ;  Do  you  speak  seriously? 

Eyw  a&i  bpiXGi  pi  ra  i>a  I  speak  seriously  to  you, 

/lO'jf  xai  (f&i  Aiyoi  -nijv  and  tell  you  the  truth. 
dtkT^,$siav. 

Eyw  «e>  rb  ^tOatu'/u.  I  assure  you  of  it. 


CHILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 
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T^  iTspofijvtuatrt. 

II^CTTcc  V9C  ose;  TrcrrcOaM. 
Ajrb  ikv  thou  eeo^uvorov. 
T^  XocnbvotftlvMfuiifiaiiipt 

&pxv. 
Ka^t  xa>9e. 
Aev  thxt  c^«]9(y^y. 

Aiv  il/at  rinoTii  6tnb  xjr6. 

rcua). 

Ms  dpiati  xxroc  7roX>s<. 
Zuyxxravcuoi  eJ;  rouro. 
Acdiu  T^v  ^p^v  /Ks;/. 
Aiv  6kvriTvixo,uan  tUrottro. 
L(/A2C  aufifWJOif  ix  oufi- 

Eytu  ivxvTCoivo^uac  c2>  roO- 
Td. 

Aede  vdt  sv/ut^uXfu^;,  voc 
Tc  vpiiztt  va  xd^utw/ACv; 

Orolov    rp^itov    ^Ao/ccv 

/ttroLXiiplvOr,  iifisli ; 
Kiveiftat/isv  h^r,. 
Elvac  xa>iiTe/9oy  iyw  v«  — 

A<v  ifdcXcv  cTyflU  x0e>YJre/sov 

vale  ; 

£/0i»  A/xnotvoi  ToCkfftgpx. 
Bikr:t  x<^txa>4Te/9aav— 
A(piS9rr^  /tf . 
A  ->  1^/1.9  tfv  (/«  riv  T^TTOv  oa;, 

EZvac  T^  EJ^oy. 


You  hare  guessed  it. 
You  have  bit  upon  it. 
I  believe  you. 
I  must  bclteve  you. 
Tbis  is  not  impossible. 
Then  it  is  very  well. 

Well,  well. 
It  is  not  true. 
It  is  fidse. 

There  is  Dothiog  of  this. 
It  is  a  falsehood,  an  im- 
posture. 
I  was  in  joke. 

I  said  it  to  laugh. 

Indeed. 

It  pleases  mc  much. 

I  agree  ikith  you. 

1  give  my  assent. 

I  do  not  oppose  this. 

I  agree. 

I  will  not. 

1  object  to  this. 

To  conntJf,  connder^  or 
resolve. 

What  ought  we  to  do  ? 
What  sliall  we  do? 
Wliat  do  you  advise  me  to 

do? 
What  part  sliall  we  take  ? 

Let  uft  do  this. 

It  is  better  that  I 

Wait  a  httle. 

Would   it  not  be  better 

that ? 

I  wish  it  were  oetter. 

You  will  do  better  if 

Let  me  go.  ■ 

If  I   were  in  your  place, 

1 

It  is  the  same. 


The  reader  by  Ae  specimens  below  will  be  enabled  to 
compare  Ae  modem  wiUi  the  ancient  tonyue. 

PARALLEL  PASSAGES  FROM  ST.  JOHN'S 

GOSPEL. 

Miov.  '  AuOcvTcxdv. 

Ktfdik,  OL.  Kcpa>.  A. 

J .  ElZ  rijv  Ap'j[ip>  ^ov  i .  EN  Apy,^  i(y  b  >^/9'$, 

b  \iy9i'  xal  b  X^/Off  vftov  xal  b  Xiy^i  ^v  itpbi  riv 

/iCToc  Oco&*  xfld  e<is  ^ov  ee^y,  xal  ee'3«  ^v  b  "kiyoi. 
b  ^iyof. 

2.  lireXiTOs^O'j  tig Tr4V  a.  Ouro;  i(y  iv  dpx^ 

Apx*iv  puTu  9s9v.  itpbi  rbv  Siov. 


3.  6\»  [roe  itpde/paxa] 
^piidoy  rou  p^iycj]  ir/i- 
yy,9av,  xxixotpU  OLJxbvik-^ 
sycve  xovtfycc  cert  cyeyc. 

4*  Eli  ojT&y  ^Toy  {Jbn$' 
xal  -ii  ^wi  v|T9y  rb  f  £»;  rfiy 
avOpeinoty. 

5.  Kal  T^  f&s  *U  T^v 
ffxoretay  fiy/tt,  xsti  ii  oxo- 
rtlx  ikv  rb  xxxdiifLSi. 

6.  Eytvcv  fva;  oMpot- 
T:oi  Antrrak/JLivoiAiTb  xbv 
BtbVf  rb  ivofJM  Tou  Iftmv- 

Vljff. 


3.n&)tra)k*ct!jroXtiyi' 

VCTO*     xal    X^P^i   OCUTOU 

iyivtro  ojik  |y,  6  yiyo^ 
y(y. 

4>  leiy  cKurA'^wi  ^y,  xal 
^  ^q  ^y  rb  f»6;  r&v  eh»- 
0/M&7rwy. 

5.  Kal  T^  'f^ff  ^^  ^ 
ox9r£a  poiycc,  xal  ii  norisc 
aurb  orj  jutxiXaStv. 

6.  Eytfyrro  6tvBpvnoi 
dntaroAp^ivot  itapoi  Oc9u, 
BvopjL  aJr&HoMfcwifi;. 


THE  INSCRIPTIONS  AT  ORCHOMENrS  FROM 

MELETIUS. 

dPXOMENds,  xoeyAff  Ixpmou,  itiXti  Ttork  7rXou9Cft»- 
Torvixal  lax^P^^'fotrr,,  itpixtpov  xxXou/Uvth  Boioircxoec 
A^vat,  tli  riiv  bnoixv  -i^ov  b  Na^{  x&v  TLoiplxtiv,  tig 
xbv  bnoXov  iir'Xi^potvov  xi'^vi  oi  QvfioCloi,  ovxtvos  xb 
coops;  dvs9x6if6r}  Ttoxk  intb  x&v  ^oTtsd^/xotv.  Eirayij- 
'/•jpt^ov  sli  ccjxiiv  xijv  TtdXtv  tsc TLaptrT/iam,xou  bltoiou 
dyGivof  ^pov  iniypscfUi  iv  oni^^ai;  i'y^y  xou  xrt- 
o^^yros  voou  in'  dvdpLuxt  xiji  QtoxdxoUf  bnb  xou 
Ttp^txoar:ai.$apiou  Aiovxoi,  ini  x€iv  CaatXi^v  Baat- 
"keiou,  Kiovxoi,  xal  Euyorayr^you,  ixownci  oCx^i'  iv 

lAlV  T^  /*ty  XOVfdi. 

•  OtSt  ivix^mv  xbv  dy&'ja  xCtv  Xxptrrialotv. 
Sl^vt;  X7ro^>(uvtou  AvxtoxsitS  di:b  Mx^cv^pou. 

ZoiCoi  ZcatXou  tluftos. 

PoL'puods- 
JiorjfjaftViOi  Koupivi'Aoj  AOrtvcdoi. 

Tlotrrriif  i7tS>v. 
^AtiYfviai  ^riixoxAioui  Srfixloi. 

A>Xyj7>{;. 
AizoWd^oxoi  iitoXXoodrou  Kpiiii. 

A'jXotibi. 
V6ot7:7:oi  Pooinitou  Ap'/Jioi. 

KtBxpiaxT/ii. 
^ecvioLi  Ano'^oodxou  xoXt^a:itiouAlo\g'JidTtb  tiupirii. 

KiSxpe^f. 
^ri/n^4xptOi  Uotppitvbxoif  Kakx^j^^vtoi. 

Tpar/yodi. 
lT:itoxp<xTr,i  Apirzofxivorjq  PdStoi. 

KotpuuSii, 
KoikXiTrparoi  Eisaniarou  dv^al9». 

lloir,xiii  Ixx'jpoiv. 
A/AYpfixi  ^TfUOXAioui  BrfixLoi. 

H  npxptxT^i. 
tkbiptBtOi  ^otpoOiou'Tecpa'^tvdf, 

notYiriji  Tpayuot&v. 
ZopoxA:^{  lofoxXiouiAdtimloi, 

iTTox/ocn};. 
KaBiptxoi  Btoodtpoif  9y;$xI9;. 

AXi^oLv^poi  Apiar'jtvoi  A$rr^Xoi. 

Xitoxptxvii. 
Axxodoi  Xrra>5y  A^r^yal?;. 


loa 


BYRON'S 


WORKS. 

Tteip  miftkovf  xii  tj^pvm  pwUaf,  Kiff  ititp  dkatwwm 
tAv  izo'ktiiupxw ,  xiq  T&v  xoTOTrreeoiiv. 

/CAfviu,  iv  ot  F  eXariv}  Mcvo^roco  'A^;(e3k9c»  /u<r/i; 
i: porta.  O,u9>oyde  Lvi6a))v  F  iXxi/v;,  o  xaj  r^  ffs^i 
ipXOfisvioi'j.  EneiOTi  xtxopiarr,  Ej6tti>9«  Tra/»  Ti5t  "6- 
X(9;  T^  ^vf(9v  £;rav  xder  ra;  op^oXoyiati  rati  ztBizai 
3'uvayc;fw  a/5;fovTOff,  ptivoi  ^tCkouOloj,  xii  o JT  frf si- 
X^Tij  aJTOi  in  cJO'iv  nocp  tov  tt^acv,  oJOl*  ciirtf;;!  sivra 
TTf/sl  navrbSy  xr,  d-nooiSdsivOi  r^  jriXt  rb  ix^^^ti  ^ 
^^9X0712;,  s^  /mkv  TTOtl  Stoopivov  x^^v&v  eJ^oiXu  <i;i 

Ft  xxTt  Ttpo^uTUi  Muv  j^'/yf  ;;«>/«;£  cl^;c^  ^6  Xf^"^  * 
ivtaurd;  i  ytifTot  6{jvstpxov  oipxo'jra  ipxopiivioi  iirs- 
ypafio^  61  Li;/3«dA9v  xot'  ivcauT^v  txaffrev  ird^  riv 
rxpiav  xir,  TOV  vdpatv  av  TocTe  xaC/AaroE  rfiv  7:po€af 
Twv,  xjg  T^v  ^r/^v,  xij  t6v  /Ssufiiv,  xq  t6v  f.TITftiv,  si 
xdcTCva  daap'jiitav  ^ixr,  rb  TrXct^o;  /uici  fll7r9*/^^co»  Mdk 
7r>Jo/a  T&y  ysypapLpiv^v  iv  rij  09uyx^/5ceff(  i^  ^torrfj 

1]  TO  iyfvopiov  V.jfioiAOv  opcfXcc If; 

t6v  ipxo,u€vloiv  dpyoupiit Ttrrxpaxovrx 

EiJB'jjiXij  xxff  ixxaroj  ivtxuT9v,  xi^  t^xov  fepirat  cpax- 

pots r»i  pvSi  ixftOTa;  xscTde/ifflvo. 

rbv  xr,  ipizpaxroi  iarta  tov  ipxopd'vtw 

xal  Tec  i^^k.» 

Ey  o(A>9(s  'kiBoii. 

mAvo^tapa  Q'jvfopov  ;^aT^<»  NOKVEZ.  «K«]JiciKtov 
tkpfuptxoi,  xat  aA>a(.  •  Ev  oJogpict  iTtr/potf^  liov 
r 6vovy.il  nvtujuM^d  ok  iiuilf  UitoypotfopiMv ,  4l  mc- 
"kaioi  i:po9iypafOv.  KaX  tx  i^^s. 

The  foUovmi;  is  the  prospectus  of  a  translation  of 
AnachantU  into  Romaic,  by  my  Romaic  maAier,  Mar- 
marotouri,  vho  vi«»liod  to  publish  it  in  England. 

£iAU2i:  TrnoiPA4>iKii. 

npbg  Tou;  iv  fiAoygveli  xsd  ^(>f»v2vaef . 

OZOl  tlf  fitoAlx  r^x'rzoo'xTZot  ivrpu^vtv,  ii^gitpow 
ndaov  tlvcii  to  x/5>59(/x9v  rvii  Ircopixf ,  Jt*  ot-jr^^  yap 
Htupivxtrxt  ii  TtXiov  ptuLXxpuapivri  TraXatdrvKt  ^ 
^itapoJjvTott  Ui  iv  xxTdnrpta  r,$riy  itpd^ttf  xxl  6totx/i- 
aec>  TtoXXfitv  xac  itxpdptav  iOvCtv  xal  ycv6!iv  eSiy  Tipf 
/Av^/uu}v  AtoflivoTO  xal  okaniatc  J^  loT0/»tx^  6kC/jr/tfits  ct; 
oZfiiva  TOV  iiravTa. 

Mia  T^TOta  i7r(9T>{;<Trj  «Ivat  «ya::ixr*rroff,  x«l  iv 
7xjr&  <itfiXipr,y  1?  xcsIttov  tinslv  Avocyxxiai'  Aart 
XotTTOv  tiptli  pivoivatriiv  itonpoxjpt^Xy  pr,  ri^vJpovTii 
0'j7t  rati  Apx^i  rCtv  Ttpoyivwj  pxiy  i:6$tv  vdrt  xal 
t:w»  e'jpi9r,9uv  t^i  t«>  -KXTpiSxi  pa^y  ojTt  Tai?^,  Ta 
xxzopOdipstzx  xat  Tjr^v  6toUr,oh  rwv ;  Av  i^6inf;9M/i£<v 
TOijf  xAkcytviliy  r,ieupo'j'^  va  pxi  Srnsouv  ox^  pifvov 
irropudi  ti^v  (i,c;f»jv  xal  t>;v  rtpdoSov  tSiv  7r/09yiv«iv 
/xa»,  «A>«  xat  roTTO'/pufix'^i  pjxi  igiyvouv  t««  ^ivsti 
Tfi»v  jrar^/owv  /Mtj,  xal  obvet  jfct^aywyol  ytviuitvot 
p't  Tou;  ysQ>7,capix9u;  twv  Trivoxa;,  /<&;  X/yovv,  com 
«7vai  al  A^^vaiy  io\  ^  Zhk^tt:,  ixtl  td  Ofp5ac,  T^ca 


Ofljir  iv6ea>v  r^v  v>}uirrov  dlyflhw  t6v  hpuoifimt. 

Ilalda;  a.)>.i9Trcl(f . 
AeoxX^  Ka»c/uuiidot/  %rfix\9%, 

nal9^{  ir/tpivxq. 
ZxptKtivoi  Euvtxou  ^r,^xl0i. 

Kv^patS  mjXvi9rxi. 
AtoxX^;  Ka»(,a}{^9V  &r,?x1'>s. 

k'j^pxi  ir/spivas. 
VditTtnoi  ^ooitTtnov  Apytlsf. 

Tpetr/yiii,  • 

iTfltoxpdrr.s  Api970pivo'ji  Pio'iof. 

KoAXJOT/caTOf  Efax^TTou  BrfixXoi. 
Ta  ^TTtv/xta. 
Kcu^Victwv  Il9t»jT>J;. 
iXi^xvopOi  Apirriotvoi  A9r,'^x1oi. 

Ev  o^f  TiJ  ir^/sa  (Joi^otxfi;. 
Mva9^l;u  oipxovroi  dty^vo^trlovroe  to 
Xa^CTCJTCOv,  cJor/cc^oroi  tr^vtuv  otTutd'f  jvcxo&oavTa 
XayorrctTta. 

XaXTTtyxTdtff. 
^i>(vo;  ^tXivw  A9o(vet9$. 

K^^ov^. 
£{/9«jdbt;  Zft)x/oaT(9;  Oxi^ete;. 

nocrroeff. 
MiJoTU/o  Mv^OTOyoo;  ^wxoteu;. 

p'a'/'cvod;. 
Kpdxotv  lOiluvoi  kiiiStiOf. 

Ay^tirAs. 
UtptytvgU  H/saxAcc4a9  Kou^txijv^;. 

AAxi'j^di. 
Aa/Ai}yrro;  I'Aavx'jj  Apyiof. 

T&paxpOi  Apxktara  AbXiv;  ocnb  Mouplvxs. 

Tpxyxsuidf. 
AoxXxitidSiapoi  nou9fao  Tay&ovTfvi;. 

Koipxty^if. 
Vtxdorpoixoi  ^iXoTTpocTOt  SilSuoi. 

Ta  iTTvAxna  Kotpxiu^f. 
E'jxpxOi  lipoodrea  Koptavgui.9 

■         • 
ntAuptxos  noXMC/ooTOu;  ixptiwpof  ^oyiratvof  av> 
iptoot  x^p^/^^^^'^^i  vtxxaxvrti  ^ovifvou  dviOrpuxv 
rifJitavos  dpxovros   aJXtovro;  xa^o;  Aiovxoi  oCkxi- 
adivtoi.» 

£v  kxipta  \iOc». 

«  d^uvtkpxf»»  Apxovroif  pttvbi  B^iikouSiaty  dpxt gIi; 

EuCtrilkt  dpxt^p^  fMxtlx 6s  dnii6txx  dnb  rds 

ooir/ypxfCt  r^^  t6jv  iroXs/<a/o;(Si>y,  x^j  Tfi»v  xaTor- 
raciiv,  dvtXdptvos  rots  oouy/pxfits  Tocf  xtpivxs  irao 

t'jfpdvay  x/i  fi^xvxiiTtxaixAilv xvjtc/ao- 

pniov  ^taxilxSt  *^  oxportktlv  "Xuat^ptay  xi)  ilovuaov 
xxftooo'Mca  x^,puivgix  xdrrb  fd^tipx  t£>  oipta. 

3'yva/o;^sa  stpxc'/roSy  peivbs  a>aAX9/»n'tai  F  dpv&Vy 
7TO>6x).ct95  rxpixi  dniitaxt  cvSwXy  dpyjoipa>  ftaxell 
d::b  rds  aouy/px^oi  rb  xara>u7r9y  xdcr  rb  ^fiopx 
z&  Sdprny  dvsAipsvos  rds  oovy/pxpits  'otS  xlpevxs 
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Ta^rac  ^uudD/ogai  Tii»  ^m  iri'tti,  titlvoi  ns*  dUi^, 
mi1t>.  DpntTii^ifiiitr^mt/ur  aurtiifait/iriEi' 

Ij-uSia;  XxTj^aif,  <iv  fl»  Irrf^djt^irs  t6  irmiv- 
IXH,  il$(li  /ii(vT|  Iitfii;  nl  tI  jirg.ua  iil  tI 

if<ni^  Td  TsO  lAliuvo,-,  i.Mt^fi;,u.  n't  nirtuov. 

i  i>a;ifa^9i,-,  i  Ku^»c  ktSit  ttpSaiapiHai  ikt 
dviytvMif  jui  ^/tiiiv  iiii.u»v>,v  u)  ntftv  T«i<( 
nlfav  JyxpJnut  ny/pffili  ruiv  Ell^vaiv,  Jf'iEiuvAv 

Kuf^  ttirtif  tif  ntfi  EJ*i(«jv  inafim  nu,  fcl( 

H/idsA],  ubI  (If  fli«i  Tiie  riptmaltii  iaiirrBut 
finiyluTTfiA)..  Kat  Iv  h\  ii-/tf.  ol  viUrc/iii.  » tn 
inip^wi  &i  iir^tifiBi;  iipoyi<raxitiiat.f9iia:i  lm( 
^tcifipwnl  /immlui  /lixfl  Tt'j  -^y.  Aurs  AviTum  i 

^>  pilal«9ouj  ri^/uvoG,  JvTit  j/itnip^sf  tiv  NAy 
AlriijlTVBiv  Jsi  Tot  roMuiu  lit  ti  r<^/«vajv, 

ivlsmiv  >■!  i^tlc  Muff  vd  /MS(f«;uiv  rrjt 
}v*i«tBH  T«v  V«/*irp«iv  xnopSiiiiarttn  isat  f«>|iiin.  of 
»«ii(U«B«l  (xilvsi  n^sirirof  (,-  Ji^».  *>  iniSjft&fitv 

«<;(^B[  lal  InimLuae  ml  ■({  iid$t  fllo  iJitf /mO^- 
■BKi  *•  'x*VU*  Kipitpytim  V*  yvu^lm,ur>  iri9(» 

d^^ov ,  tl  ml  Vfityiitus  ii^; .  {tCi ,  igiitf  ii-t  -fx^ 
pl^l^n.  ti;  ui^v  iiT«&  ei  gli)9-/i'.(It  »^^;tu»v 
■irew,  ml  it%  taHp-ii  irivTsiaMuir  ^Sijmit  li- 

69VT9U,  *I  Vliipitf^^n  JTiavTff  1t^«fli|lH9(    ■([  Tn* 

ai»n-i   TpC  ^gu^uisJou  Tsvrgii   sif/ypa/i/alTiis  T9li 
H;MI;  •«»  «i  ImritypKii/Uvti  ftAsfuv  jiriKiii 

Aivariv  ji>ilv  ndiT'  ppdiiv  Ti)<  vliv  nif  4{,vdi;  ifullxj, 
■si  jxd)vc({  TjCn  rl^Tuirgv,  5A9/i(v  ri  iHilunliii 

1^(11  iyitxfpr/ifi-nn  tit  Uui  /ixi  ypip.^iara, 
rtpt'nM'^H  i,  TI  £i>*  jr^ijn^a*  mI  appiiut  ils 
r^i  Unjtfsrv. 

din  Tt  nyfpr/ipM  »iiti  -/iin  t(;  tJ^uu;  A)A« 

iw-/yf<!/^iiaT4t  itvai  flap (»(x  A<a^(ii  tiji  ri(v»ii(  Jut 
Ti!iiir^9fcjnr»«liv-/iiiyfap«S>vmwi[uv.  tlpilj/t/i]; 
9iw  »i»d'|fe,»nTii(  it^<Tfi  v«  nJi^itaH  tl;  iiii(<*i/Bv 
pMfIx  (■•«  lai  KajiivTavicifiiEigi  T^;  HilwiK,  ibI 

TA  IT£^Ca(A90^  ^  T^/ISf  TUlr4ljldliy04  J(xl  ^tft^VOf. 


Ilfi^oi/itvgi  lilt  JfTu/uvif  ^Euig  iti,  LUiiviiv  ntaiii, 
\tirim  JtapprpVToii/siK. 

liv  Tyolwriii ,  Til  :T^ttTi;  Oiri.*^ iea,  1 793- 


THK  LORD-S  rBAVEB  IS  BOSIAIC. 

a  liKTiVK  pa;  IrsC  (Ibii  «f(  t)u^  oi^avsOt.  aj 

(tyiu'll  ri  !>9>id  »u,  jit  ^4;  4  ^nlifa  nu.   A: 

j*-i)  Ti  Winn*  «*u.  ia««  (({  Tiv  eij«ni»,  fr?^  i.l 

|"«il  Ti|ii  7<v.  Ti  ^uj/uif  ri  miflr^rpi"*",  JSt^ut  ts 

I  IjiA:  mijijtyiev^tv  Toij  r/ii9?ii>(TB(  pxf.  K«l  /i^v 

Tiv  netiipij.  llTi  idlKil  nu  il«u  i|  ySiiilifa  a^,  * 
a'uvg^lf,  ul  4  eVfa.  il;  j»iit  alb'at.  X/i^v. 

IN  GBBEK. 
niTEPJi^u,  1  Iv  T9i(  9u/iavaT(,  ayunAim  t9 

2v9/iJ9«u.  t>Mn>j|/h<"li'i<  igf  ytv>:«4r»  ti  »(- 
iil/iA  t9u,  uf  jv  au/avft.  iiil  titl  t1|;  )4;.  Ti*  fiptf 
tifiSn  t4v  Jri9V9ui>  Jij  ii/ili  t^pai.  K«t  iprt  iyrt' 
Td  dpidil/Hen  AfiAv,  dtj  xsil  ijiul:  ifiiytv  T>If  jpii- 
Uraiiii,uA..  Kaly^c><r'<yn)i  J|,«;  tl;  ntipaaiih^. 
olJi  ^uni  *^,-  (hri  TOt  no^ipsti,  I'lii  ^iu  iiri.  v, 
~      'ill,  f^il  q  JCi>s,uif ,  mil  i|  jifs,  il;  raufccuu-'ai. 


CANTO  III. 


Nxlt  I.  SUnu  « 


Sh  iha'AimoDi  Soaf  on  HanniHliiu  adil  A 
~Tlirl«t  F-nglioh  InuUliDD  ii  in  Dbiiidi  J 

bftlrDconun: 


iihDl< 


NdIf  3.  f^Uiui  ni. 

On  ihc  ni|>bi  pfniDOi  to  ilu  iciioo,  U  b  nid  ihit 

NDi«4>nd  5.  Siinnnti. 


•a.l  iinmonnl  iu  Sliak>|inn'i  ■  Ai  fou  likr  ii..     Ii  1 
dcfin»  by  lh«  Gemuiu  agiiiul  Ilia  Ramin  rncroAck 
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ments. — I  have  vcotured  to  adopt  the  name  connected 
-with  nobler  associations  tlian  tliose  of  mere  slau^ter. 

Note  7.  Stanza  xxx. 

I  turo'd  from  all  tbe  broaght  to  ibotc  %ht  rould  not  brin^* 

Bfy  ^ide  from  Mont  St  Jean  over  the  field  seemed 
intelligent  and  accurate.  The  place  whore  Major  Ilovrard 
fell  vras  not  far  from  two  tnli  and  solitiry  trees  (there 
was  a  third  cut  down,  or  shivered  in  the  battle)  which 
stand  a  fpw  yards  from  ea^h  other  at  a  pathway's  side. 
— Bcneatlt  these  he  died  and  was  bnricd.  The  body 
has  since  been  removed  to  England.  A  small  hollow 
for  the  present  marks  wltere  it  lay  ;  but  vrill  probably 
soon  be  ef^ced ;  the  plough  has  been  upon  it,  and  the 
grain  is. 

After  pointing  out  the  different  spots  where  Picton 
and  otlier  gallnnt  men  had  perished,  the  guide  said, 
M  Here  Major.  Howard  lay;  I  was  near**  hivn  when 
wounded. »  I  told  him  my  relationship,  and  he  seemed 
then  still  more  anxious  to  point  out  the  particular  spot 
and  circumstances.  The  place  is  one  of  the  most 
marked  in  the  field,  from  the  peculiarity  of  the  two 
trees  above-mentioned. 

I  went  on  horseback  twice  over  the  field,  comparing 
it  with  my  recollection  of  similar  scenes.  As  a  plain, 
Waterloo  seems  marked  out  for  the  scene  of  some  great 
action,  though  this  may  be  mere  imagination:  I  have 
viewed  with  attention  those  of  Platea,  Troy,  Mautinea, 
Leuctra, Cli«nonea,and  Marathon;  and  the  field  around 
Mont  St  Jean  and  Ilougoumont  appears  to  want  little 
but  a  better  cause,  and  that  undefiuablc  but  impressive 
halo  which  the  kpse  of  ages  throws  aroiuid  a  celebrated 
spot,  to  vie  in  lifterest  with  any  or  all  of  these,  except 
perhaps  the  last  mentioned. 

Note  8.  Stanza  xxxiv. 

Like  to  ihe  applet  on  the  JJcad  S«a'a  Uinr«. 

11ie(fii bled)  apples  on  the  brink  of  the  lake  Asplialtes 
were  said  to  be  fair  without,  and  within  ashes. — Vide 
Tacit.  Ilistor.  1.  t.  7. 

Note  9.  Stanza  xll. 

For  tr^plred  cynic*  rarth  war*  far  too  vide  ■  den. 

The  great  error  of  Napoleon,  «  if  we  have  vgrit  our 
nnnals  trne,n  was  a  continued  obtrusion  on  m.inkind 
of  his  want  of  ajl  community  of  feeling  for  or  with 
them;  perhaps  more  offensive  to  human  vanity  than 
the  active  cruelty  of  more  trembling  and  suspicious 
tyranny. 

Such  M-ere  his  speeches  to  public  assemblies  as  well  as 
individiiaU:  and  the  single  expression  which  he  is  «aid 
to  have  used  on  returning  to  Paris  after  the  Russian 
winter  had  destroyed  his  army,  rubbing  his  hand^  over 
a  fire,  wTliis  is  pleasanter  than  Moscow, »  would  pro- 
bably alienate  more  favour  from  his  cause  than  the 
destruction  and  reverses  which  led  to  the  remark. 

Note  10.  Stanza  xlviii. 

Wbat  vaot  tb«*a  outlaws  ronquarwr*  tbouid  baral 

■  What  want*  ibat  knare 
That  a  kioQ  tbouid  hava  ?• 

was  King  James's 'question  on  meeting  Johnny  Arm- 
strong and  his  followers  in  full  accoutrements. — See 
the  Ballad. 

Note  II.  Song,  stanza  i.    * 

Tbe  rallied  rrag  of  Dracbanfrla. 

Tlte  castle  of  Drachenfels  stauJs  on  the  highest  sum- 
mit of  «  the  Seven  Mountains,!*  over  the  Rhine  banks; 


it  is  in  ruins,  and  connected  with  some  lingular  traifi- 
tions:  it  is  the  first  in  view  00  the  road  from  Bona, 
but  on'  the  opposite  side  of  the  riTer;  on  this  buk, 
nearly  facing  it,  are  the  remains  of  another  called  die 
Jew's  Castle,  and  a  large  cro«s  commemoivtive  of  the 
murder  of  a  chief  by  his  brother.  The  number  of  castle 
and  cities  along  the  course  of  the  Ahine  on  both  sides 
is  very  great,  and  their  situations  remarkably  beanlifuL 

Note  11.  Stanza  Ivii. 

Thn  wbitcaaaa  of  bit  teal.  bbJ  tboa  ■•■  o'er  biM  wept. 

Tlie  monument  of  the  young  and  lamented  Geoenl 
Marceau  (killed  by  a  rifle-ball  at  Altcrkirchen,  on  the 
last  day  of  the  fourth  year  of  the  French  republic)  stiO 
remains  as  described. 

Tlic  inscriptions  on  his  monument  are  rather  to* 
long,  and. not  required;  his  name  was  enough  :  France 
adored,  and  her  enemies  admired ;  both  wept  over  him. 
— His  funeral  was  attended  by  the  ^^nerals  and  deucb* 
ments  from  both  armies.  In  the  same  grare  Geneni 
Hoche  is  interred,  a  gallant  man  also  in  erery  sense  of 
the  word;  but  though  he  distingui.shed  himself  greailv 
in  battle,  he  had  not  the  good  fortune  to  die  there;  hit 
death  was  attended  by  suspicions  of  poison. 

A  separate  monument  (not  over  his  body,  which  is 

buried  by  Marceau's)  is  raised  for  him  near  Andemacfa. 

opposite  to  which  one  of  his  most  memorable  exploits 

was  performed,   in  tlirowing  a  bridge  to  an  island  on 

the  Rhine.     The   shape  and  style  are  different  from 

that  of  Marceau's,  and  tlie  inscription  more  simple  and 

pleasing : 

•  Hie  Army  of  ibe  Sanabr*  and  Mraa* 
10  ill  Comma nder^o-Quaf, 
HOCHE.. 

This  is  all,  and  as  it  should  be.  Hoche  was  esteemed 
amoq^  the  first  of  France's  earlier  generals  before 
Buonaparte  monopolized  her  triumphs. — lie  was  the 
destined  commander  of  the  invading  army  of  Ireland. 

Note  1 3.  Stanza  Iviii. 

Hart  Ebranbreiuicirt,  witb  bar  abaltar'd  wall. 

Ehrenbreitstein,  i.  e.  « the  broad  Stone  of  Honour,* 
one  of  the  strongest  fortresses  in  Europe,  was  dis- 
mantled and  blown  up  by  the  French  at  the  truce  of 
I..eohen. — It  had  been  and  could  ouly  be  reduced  by 
famine  or  treachery.  It  yielded  ^o  the  former,  aided 
by  suq>r>'<e.  After  having  seen  the  fortifications  of 
Gibraltar  and  Malta,  it  did  not  much  strike  by  compa- 
rison, but  the  situation  is  commanding.  General  Mar- 
ceau besieged  it  in  vain  for  some  time,  and  I  slept«in  a 
room  where  I  was  shown  a  window  at  which  he  is  said 
to  have  l>een  standing,  observing  the  progress  of  the 
siege  by  moonlight,  when  a  ball  struck  immediately 
below  it. 

Note  1 4-  Stanza  Ixiii. 

rnirpnlihrnl   ibry   roam'd,   and  thriek'd  each  vanderiaf  gbont. 

The  chapel  is  destroyed,  and  the  pyramid  of  bones  di- 
minished to  a  small  numl>or  by  the  Hurgundian  legion  in 
the  service  of  France,  who  anxiously  effaced  this  record  of 
their  ancestors'  less  successful  invasions.  A  few  still  re- 
main, notwithstanding  the  pains  taken  by  the  Burgun- 
dians  for  ages  (all  who  pa<>scd  that  way  movinga  bone  to 
their  own  coimtry)  and  the  le>s  justifiable  larcenies  of  the 
Swiss  postilions,  who  carried  them  off  to  sell  for  knife- 
liandles;  a  purpose  for  which  the  whiteness  imbibed  by 
the  bleaching  of  years  liad  rendered  them  in  great  rc- 
que<>t.  Of  these  relics  I  ventured  to  bring  away  as  much 


niltLDE  HAROrO-S  PILGHIH&CE. 


fi^r  «  Tain  rndHvoar  to  are  ber  &lhpr»  pflndrmiird 
T  dmli  a«  I  Irtitor  by  Anlus  GsKioa-  Her  epirnph  was 
iliwvTEnd  nwoj  jar*  agn; — ii  ii  thai — 


3,  uor  a  tiittory  of  deeper  jnlereit.     Tbeac  arc  iKe 
Dm  qnd  aclUmt  vliicli  oughl  nni  la  periih.  aail  10 

IT  «rrieh«l  ani  eHllFrioe  delail  of  a  CDuFiued  duk 
eaBqunuandlMiiln,  aiib  vhicli  ihemiod  it  nined 
for  II  lim#  la  a  falie  lod  frveritb  tympalhy,  frooi 


eyr  of  MsDI  Blane  [June  Sd. 
.  diilaorr  danla  mm.^. 
ral«<r.edfor«.n...ime.he 
It  Blanc  aud  Hini  Argrali^rv 

ic  DiDunuiDi  fram  tbrir  mir- 


nF,-utaiu.  nMiii 
h'niiitrouDfSi 
oingfiKibpaofc' 


[■ed  the  public  aud  papolar  ancmbliea-      Cicpm 
ipokf  ill  tlie  brum.     TImi  ihii  added  to  Ibeir  erfecl  on 

Fmu  (be  difFrTHki!''  briveeu  what  ve  rrad  vf  (br  emo- 

liDUft  then  aud  ibrre  prnduced.  and  lltoor  veonrvltii 

niiTi  and  ArcliipelnnD  aroond  yvu;  aiul  ^mlliEr  to  trim 
jHMr  taper  rmt  il  In  a  anug  libntrf— EUi  I  know. 
Wn»  Ihe  early  aiiil  mpid  profsi 


vardi;  whieh  aflrr  all 

torn.  10  be  iiii«b-i|i»tr 


Il  ia  Id  be  Reollecied.  Ibat  Ibc  nimt  beai 

lionity  wen  delitercd.  ml  in  tbe  Timfit,  I 
ttimnt 


I  any  CI 


d   Ibe 


raclice  of  preieliing  lu  lbe_^ela 
The  Hunulnuiiu.  wbiw  rtroDi 


preiuta,  are  accutlanird  la  repeal  Ihrir  pn!>erib«|i| 
oriaou  and  praym  irberevar  ihty  may  be  ai  ilie  iiii^ 
"loan —  oF  rounw  fr«|ueai]y  in  Ibe  open  air,  knenJin) 
ipon  a  bghl  liiBl  (wbicb  ibey  carry  for  the  parpnoe  n 

I  bed  or  ciuhioii  u  required)  1  tbe  ceRmnny  tanUKmii 
ninui™,  durinn  vbieb  ibey  an  laially  absorbed,  kni 


upon  tbem,  nude  ■  far  gretnr  jgam 


cared  lo  bejiilbiti 


itW>DV 


1,  tlie  Jesiah.  aud  I 


•Bco  Ihoo*  of  alinaU  erory 

incladinc  moil  nf  our  ovii 
le  Cmbolir,  the  Anmnian. 
idLibmnrKiiJKany 


Furkiih  rinpire.  are  idnlateri.  aud  bate  free  envaiuv  oF 
ibeir  belief  and  iurilea:  mnir  i>ribcK  I  had  a  dliunt 
tiFV  d(  di  Palnin,  awl  from  vliai  I  could  make  oul  of 
ibrm,  they  appeared  lo  be  of  d  imly  Pasna  dcscrii.- 


rayonii;  ctoEit  le  rouge  forme  Bur  cei  cimu  UmehE 
Thii   appiiei  inore   parlicidlrly  lo  Ibe  bdghia  sre 


ui'y  «  fail  ^hlir  eiiGii  In  b^ro«  de  i 


1 


o6 


V 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Claire  et  pour  an  Saint-Preux ;  mais  ne  lea  y  cli«rch« 
pas.»     Les  Confessions,   Uvre   iv.    page  3o6.    Lyon, 

la  July,  1816,  I  made  a  voyage  round  the  lake  of 
Geneva ;  and  a»  far  as  my  own  observation*  liave  led 
mc  in  a  not  uninterested  nor  inattentive  sur\ey  of  all 
the  scene*  most  celebrated  by  Rousseau  in  lii«  «  H<?- 
loise.n  I  can  saft-ly  say,  that  in  this  there  is  no  ewgge- 
ration.  It  would  be  difficult  to  see  Clarcns  (with  the 
scenes  aroond  it,  Vevay,  GliUlon,  Boveret,  St  Gingo, 
Meillerie,  Evian,  and  the  entrances  of  the  Rhone),  with- 
out being  forcibly  slnirk  witli  its  peculiar  adaptation 
to  the  persons  and  events  vrith  which  it  has  been  peo- 
pled. Cut  this  is  not  all ;  the  fecliin;  with  which  all 
around  Clarens,  and  the  opposite  rocks  of  Meillerie,  is 
invested,  is  of  a  still  higher  and  more  comprehensive 
order  than  tlie  mere  sympathy  with  individual  passion; 
it  is  a  sense  of  the  existence  of  love  in  its  most  extemled 
and  sublime  capacity,  and  of  our  own  participation  of 
lU  good  and  of  its  glory:  it  is  the  great  principle  of  the 
universe,  which  is  there  more  condensed,  but  not  less 
inanifested;  and  of  which,  though  knowing  ourselves  a 
part,  we  lose  our  individuality,  and  mingle  in  the  beauty 
of  the  wliole. 

If  Rousseau  had  never  written,  nor  lived,  the  same 
associations  would  not  less  have  belonged  to  such 
scenes.  He  has  added  to  the  interest  of  his  works  by 
their  adoption;  he  has  shown  his  sense  of  their  beauty 
by  the  selection ;  but  they  have  done  that  for  him 
which  no  human  being  could  do  for  them. 

I  had  tnt  fortum(good  or  evil  as  it  might  be)  to  sail 
from  Meillerie  (i*fc«  we  landed  for  some  time)  to  St 
GingA  during  a  lake-storm,  which  added  to  the  magni- 
ficence of  all  around,  ahhougli  occasionally  accompa- 
nied by  danger  to  the  boat,  which  was  small  and  over- 
load^R  II  ▼»«  over  this  very  part  of  the  lake  that 
Rousseau  has  drtveil  the  boat  of  St  Prcux  and  Madame 
Wolmar  to  Meillerie  for  shelter  during  a  tempest. 

On  gaining  the  shore  at  St  Gingo,  I  found  that  the 
wind  had  been  sufficiently  strong  to  blow  down  some 
fine  old  chesnut  trees  on  the  lower  part  of  the  moun- 
tains. On  the  opposite  height  is  a  seat  called  the  Clia- 
teau  de  Clarens.  The  hills  are  covered  with  vinepnls, 
and  interspersed  with  some  small  but  beautiful  woods ; 
one  of  tluse  was  named  the  « Bosquet  de  Julie,»  and  it 
is  remarkable  that,  though  long  ago  cut  down  by  the 
brutal  selfishness  of  the  monks  of  St  Bernard  (to  whom 
the  land  appertained),  tliat  the  ground  might  be  in- 
closed into  a  vineyard  for  the  miserable  drones  of  an 
execrable  superstition,  the  inhabitants  of  Clarens  still 
point  out  the  spot  where  ifs  trees  stood,  calling  it  by 
the  name  which  couMJcrated  and  survived  them. 

Rousseau  lias  not  been  particularly  fortunate  in  the 
preservation  of  the  « local  habitations*)  he  has  given  to 
wairy  nothings.n  The  Prior  of  Great  St  Bernard  has 
cut  down  some  of  his  woods  for  the  sake  of  a  few 
casks  of  wine,  and  Buonaparte  has  levelled  part  of  the 
rocks  of  Meillerie  in  improving  the  road  to  the  Simplon. 
The  road  is  an  excellent  one,  but  I  cannot  quite  agree 
with  a  remark  which  I  heard  made,  that  «  La  route 
vaut  uiiciu  que  les  souvenirs. » 

Note  i3.  Stanza  cv. 

Laaunne  and  Feraey  !  y«  li«<rc  been  ihe  aboJo*. 

Voltaire  and  Gibbon. 


Note  24.  Suaia  cziii. 

nU  I  aot  fiW  «y  mkai,  whiek  thm  iutU  ami 

-  if  it  b«  lh««t 
For  Banquo'a  iaaM  ba.e  I  >«  if  y  mimd.* 

Maettdu 

Note  2  5.  Stanza  cxiv. 

O'er  ©th«r«'  (jrirf*  that  •©■€  ainrMvly  f  ri^te. 

It  is  said  by  Rochefoucault  th«  «  there  is  alwyt  \ 
something  in  the  misfortunes  of  men's  best  friends  not  j 
displeasing  to  them.* 


CANTO  IV. 


V^  >  V  i '  ' 
~\*<'''  Note  1.  Stanza  i. 

I  ttood  in  Venice,  on  ibe  BriJge  ofSigbai 
A  palare  and  a  priaen  on  each  band. 

Tbe  communication  between  the  Ducal  palace  and  the 
prisons  of  Venice  is  by  a  gloomy  bridge,  or  covered  gal- 
lery, high  above  the  water,  and  divided  by  a  stone  wall 
into  a  passage  and  a  cell.     The  state  dunfeoM,  called 
«  poni,»  or  wells,  ^were  sunk  in  the  thick  "walh  of  the 
palace ;  and  the  prisoner  when  taken  out  to  die  was 
conducted  across  the  gallery  to  the  other  aide,  and  being 
then  led  back  into  the  other  compartment,  or  cell,  npoa 
the  bridge,  was  there  strangletl.  Tbe  low  portal  throogb 
which  the  criminal  was  taken  into  this  cell  is  now  waHcd 
up;  but  the  passage  is  still  open,  and  is  still  known  by 
Ihe  name  of  the  Bridge  of  Sighs.    The  poixi  are  ander 
tlie  rtooring  of  the  chamber  at  the  foot  of  the  bridge. 
They  were  formeriy  twelve,  but  on  the  first  arrival  of  the 
French,  the  Venetians  hastily  blocked  or  broke  up  the 
deeper  of  these  dimgeoas.     You  may  still,  howc\er,  de- 
scend by  a  trap-door,   and  crawl  down  through  holes, 
half  choked  by  rubbish,   to  the  depth  of  two  storey^ 
below  the  first  range.    If  you  arc  in  want  of  coosolatioo 
for  the  extinction  of  patrician  po^er,  perhaps  you  may 
find  it  there;  scarcely  a  ray  of  light  ghmmcrs  into  the 
narrow  gallery  which  leads  to  the  cells,  aud  the  places  of 
coufiiieraent  themselves  arc  totally  dark.     A  small  hole 
in  the  wall  admitted  ihe  damp  air  of  the  passages,  and 
served  for  the  introduction  of  the  prisoner's  food.     A 
wooden  pallet,  rained  a  foot  from  the  ground,  was  the 
only  furniture.     The  conductors  tell  you  lliai  a  light 
was  not  allowed.  Tlie  cells  are  about  five  paces  in  length, 
two  and  a  half  in  widUi,  aud  se\en  feet  in  height.    They 
arc  directly  beneath  one  another,  and  respiration  is 
somewhat  difhcfllt  in  the  lower  holes.  Only  one  prLsoner 
was  found  when  the  republicans  descended  into  these 
hideous  recesses,  and  he  i<  said  to  ha\e  been  confined 
sixteen  years.    But  the  iunia les  of  the  dungeons  beneath 
had  left  traces  of  their  repentance,  or  of  their  despair, 
which  are  jftill  visible,  and  may  perhaps  owe  something 
to  recent  ingenuity.     Soml  of  the  detained  appear  to 
have  offended  against,  and  others  to  hUve  belonged  to, 
the  .sacred  body,  not  only  from  iheir  signatures,  butjrom 
the  churches  and  Mfrics  which  they  have  scratched 
upon  the  walls.  The  reader  may  not  object  to  see  a  spe- 
cimen (if  the  records  prompted  by  so  terrific  a  solitude. 
As  nearly  as  they  could  he  copied  by  more  than  one 
pencil,  three  of  them  are  as  follows: 

I. 

HO:i  Tl  FIDAR  AD  ALCUMD,  PE.N5A  C  TACI 
SE  FL'CiR  VUOI   Dl  8PIO!«t   IMSIDIE  C  LACCI 
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:lu  HH  Bi  TiLoi  roo  ti  nn  nn.i 

«ftd  contiaur  .  .iiiui  d[  lUcir  aii«  bm.l.u  bard. 

Oa  Ihc  ;lh  of  but  Jbbiuct,  iba  auUior  ot  Child* 

UGDHO.  Mim.  KlIHI. 

*ai  t  oarpHiiiT.  and  ihe  oihn  a  ([oDdolkf.  Tha  former 

plicnl  liiimrlEai  ibe  prow,  ibe  taller  at  Iba  ilHn  of  Uhi 

«■    HIM*  HMO  rt 

boal,    AIUt1eartrrl«»mgllK.<|u>TCiflbatSaBIU.tb»r 

c«ay,,tl.rrf«,.h«fLlof&lM,»Bd.ta  palace  olArmid.; 

and  d«1  DM  trng  lliit  VcnMian.  bat  IbaTuaun  tmn. 

The  nrpenln',  hnwner.  nhs  wai  Ibe  clnrrcrot  Iba  l*ti, 

KctBiiH  caitiLLimiq. 

inldoilhalbecmild  tnnilatr  Ihcdrieiiul.    Bcaditnl, 

llul  liermild  nii^  almau  ibrrr  hundrnl  lUiuat,  but  bad 

nol  ipu-iu  {morilH  wai  ihr  <anl  be  lucd],  lo  lura  uay 

*•,     ti    i>.      f      I'      «■. 

mfiiT.  or  IK  ■ing  vhal  hr  already  kor*:  a  man  mu.i 

hate  idle  lime  an  hU  baadu  la  acquire,  or  id  n|»*i,  and. 

Mid  Ilie  [Kinr  feiiav,  ■  loak  ai  my  dolbei  asd  al  mc,  I 

■■•fnikb  IR  hvVFXr  Ual  qililF  M  iIicUIhI,  iiHdtbc 

anmuruug.i     Thin  >|Hvcb  v»  laoreaFhciii^  iban  bli 

KMi  liy  >  priwner  cnalincH  tnr  somF  act  of  ImniElv 

nuBilud  ai  a  fuaml ;  ilwi  C^rttUariw  •>  iJir  iwint  at 

quieiaeuoB.irhiebbeeTideatlreDit«<aHmlio  r«irain, 

MrUk  OD  lnr>  Grma.  out  Ibr  Ka :  auj  ihal  Uw  b.1 

bill  aai  loo  modi  inutnled  ia  bi>  tubjeel  atlofelhir  in 

lirpm 


^  aid  wrilrr,  dracribing  ibe  appeanoci 
I  HmI*  aw  af  [be  aba>t  iougc,  *bicb  v 


u  •iiDl  by  Ibe  boalmea,  netr 
■nililllobefaiuid.  The  Fb1liiwid|;i 
loo  tbe  dlffrreiKe  belaeea  Ibe  Tiui 


Ndic  3.  Suoia 
n  MDg  of  Ibe  gi 


gDodalien.  at  alUnul 
,bat  died  wiib  Ibe  inde- 


1  t)ia  lasdoliem,  aiid  ibal,  alibangb  Ibn  cbaunl 
t  teblfMii,  IF  ever,  voluDluy,  Iberc  areaiiilfevisralaDmDGit 

Tldoei  Dot  appear  Ihat  il  it  usual  fn  tbe  peiformen  to 
ow  and  nng  at  the  tame  lime.  Although  the  verKi  of 
beJenualem  an  do  ioDger  catiuill]  board,  Ibere  iiyel 

^DUEb  ID  ditfiuguiiji  Ibe  wordn.mnf  fancy  iltal " ' 


the  go 


•  ofTaH 


a  liilbi  ISO  wnbilisw 


of  LibHnlure  mual  bcum  bit 

wiih  Ibe  eiceplioa  oRotRe  pbn 

and  eilnvngBni,  be  baa  funiiilied  a  very  eiacl,  aa  veil  aa 

agreeable,  detcriplion. 

*  tn  VcDice  Ibe  gondolien  kao«  by  bean  bng  pa^ 
Hgn  fmm  Arioimaod  Tauo,  aOri^teu  cbaunt  themitiUi 
a  peculiar  melody.  Bm  lhi>  lalenl  Menu  at  pretenl  on 
Ihe  decline: — at  Jeatt,  after  lakingtome  paioa,  1  OooEd 
find  uo  more  than  Ivo  pftnouh  who  dalitercd  lo  mo  in 
■  hit  way  I  pusige  From  Taiao.  Imuiladd.  thai  Ibe  lale 
Mr  Dcrry  oace  cbaunled  to  niea  paaaage  iuTauoiuIhe 
maimer,  at  he  aiuired  nu,  of  ibe  gondoUen. 

'  There  are  alvayi  1*0  coDcemed,  vrbo  aUaroatuJy 
aing  Ibe  ftlrophn.  We  ktw*  ibr  melody  enatually  by 
RouiHSU^  la  vbu»tiui|{a  Ilia  primed;  il  baa  pnperiy  do 
melediauR  mfl*eniedi ;  and  ii  a  tort  of  mndiuialHlvaoii 
Uie  canto  frrnu  and  llie  canto  figuralai  it  appnMrhn  id 
■lie  formu  by  reeilaliiical  deelauulioa,  and  lo  lb*  lalter 

lud  embrUiibed. 

'I  entered  a  gondola  by  maonlighliDDOini^l^jceil 
limself  FiH"aHnlt,and  the  aiher  aft,  lUhl  ibu(  proceedad 
0  Si  Georgia.  One  began  Ibe  toug:  vben  be  bad  ended 
■ii  •liuplie,  llie  other  took  up  the  lay,  and  >a  eoBliuued 
he  iDiig  aheroalely.  TliRHigluiut  the  whole  of  it,  tlie 
amenolei  imariably  rHumeil,  bal,  according  la  the 
uhjecl  matter  of  ibe  ilroplie,  Ibi'j  laid  a  greater  or  a 
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smaller  stress,!*^'''^^™^  *"*  ^^^t  ^^  sometimes  on 
anotlier  note,  and  indeed  changed  the  enunciation  of  tte 
irhole  Mtrophe  as  the  object  of  the  poem  altered. 

«On  the  whole,  however,  Che  itoiinds  were  hoarse  and 
Mreaming:  they  MTiiinl,  in  the  mnniifr  of  all  nide  un- 
ri^iliscd  mm,  to  muke  tlie  excelloncy  of  tlieir  sinking  in 
the  form  of  ihvir  voice:  one  seemed  dt^irouK  of  coiiquer- 
ing  the  other  by  tlie  strength  of  his  lungs;  and  bO  far 
from  recciving/lelight  from  thix  scene  (sliut  up  as  I  wa.s 
in  the  box  of  tlie  gondola),  I  found  myself  in  a  very  lui- 
pleasanl  Mtiiation. 

M  My  companion,  to  vrhom  I  communicated  this  cir« 
cumstance.  being  very  desirous  to  kitfp  up  the  credit  of 
his  countrymen,  asKiu^  me  that  this  singing  was  very 
delightful  when  heard  nt  a  disLince.  Accordingly  wo 
got  out  upon  the  sliore,  leaving  one  o^he  singers  in  the 
gondola,  while  the  other  went  to  tlie  distance  of  some 
hundred  paces.  They  now  began  to  sing  against  one 
another,  and  I  kept  walking  up  and  down  l>ctween  thcin 
both,  so  as  always  to  leave  him  who  was  to  begin  his  part. 
I  frequently  stood  still  and  hearkened  to  the  ope  and  to 
the  other. 

«  Here  the  scene  was  properly  introduced.  Ttie  strong 
declamatory,  and,  as  it  were,  shrieking  sound,  met  the 
ear  from  far,  and  called  forth  the  attention ;  the  quickiy- 
siicceeding  transitions,  which  necessarily  required  to  be 
sung  in  a  lower  tone,  ^'enied  like  pliiintive  strains  suc- 
crediug  the  vociferation  of  emotion  or  of  pain.  The 
other,  who  listened  attentively,  immediately  began  where 
the  former  left  off,  answering  him  in  milder  or  more 
vehement  note^,  according  as  the  purport  of  the  strophe 
required.  Tlie  sleepy  canals,  the  lofty  buildings,  the 
splendour  of  tlie  moon,  the  deep  shadows  of  the  few- 
gondolas,  that  moved  like  spirits  hither  and  thither,  in- 
creased the  striking  peculiarity  of  the  scene;  and,  amidst 
all  these  circuinstance<i,  it  was  easy  to  confe4»s  tiie  cha- 
racter of  this  wonderful  harmony. 

« It  suits  perfectly  well  with  an  idle  solitary  mariner, 
lying  at  lengtli  in  his  vessel  at  rest  on  one  of  these  canals, 
waiting  for  his  company,  or  for  ftjfore,  the  tiresomeness 
of  which  situation  is  somewhat  aHeviated  by  the  songs 
and  poetical  stories  he  has  in  memory.  lie  often  raises 
his  voice  as  loud  as  he  can,  which  extends  itself  to  a  vast 
distance  over  the  tranquil  mirror,  and  as  all  is  still  around, 
he  is,  as  it  were,  in  a  MJItude  in  the  midst  of  a  large  and 
jiopulous  to«  n.  Here  is  no  rattling  of  carriages,  no  noise 
of  foot  passengers:  a  silent  gondola  glides  now  and  then 
by  him,  of  which  the  splashing  of  the  oars  is  scarcely 
to  be  heard.  * 

a  At  a  distance  he  hears  another,  perhaps  utterly  un- 
known to  him.  Slelody  and  verse  immediately  attach 
the  two  stranger*!;  he  becomes  the  responsive  echo  to  the 
former,  and  exerts  himself  to  be  heard  as  he  had  heard 
the  other.  Ity  a  tacit  convention  they  alternate  verM!  for 
verse;  though  the  song  should  last  the  whole  night 
through,  they  enlert:in  tliemM^Ives  without  fatigue;  the 
hearern,  who  are  passing  between  tlie  two,  take  part  in 
the  amusement. 

«  This  vocal  p'rformancr  sonmLs  l)est  at  a  great  dis- 
tance, and  is  then  inexprevsibly  charming,  as  it  only 
"Iniinis  its  design  in  the  scniinicnl  of  remoteness.  It  is 
plaintive,  but  not  dismal  in  its  sound,  ^nd  at  times  it  is 
scarcely  possible  lo  rrfnuii  from  tenr«».  !k^y  compnnion, 
who  otherwise  m  as  not  a  very  drlieately  organized  person, 
said  quite  une\i>cci(Hlly :  'e  >ingolare  come  quel  canto 
iiitenerisce,  e  molto  piu  quando  lo  cantano  meglio.' 


« I  was  told  that  the  women  of  Libo,  the  Umg  iwr 
of  islands  that  divides  the  Adriatic  from  the  Lafooois' 
particularly  the  women  of  tlie  extreme  districts  of  Slala- 
mocca  and  Palestrina,  sing  in  like  manner  the  works  of 
Tasso  to  these  and  similar  tunes. 

« TheV  have  the  custom,  when  tiieir  hu^baudfk  air 
tishiug  out  at  tea,  to  sit  along  the  sliorc  in  the  cvcningi 
and  vociferate  these  songs,  and  continue  to  do  so  with 
great  violence,  till  each  of  them  can  distinguish  the 
responses  of  her  own  husband  at  a  distance.*' 

The  love  of  music  and  of  poetry  distinguislies  all  classes 
of  Venetians,  even  amongst  the  tuneful  sons  of  Italy. 
The  city  itself  can  occasionally  furnish  respectable  aih 
diences  for  two  and  even  three  opera  houses  at  a  timr; 
and  there  are  few  events  in  private  life  tliat  do  not  call 
forth  a  printed  and  circulated  sonnet.  Does  a  physirjaa 
or  a  lawyer  take  his  degree,  or  a  clergyman  preach  his 
maiden  sermon,  hd^  a  surgeon  performed  an  operalion, 
VI  ould  a  harlequin  announce  his  departure  or  his  benefit, 
are  you  to  be  congratulated  on  a  marriage,  or  a  birtli,  cr 
a  law-suit,  the  Muses  are  invoked  to  fumisli  tlie  same 
number  of  sylliibles,  and  the  individual  triuBplis  blaze 
abroiid  in  virgin  white  or  party-coloured  placards  on 
half  the  corners  of  the  capital.  The  last  curtsy  of  a 
f^ivourite  «  prima  donna »  brings  down  a  shower  of  thcfr 
poetical  tributes  from  those  upper  regions,  from  which, 
in  onr  theatres,  nothing  but  cupids  and  snow  storms  an* 
arciLstomed  to  descend.  There  is  a  poetry  in  the  very 
life  of  a  Venetian,  which,  in  its  common  coarse,  is  varied 
with  those  surprises  and  changes  so  rccommendable  in 
fiction,  but  so  different  from  the  sober  monotony  of 
northern  existence;  amusements  are  raised  into  duties, 
duties  are  softened  into  amusements,  and  every  object 
being  considered  as  equaUy  making  a  part  of  the  basinet 
of  life,  K  announced  and  performed  with  the  same 
earnest  indifference  and  gay  assiduity.  The  Venelian 
garette  constantly  closes  its  colunws  with  the  following 
triple  advertisement : 

Charad*. 


I 


R«po«i(ion  of  the  aoal  Holy  iUcrtment  in  the  chnrch  of  Sc 


TkmlrtM. 

St  Mom,  opera. 

Si  Benfdirt,  a  cumeJjf  of  character*. 

St  I.uke.  re|>o«e. 

VNHien  it  is  recollected  wliat  the  Catholics  believe  th-Hr 
consecrated  wafer  to  be,  we  may  perhaps  think  it  worthy 
of  a  more  respectable  niche  than  between  poetry  and  the 
playhouse. 

Note  .4-  Stanza  x. 

Spaita  halli  m^ny  a  woribier  ton  than  h*. 

The  answer  of  the  mother  of  llrasidas  to  tlie  strangers 
who  pniiscd  the  memory  of  her  son. 

Note  .'t.  Stanza  xi. 

St  Mark  yet  »er«  lit*  lion  where  he  alood 
Stand.— 

The  lion  has  lost  nothing  by  his  jonniey  to  tlie  /n- 
valuUsy  but  the  gospel  which  supported  the  paw  tliat  is 
now  on  a  le\el  with  iho  oilier  foot.  Tlie  horses,  also, 
are  returned  to  the  ill-rhoseu  spot  whent:e  they  sot  out, 
and  arc.  ns  before,  half  hidden  under  the  porch  window 
of  St  Murk's  church. 

'  1'iio  mriicr  memt  tAdo,  whirh  ia  not  a  loBQ  row  of  Ula  ida.  Lot  a 
lo^iT  •»' "i<l  —  li'tM',  itii'  »boic. 

■  Curiotiiieaof  I.iieratnrr,  vul.  ii.  p.  |S6.  edit.  iSo^i  sad  Appeu- 
ilii  »».  lo  Bijrk'a  Lifr  of  TaHMS 
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Chiaa,  tEid  v«rr  tnmfcrTTd  ft  CoauamiDople  bf  Tlie- 
■tdodm.    Laftdawj  vntiOA  u  t  f^vouiite  pliy  of  Ibe 

one  ot  Ibcir  liEpnuy  cbanKl«n.     Ooe  of  ihe  bfiL  cpcci- 
mmat  vi  Bodoaii  typography  it  4  mpccublt  \d1uetw  of 

for^lie  rccnicrcd  liom.     Ii  »  lo  br 


inguldle 


IfolluDg  ihall  1m  uul  of  iliD  Laiin.  bul  ii  may  be  per 
outlfd  lo  nlMrrvr,  U»(  ihe  iiyuiLice  of  Ibf  Vcm-lUn  ii 

c^udI  to  (b«l  Af  (bo  Krtfu-  b  in  chict^-Iiij;  them  lo  ?4ri> 
doi]  llul  il  vouU  Udvc  1h4!(i  niitrr  p^lld<-n^(l>  Live  avoid 
nl  bU  alluioDi  lo  cilbvr  coblwry.  An  aiiiwiDlic  prima 
■hoald,  p«riiii|»,  luve  gLjettrd  iii  jFfiimB,  ov«  Uii 
piiocipal  tDInun  of  a  nwIrapoUiao  iliurdli,  an  in 
trripliaa  luiia|{  i  nfenocc  lo  aoy  olbor  [r>uiD|ifat  ihai 
Ihoic  of  nligion,  Notbui||  ini  Llian  llic  uaciScniDD  m 
tUc  nrU  can  aeaie  lurb  ^  ulcuiim. 

Now  G.  510  nn  lii. 

AAn  QUoy  nia  rfhrtt  on  ihr  pan  of  ihit  Ilaluuu 
aniinjy  id  llirow  olf  the  }ukc  of  Fndcric  ~  ~ 
uid  k>  fniiiko  >Uf mpu  d(  tbe  CDiptnr  lo 
itif  ibanluM  DiHW  IbroMBboal  (be  vi]iu1d< 
pin  doaijuooi,  ibebLowdy  iiniitplaf^Foiu 
ytan  '■■n  happily  btiiimbt,ia  a  cImf  in  ibe 
aicfc     Th*  ariidea  of  a  tmiy  hid   b««n  prcvioiuly 


«kiuEO 

Siiil,  and 

Then 

ha*«fr,  man)  paints  lo  adjii 

.DOdl 

r  Kveral  d 

■he  ptHce  vu  bdined  lo  bo 

Mbt.   Al 

I'd  Oa 

ll»  nape 

hid  aoiml  al  Chima,  ■  loan  fi 

piul.     Tlu.  Vmciaw  ««  ipn, 

DWinUTrcv 

rrodaii  tbouM  •inUmJy  ad<,^n 

im,  bul  vu 

ivwofSebatUuiUa 

P«»d 

«Mr««  ar 

m  Ilic  DuldiWH  of  Ihc  lu 

tha  >3d  ot  July,  in  iIk 

I  1nn>fEmd  Pnda-ie.  ii 

tiK  iiknd  of  Lido,  ■  mih 

norniDg  the  Pupr,  aecoR][uuikd  by  (lie 

■don,  and  by  ibs  eniuys  of  1 


red  ibe  Faipcmr  and  bik  paniuni  from  the  ei- 
tiuufaiiou  iTODOunc^  igUEHI  bim.    Xlf  clian- 

of  ibc  rmpire,  on  iba^R  of  liU  nvauu,  n- 
■.n]  Ibo  lali-popn  uul  llieir  icb 
Imnudiaielj  ihi  doge,  with  a  gmt  niiiF  botl; 

and  lailj,  got  on  bovd  ^i^e  giiUryn,  and 


migbiy  si; 


bdldot 


Ibf  capital,  TLa  rmpcror  dintcfudcd  fri 
al  ihr  quay  of  thr  IHjuibIih-  The  dogr,  ilif  painarcli, 
bit  biidinpt  and  clet^,  and  lUc  pcopir  of  Veukp,  viib 
their  croitu  and  Ibnr  tundardii,  Durclird  tn  aOtrnul 
pcoceaoD  before  bim  lo  (be  cburcb  of  Saiul  Hwk, 

lica.  atleiidn]  by  lil>i  bubopi  and  cinliiuk,  bjr  Ibe  pa- 
Imrrb  of  Aquilijii,  by  llu  arclibiiliapi  and  bubupi  of 
Lmubanly,  all  of  Ibciii  in  itqie,  and  cloiiwd  in  lliiiir 
cliurcb  rubn.  Frederic  •pproacbnl—' moTHi  by  Ibe 
Holy  Spirit,  vrneraling  ibo  Almi|{btv  in  ibe  perMci  of 
Alesinder,  layiog  aside  bii  impcrLal  dignily,  aud  llirvv- 
iog  off  Uii  oianlk,  lie  protintcd  binuelf  at  Full  Igoglb 

eyu,  niied  bim  benignimlly  Satn  (be  ground,  kiiMd 
bim,  bkwed  bim  {and  immcdiiiidy  Ibe  Ce-rmaiB  of  ibe 
train  oaog,  vrilL  a  loud  voice,  'Wepraiie  tlm.  OLonl.' 
Tbe  emperor  tliep  tuUoe  (be  Pope  by  tbe  rigbl  hand, 
led  bim  id  llw  eburcb,  and,  htfviaj  lecnved  hi*  bene 
diciioQ,  relunted  to  ilw  ducal  palace.  ••'  TbeXremony 
of  bamlliation  wu  repeated  Ibe  neil  day.  Tie  Pope 
liimHif,  al  tile  raquei^f  Frederic,  uid  iubb  al  Saiut 
Mark's.  The  cmperoWigaia  laid  niide  biv  ivpi;'''*' 
nuolle,  and.  lakiog  n  vnnd  in  bii  hand,  oFlieiainl  at 
verier,  driving  ihc  laity  from  (be  ehob-.  and  pfecnling 

giHpel,  preached  lo  llie  people.  Ttftemperor  put  Ihrn- 
Klf  elote  to  Ibd  polpil  in  Iba  altilmn  of  litleoing;  and 
(he  pooiiff,  loucbed  hy  ibia  mark  of  hit  ■ueniiop,  far 
be  koev  lliai  Frederic  did  not  undenuod  a  sonl  be 
fliid,  commauded  (he  patriarch  of  Aqnileja  to  Iranilale 
Ibe  Liilin  diteouTiw  into  the  Gennan  longne.   Tlie  creed 

killed  Ibe  Pope'i  leei,  and,  man  being  over,  led  Iiini  by 
Ihe  hand  to  hit  «bi(o  hone.  He  held  the  uirrup.  and 
would  have  W  llie  hone'i  rein  to  ibe  valer  tide,  bad 
not  (be  Pope  accepted  of  Ihe  indinalion  for  Ihe  per- 
formaaee,  and  affectionately  dismiued  him  vilh  hit 
benediction.    Sucb  it  Ibe  HibiltiKC  of  Ihe  aecDwil  left 


f  Ihe  arcUiithop  of  Salerno,  vlio  vat  imacnl  ■[  iha 

rremony,^rad  «ho*e  «tdry  it  conGnued  by  evetif  aab- 

It  •ould  be  nol  vorth  no  uuiHIa 

i(  the  trinmph  of  libcity  at  «eU  at 
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of  MipentitioD.  Tlie  «tatM  of  Lombardy  owed  to  it  the 
confinnatioii  of  tb<jSr  privilegr*;  and  Alexander  had 
rea.on  to  tliank  tlie  Almighty,  who  had  enabled  an  in- 
firm, unarmed  old  man  to  subdue  a  terrible  and  potent 
sovrreigu.  * 

Noti*  7.  Stanza  xii. 

Ob,  fur  onr  hour  orbliml  old  Dandolo! 
Th*  ociO|{CD*ri«a  ihief,  B)f  inlium't  ronqurriBQ  for. 

The  reader  ^ill  recollect  the  exclamation  of  the  high- 
lander,  Oh^for  one  hour  of  Dundee  !  Henry  Dandolo, 
when  clecteil  do^je,  iu  1 191,  ^as  eit;hty-fi\e  years  of  age. 
When  he  runiiiiaiided  the  Vcuriians  at  the  taking  of 
Constantinople,  he  wii  conM'(]ueniIy  ninety-seven  yearit 
old.  At  thi>  ai;e  he  annextrd  the  fourili  and  a  half  of 
the  whole  empire  of  Ilunuinia, '  for  so  the  Roman  em- 
pire vt'As  theu  called,  to  the  title  and  to  the  territories  of 
tlie  Venetian  Doge.  The  three-eighths  of  this  empire 
were  presented  in  the  diplomas  until  the  duketlom  of 
Ciiovanni  Dolfino,  who  made  use  of  the  above  desig- 
nation iu  the  year  1  '3.')7.  ^ 

Dandolo  led  the  attack  on  Ctmstantinople  in  person  : 
two  ships,  the  Paradise  and  the  Pilgrim,  were  tied  toge- 
ther, and  .1  drawbridge  or  l.idder  let  down  from  their 
higher  yanls  to  the  walls.  The  doge  was  one  of  the 
first  to  rush  into  the  city.  Then  was  completed,  stid 
the  Venetian^,  the  proph«>cy  of  the  Krythrxan  syhil. 
mA  gatlicring  together  nf  the  powerful  shall  be  made 
amidst  the  waves  of  the  Adriatic,  under  a  blind  leader: 
they  sliall  beset  the  goat — they"  shall  profane  Byzan- 
tium— they  sliall  blacken  her  buildings — her  f|ioils 
shall  be  dispervcd ;  a  new  goat  shall  bleat  until  they 
have  measured  out  aud  nui  over  tifly-four  feet,  nine 
inches,  and  a  half.  »  4 

Dandolo  died  on  the  first  day  of  June,  120S,  having 
reigned  thirteen  years,  six  monllis,  and  five  days,  aud 
waA  buried  in  the  church  of  St  Sophia,  at  Constantino- 
ple. Strangely  enough  it  must  souud,  that  the  name 
of  the  rebel  apothecary  who  n'cei\ed  the  doge's  s^onl, 
nnd  annihilated  the  ancient  government  in  i79(>-7t  was 
Dandolo.  • 

Note  8.  Stanza  xiii. 


Bui  i«  not  Uoria't  maaace  comm  to  paM  T 
Aretbry  m9t  MMoif 

After  tlie  loss  of  Uie  battle  of  Pola,  and  the  taking  of 
[^hioza  on  the  ifitli  of  August,  1^79,  by  tlie  united 
innauient  of  the  Genoese  and  Francesco  da  Carrara, 

^  Sc«  the  abofc-t-iuJ  Rhdim^IJ  of  Sdlrrae.  la  •  aceoai  Miwoo 
(hich  Ainanilcr  pr<«tbr4,  oa  the  Itiu  day  of  Aoguit.  beror*  tb«  ea^ 
>rror,  br  (outp^rad  Frrdcrit.  to  tbo  prodigal  ton,  and  biauoff  to  lh« 
orgiring  Cailier. 

'  Mr  Uibbiio  ba«  nmiitvJ  tltf  imporiani  <r,  and  baa  trritian  Roaani 
n»lead  of  Ronanuc  ■^Urtlini'  and  tali,  t-bjp.  Iti.  note  9.  But  ibc  title 
M-qutrrd  by  U^ndulo  run*  ibbt  in  ibr  ibrunKle  of  bit  namcMke,  the 
>«tgc  Andrew  l>«ni<olo  —i}mcaii  tilmL  mJJiJtl,  •  {imurtir  parlii  et  Ji- 
nidite  totift  imfier.i  numumite.*  Aud.  Dand.  Chroni<on.  cap.  iii,  part 
iivii.  ap.  Siript.  H«r.  Ilal.  torn.  «ii.  paga  33i.  And  iha  Rontanitr  it 
Jiaorvod  in  tba  tubtrt|uent  «rit  of  ilia  duget.  Indred  iba  lunlinenlal 
tottataion*  of  the  tirrrk  napira  la  Kuropawera  ihaa  goacraiiy  known 
>y  lb«  n<iBO  uf  Romania,  and  ibat  appellation  iiaiill  •■■  ia  tbe  aupa 
tf  Tnrkry  «a  applird  tu  Tbrai «. 

*  Sor  iba  (Ouiinualioa  of  Lijndolo'a  Cbronicia,  ibid.  p.  49^*  ^r 
•ibbon  apprjr%  nut  to   in  ludc  Uulunu,  folluAirtQ   Sanado,  nbu  aajt. 

1/  quai  utolu  $i  tin  fin  mt  lloge  GtwNimmi  lhAfim»,»  See  Vita  de' 
>uilii  de  Vencfia.  ap.  JSiripl.   Rrr.  i(«l.  loni.  iiii    Sio,  641. 

*  •  liei  poientiua  111  aquit  Adiialicit  rongrrgatio,  r»co  prvdnce. 
lircum  ainln|;eni,  Byimtibin  propban^buui,  vdilicia  dcni(;rabunt  1 
polia  di*prr(;rntar,  iiinu*  nw*M«  Iralabit  uaq««  dna  tiv  pedca  at 
I  poilitetcl  trmit,  pr^mrntarati  dia<arrant.«  Chroniroa.  ibid,  part 
uiv. 


Si^Dor  of  Fidna,  the  Venetiant  vera  radpced  to  te 
most  denpair.    An  embasxy  was  sent  to  the 
with  a  blank  slieet  of  paper,  praying  them  to 
what  terms  they  plea«ed,  and  leave  to  Vcniee  ooly  hs 
independence.    The  Prince  of  Padua  was  indiaed  » 
listen  to  these  proposals,  but  the  GenoeM 
the  victory  at  Pola,  had  shouted,  « to  Venice,  to  Vcai 
and  long  live  St  (aeorge,w  determined  to  annihifainkir 
rival,  and  Peter  Doria,  their  commander  in  chief,  » 
turned  this  answer  to  the  suppliants :  «  On  God's  Ciidi, 
gentlemen  of  Venice,  ye  shall  have  no  peace  froia  ikr 
Signor  of  Padua,  nor  from  onr  commuoe  of  Genoa,  mbl 
we  have  first  put  a  rein  upon  those  unbridled  bona 
of  yours,  that  are  u{>on  the  porch  of  your  evaofelislft 
.Vark.     When  we  have  bridled  them,  wre  shall  keep  fti 
quiet.    And  this  is  tlie  pleasure  of  %k%  and  of  oorcoa- 
mune.     As  for  these  my  brotliers  of  Genoa,  thai  yas 
liave  brought  with  you  to  give  up  to  us,  I  irill  aol  Im 
them :  take  them  back;  for,  in  a  few  days  heaor.  1 
&hall  come  aud  let  them  out  of  prison  myself.  Mi 
these  and  all  the  others. »  >     In  fart,  tlie  Genoeie  dil 
ad\ance  as  ^  as  Malamocco,  within  five.uules  of  die 
capital;  but  their  o«n  danger  and  the  pride  of  their 
enemies  gave  courage  to  the  Venetians,  who  made  fi<»- 
digious  efforts,  and  many  individual  sacrifices,  aO  af 
them  carefully  reconled  by  their  historians      VclMr 
Pis;ini  was  put  at  the  head  of  thirty^our  galleys.    The 
Genoese   bn)ke   up  from  Malamocco,   and  retired  lo 
Chioza  in  Octol>er;  but  they  again  threatened  Venice, 
II hich  was  reduced  to  extremities.     At  this  time,  the 
1st  of  January,  1 38o,  arrived  Carlo  Zeno,  who  had  beta 
cruising  on  the  Cenoese  coast  with  fourteen  galleys. 
The  Venetians  were  now  strong  enough  to  besiegp  the 
Genoese.     Doria  was  killed  on  the  a  ad  of  January  by  t 
stone  bullet  a  hiiiiilrcd  and  ninety-five  pounds  weight, 
discharged  from  a  bombard  called  the  Trevisan.     Chion 
was  then  closely   iu\csted,*   five  thousand  auKiKariei, 
amongst  whom  were  some  English  Condottieri,  coai- 
mandeil  by  one  Captaii)  Cecclio,  joined  the  Venetians. 
The  Genoese,  in  their  turn,  prayed  for  conditions,  boi 
none   wen>  granted  until,  at  last,  they  surrrndered  at 
discretion;  and,  on  the  a4th  of  June,  i38o,  the  Doge 
Contarini  made  his  triumphal  entry  into  Chiom.     Foar 
thousand   prisoners,   nineteen   galleys,   many 
vessels  and  barks,  with  all  the  ammunition  and 
and  outfit  of  the  expedition,  fell  into  llie  hands  of  the 
conquerors,  who,  had  it  not  been  for  the  inexorable  an- 
swer of  Doria,  would  liave  gladly  reduced  their  domi- 
nion to  the  city  of  Venice.     An  account  of  these  trans- 
actions  is  found  in  a  work  called  the  War  of  Ghiom, 
written  by  Daniel  Qiinauo,  who  was  in  Vemce  at  the 
time. ' 

Note  9.  Stanza  xiv. 

Tbo  •  Planirr  of  ibc  Lioa.a 

Plant  the  Iiort— that  is,  the  Lion  of  St  BUrk,  the 

*  a  Alia  fi  di  Dio,  Signori  Vraefiaai,  non  haTercto  aat  paco  4al 
.Signtirr  di  Padoua.  tA  dal  no«iro  i omiinodi  Genova.  a«  prtMioraaaaia 
non  aieltemii  la  br>glie  a  ()uelli  vnafri  ravalli  tfroaali,  cba  ••■•  aa  la 
Ro/a  dri  Voirro  KvanQrlitta  S.  Mano.  Infrraati  <^e  gli  ha»raan.  vt 
farrmo  tiarr  in  buona  pn-r.  K  (|Uctia  ^  la  iai^nvione  aciatra^  r  del 
n<ittra  lomune.  (jurtit  iniei  frairlli  (*cnoveai,  rha  barcta  aeaali  cwa 
roi  per  dunarci,  non  li  vnf-lio  ;  rimanetagli  in  diatro  penbcia  iaiaado 
da  t|ui  a  podii  (jiurni  vruirgii  a  ritcuuter  dalla  toairc  prigioai,  a  loco  a 
gli  aitri.* 

'  ■  Oiroaica  dolU  |acrra  di  Chiou.a  eu.,  Scnpi.  Bar.  Ilal.  MM.  ir. 
pp.  699  to  S04.  _ 
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liant,  and  carried  alon;  less  interested  critics  in  its 
current,  is  run  out.  We  hare  another  proof  that  we 
can  never  be  sure  that  the  paradox,  the  most  singular, 
and  therefore  having  the  most  a(jreeablc  and  authentic 
air,  will  uot  give  place  to  the  re-established  ancient  pre- 
judice. 

It  seems  then,  first,  tliat  Laura  was  born,  lived,  died, 
and  was  buried,  not  in  Avignon,  but  in  the  country. 
The  founUins  of  the  Sorf^a,  tlie  thickcti*  of  Gabrieres 
may  rcfturoe  their  pretensions,  and  the  exploded  He  la 
Bnstie  again  be  heard  with  complacency.  The  liypo> 
thesis  of  the  Abbe  hnd  no  stronger  prop.;  than  the 
parchment  snuuct  and  medal  found  on  the  skeleton  of 
the  wife  of  Hugo  de  Sade,  and  the  mnuuKcript  note  to 
the  Virgil  of  Petrarch,  now  in  the  Ambrosian  library. 
If  tliese  proofs  ykcrc  l>oth  incontestable,  the  poetry  was 
written,  the  medal  composed,  cast,  and  depo»itctl,  with- 
in the  space  of  twelve  hours;  and  these  delilwntc  du- 
ties were  pcrfornn-d  round  the  carcase  of  one  who  died 
of  the  plague,  and  was  hurried  to  the  grave  on  the  day 
of  her  death.  These  documents,  therefore,  are  too  de- 
cisive :  they  prove,  not  the  ftict,  but  the  forgery.  Either 
the  sonnet  or  the  Virgilian  note  must  be  a  falsifieatiou. 
The  Abb^  cites  both  as  ineontestably  true;  the  conse- 
qu«'nt  deduction  is  inevitable— they  are  both  evidently 
false.' 

Secondly,  Laura  was  never  married,  and  was  a  haughty 
virgin  rather  than  that  tender  and  prudent  wife  who 
honoured  Avignon  by  making  that  town  the  theatre  of 
an  honest  French  passion,  and  played  off  for  oiic-and- 
twenty  years  her  little  machinery  of  alternate  favours 
and  refusals"  upon  the  first  poet  of  the  age.  It  ^as, 
in<lecd,  rather  too  unfair  that  a  female  should  be  made 
responsible  for  eleven  children  upon  the  faith  of  a  mis- 
interpreted abbreviation,  and  the  decision  of  a  librarian.^ 
It  is,  however,  satisfactory  to  think  that  the  love  of 
Petrarch  was  not  platonic.  The  happiness  which  he 
prayed  to  possess  but  once  and  for  a  moment  was  surely 
not  of  the  mind,  4  and  something  so  very  real  as  a  mar- 
riage project,  with  one  who  has  been  idly  called  a 
shadowy  nymph,  may  be,  perhip^s,  detected  in  at  least 
six  place*  of  his  own  sonnets.  *  Tlie  love  of  Petrarch 
was  neither  platonic  nor  poetical ;  and,  if  in  one  passage 
of  his  works  he  calls  it  « amorc  vecmcnicissimo  ma 


•  Th*  aannet  h«H  h*for€  av^lifncd  the  tu^pieioDt  of  Mr  Horace 
Wal|iole.     S««  ki«  Ielt«r  to  M'liarlon  in  1763. 

*  aP^rco  petii  manVnr.  ceiir  •Itprnati**'  da  favmr*  at  de  riijurun 
blen  Bi^HBgre,  ann  (tmrnt  iriKlr**  ri  •<(;<  amu*".  prndanl  Tin|;t-un  aot. 
Ieplu<  grand  iioi  le  dr  knniiWlr.iaaB  faifp  Li  mnindrR  hrVclielinn  bun* 
near.*  M^.  pour  la  Vi>t  da  Prirartju^,  Pref^cp  aov  Prane^U.  Tlir 
ItalUn  ediinr  of  ika  London  rdiiii'n  of  Patr«rrh,  who  baa  iran>laled 
Lord  Wondlinuielir^,  rrndrrt  iba  •  frmnir  tendre  pi  ■age,*  •  niffimala 
cirtttn.*  I(iflc»tinni  inlorno  a  Madonna  l.anr4.p,  33{.  rnl.iii.  rd.  iSn. 

>  In  a  diali'dUP  «itU  St  Au^uvlin.  Prirarrb  hat  devrribrd  I.aurj  aa 
bavin(;  a  body  pihuiiitpd  with  repeated  fitiih$.  The  old  rdilnr*  read 
and  print'd  fertmrhatiumil-ut :  bHi  M  Capperooier,  librarian  to  the 
Frrnt-h  Kinf,  in  17(13.  who  h«  ibr  MS.  in  tlip  Parit  lilirary,  made  an 
aitntdiion  that  •on  lit  rt  ifm'on  duil  Ure,  fMrtmhui  txhausliim.*  Dr 
Sade  joinrd  >bp  name*  of  Mp«tr«  Roudol  and  Rejot  with  M  Cappcro- 
nirr,  and  in  ibe  whole  diamaaion  on  ibli  ftmhi,  aWped  bini»eir  a 
downrtfhi  liierary  r(»gur.  Sre  l^ifleifioni,  pIc.  p.  aSfb  Thomat  Aqui- 
naa  ia  called  in  lo  nelile  *hrther  Peiranb'a  miairna  WM  a  ckattem*\d 
or  a  eo»tint«t  wife- 

<  •  ri(;nulion,  quanio  loJaiti  del 
Dcir  iniina(poe  tua.  tr  mille  volte 
N*  ateftti  quel  i-b'  i'  tol  una  rorrei.* 

iNinpiio  SS,  QunnJo  gimnteo  Simon  F  ab« 
toneetlo.  l^/IinM.  elc.,  |iar.  i,  pa0.  1S9. 


unico  ed  onesto, »  he  coafesMs,  in  a  letter  to  a  fiini, 
that  it  was  ffuilty  and  perrerae,  that  it  abaorbed  Uai  | 
quite,  and  mastered  his  heart.  *  1 

In  this  case,  hoitever,  he  was  perhapa  alarmed  for 
the  culpability  of  his  wishes;  for  tlte  AbU  de  Side 
himself,  who  certainly  would  not  have  been  scnifs- 1 
lously  delicate,  if  Iw  could  have  proved  his  descent  frua  | 
Petrarch  as  well  as  Laura,  is  forced  into  a  stout  deCeace  I 
of  his  virtuous  graiidmotlier.    As  far  as  rrlati»  to  the 
poet,  we  liave  no  security  for  the  iimocence,  cxeepi  ' 
perhaps  in  the  constancy  olF  his  pursuit.    He  aasnres  as,  ' 
in  his  epistle  to  posterity,  that,  when  arrived  at  bit  | 
fortieth  year,  he  not  only  had  in  horror,  but  had  kM 
all  recollection  and  image  of  any  •«  irregularity.  ■'    Box  I 
the  birth  of  his  natural  daughter  cannot  be  assafafd  ■ 
earlier  than  his  thirty-ninth  year;  and  either  the  mf  | 
mory  or  the  morality  of  the  poet  m«st  have  filled  Uib.  i 
when  he  forgot  or  was  guilty  of  this  dip. '     The  veakHt  = 
argument  for  the  purity  of  this  love  lias  been  drawn  fron  i 
the  permanence  of  effects,  which  sunriTed  the  object  nf  \ 
his  passion.     The  reflexion  of  H   de  la   Bastie,   that  ■ 
virtue  alone  is  capable  of  makin|;  impreaaions  whirk  j 
death  cannot  efface,  is  one  of  those  which  cvrry  body  ■ 
applauds,  and  every  body  finds  not  to  be  true,  the  bo-  I 
ment  he  examines  his  own  breast  or  the  record*  of  ! 
human  feeling.  4   Such  apophthegms  can  do  nothing  fw  | 
Petrarch  or  for  the  cause  of  morality,  except  with  ibe  j 
very  weak  and  the  very  young.     He  that  lias  made  evea  I 
a  little  progress  beyond  ignorance  and  pupilaf^e,  canaot  j 
be  Cflifietl  with  any  thing  but  truth.     What  is  called 
vindicating  tlie  honour  of  an  individual  or  a  nation.  i<  ■ 
the  most  ful^  tedious,  and  uninstmctive  of  all  writing;  I 
although  it  will  alwnys  meet  with  more  applause  than  , 
that  .soImt  criticism,  which  is  attributed  to  the  malicious  I 
desire  of  reducing  a  great  man  to  the  common  standard  i 
of  humanity.     It  is,  after  all,  not  unlikely,  that  our  • 
historian  was  right  in  retaining  his  favorite  hypothetic  ; 
salvo,  which  serures  the  author,  although  it  scarcely  savrs 
tlie  honour  of  the  still  unknown  mistress  of  Petrarch.' 


edit.  Yen.  17S6. 


*  Ser  Riflpwieni,  eir..  p.  a^i. 


T^otc  16.  Stanza  xxxi. 

They  keep  hia  dnat  in  Arqna.  wber*  b»  dl»4.  | 

Petrarcli  retired  to  Arqua  immediately  on  his  return  I 
from  the  unsuccessful  attempt  to  visit  Ur)»an  V.  at  Rome,  I 
in  the  year  1 370,  and,  with  the  exception  of  his  cth-  • 
brated  visit  to  Venice  in  company  with  Francesco  So-  1 
vclloda  Cirrin,  he  appears  to  have  passed  tlie  four  la*t 
years  of  his  life  I>ctwcen  that  charming  solitude  «uil  ! 
Padua.     For  four  months  previous  to  his  dr.ilh  he  nas  | 
in  a  slate  of  continual  languor,  and  in  the  morning  of 
July  the  iptli,  in  the  year  1^7^,  was  fonnd  dt^d  in  bis 
librnnr  chair  with  his  head  resting  upon  a  l»ook.    The 
chair  is  still  shown  amongst  the  precious  relics  of  Arqni, 
whirh,  from  the  uninterrupted  veneration  tliat  has  been 
attached  to  every  thing  relative  to  this  great  man,  from 

'  •  Quella  r«a  •  perreria  pataiona  che  aolo  tutto  ■!  oeotpava  •  mi 
reijnava  nel  riinro.a 

*  AtioH  ili$oHe'la,  are  hi*  wordi. 

'  aA  qa«tta  renreaaione  coei  ainrera  diede  farw  tirwitioM  sm 
nuoTa  raduia  ib'  ei  fvce.*  TirahoH-hi.  Storia,  eir.,  l«ai.  v.  Hb.  tv.  fir. 
ii.  peg.  4oa. 

*  •  //  n'v  a  que  la  trrtv  ttmfe  t/wi  toit  rofahU  (h  faire  4n  imprrt- 
$i»n$  ifufla  morl  n'effaer  pin.'  M  dr  Bimard,  B<ron  d*  la  Riitir.  in 
ibp  Meninirei  dr  I'AradrBiie  Ar\  1n»cripiiont  el  Bellra-Leltreafor  i-4« 
and  1751.     Ser  dUo  Hiflra^ioni,  pir.,rf«.  i^S. 

*  •  And  \f  iliP  rirtue  or  prudenre  nf  (.aura  waa  inemralile,  be  px- 
joyed.  and  Bi{;lil  boatt  of  enjoying  ibr  nymph  of  poetrv.a  Deelinp  aaJ 
FjII,  rap.  Us.  p.  337.*  vol.  %u,  oct.     Pcrbapt  tbo  (^  ia  bcr*  atcani  for 


H 

^F                               CniLDE  HABOtB-S  PlteRtMACE.                              n?| 

^^■t  muiiuul  oF  hii  dmili  la  llii  pnicDl  hour,  lime,  il 

lo  Ibai  eoenBioR  .impjieiiy  of  mannen  «hich  hn* 

WBmrf  *>'  ll"]"!.  0  t^iT  <.'li«ice  of  jiiiJicniiciiy  ilum  Uie 

brcn  io  Frequently  tccogdiied  at  Ibe  turetl,  tliouuli 

1     8lwki]«H*u  memorult  of  SlnlFanl  upon  Aioo. 

Anfui  1  for  <he  Usl  .Jilmblc  i.  .ctraud  ID  pnMioo- 

geniui. 

ciilion,  iltliough  Ibe  bmIdi^  of  ihe  Engliib  Iuikiugc 

E.ery  fooMlep  oF  Laun't  lover  hat  been  •nliouilr 

traced  jud  recorded.     The  houie  iu  vliidi  be  b>il5ed  » 

Pidiu.  >Dd  >boal  Ihne  mlln  on  ihc  ri|hl  of  Ilu!  blgli 

r«d  u  RoTiBO.  in  lb<  biwdi  of  Ihe  EugancaD  bilk 

to  decide  the  ancient  controvcny  betveen  their  city  and 

After  Mwilk  of  KreDljiningm.acroainiKHll-inwded 

mrsHun.  you  CDOW  lo  >  lillk  blue  Ukc,  clear  bal  blbom- 

Ini,  una  <B  lh<  Foci  of  ■  nurceuiDn  of  acrli<iliu  and 

li>ll<,  elolbrd  viib  liueyudi  aud  orctiardi.  ricb  wilb 

«li«Y  their  great  feIIo*^iliieo<aa>bonL    A  Ublel  hat 

been  nited  tobimalPamia,  inlhe  chapelof  St  Agllba. 

rruB.  Ihe  bonk,  of  die  lake  lilt  r«d  widdsidlo  ll«hilli, 

awl  Ihe  churcli  ol  Ar»nii  is  won  wu  bei^eeo  a  cicfl 

tocicly,  and  wat  only  tnatcbed  from  l.i.  intended  h|iu1- 

•Iin<!  1*0  hdcei  ilope  lawitdi  each  other,  and  ncaTly 

luce  in  their  church  by  a^ra'jndcDlh.    A uolbar  ta- 

iocluc tlu-  yiUace.    Tlie  boii<e.are  irallerFd  ol  ialernb 

blet  «ilh      hut  bat  becu  erected  id  liiin  al  t>aii>,  on 

■,D  rheileep  lideisf  Ibneiumoiili;  and  Ihal  of  ibepocl 

account   oFhii  liaiing  futtedibc  ■uluninoF  ileBJii 

and  ronmuiidiiH:  a  tiew  nol  only  of  ibe  gloning  (Ur- 

di-iu  in  Iha  dalei  imrnisUalely  bi^eolh,  bul  d(  Ibe  vide 

ptiiai,  abate  nhnie  Ion  woodi  of  mulberry  ami  willini 

itiiekeoed  tVo  a  dark  man  by  fetlooni  of  *ines,  all 

.injle  e,p™„.  and  Ibe  ,pl™  =f  lo.».  are  <«»  in  Ihe 

dutaner,  vhich  Ilretclies  (o  Ibe  mondu  of  ihe  Poind 

Ihe  •bom  of  tlie  Adnalie.  1  be  climale  of  IbeK  tokanic 

The  ilruggle  i<  Iu  the  full  ai  likely  to  be  *ilh  demoio 

hUb  u  >armer,  uul  the  vinMsc  be^ini  a  ««k  tooner 

u  wit  b  DOT  belter  tliougbu.     Ealan  rltoic  the  »ilder- 

(han  in  ihe  plaina  of  Padua.     Pelnrch  \>  latil,  tor  be 

.itllied  John  Ucke  preferred  Ibe  pmcnce  of  o  child  to 

marble,  raiHl  on  four  piluten  on  nnelevaledbiiK,  and 

complete  »lilude. 

SoieiB.  SiBiuBjatviii. 

Perhaps  die  eouplei  in  which  Boilcau  depreciate. 

expiuidi  ii^F  beoatb  an  arilHiiDl  irrb,  ■  liille  bebm 

Tauo  may  tnt  at  well  at  any  oijier  tpeciautD  lo  joMiFy 

lheehurc1i,a»lab<iDnd>plnDliFullj,  inlhedrl«lieunn. 

the  opinion  giicn  of  Ibe  harniony  of  French  ww. 

viib  Ibal  lofi  viler  *hich  ou  Ihe  aneieol  wiJlh  of 

■kt  Kuetneaii  hill*.  Ii  would  ba  more>  ■■»»!»,  «err 

I,U.l^,.,u.-iZ,l.^nli.\>^. 

il  Boi,  in  iDuie  wHons  he«i  wiih  lioroeu  and  mpi. 

ThcbiaenpberSeniti.'DuloFiendemailolhetejiu- 

lolion  either  oF  the  llaUnn  or  llie  French  poel,  it  eagrr 

lo  obMTve  thai  ibe  latitiu  r<'canted  or  eiplaiiHKl  away 

Fence  -hich  hat  been  offrreJ  to  lb.  a.hu  of  Pelnrch 

Jemtakm  to  be  a  .geniu.  sublime,  ta.t.  and  happily 

bom  for  lite  bigber  ni||bt>  of  poelry.-  To  il.it  wo  will 

one  of  Ihe  amu  >«  (lolen  by  a  Florentioi!  ibroueh  o 

add,  ilui  Ibe  i«cuitaiiDo  i>  hr  frAn  uiitbctory,  when 

>«•■  vhieh  i.  tliU  .trible.    Tlie  iiunrr  it  not  foTEOIIen. 

bul  ha*  Mned  lo  idrnlify  the  poei  vilh  the  country 

when  he  *■!  boni,  bul  *here  he  aould  noi  li.e.     A 

pea«nl  boy  of  Arqnn  beinB  i-ked  nbo  reinirtb  lai, 

■bout  him,  bul  ihai  he  only  knev  thai  be  «a>  a  Flureo- 

.r™  .t,  ^iTiJSvZZ  r^^  ^^ 

Hr  FortyUi  •  w»i  noi  quilc  correcl  in  laying,  that 

quitted  it  «heo  >  boy.     It  appear,  he  dU  pau  ihroufb 

FloreoH  on  hit  wa*  From  Parma  lo  Ronu,  and  on  bit 

return  iaiheyesr  i35e>,and  reuuioed  there  long  enouftb 

lW,..„rf.. 

■nhaUtaBIt.    A  tlotwilioe  gentleman,  aihamed  of  tin 

aienion  of  ibe  poet  for  his  uiiiie  couulry.  aai  eager  to 

puiul  BUI  Ihii  iriiial  eiror  in  our  aeeotopliihed  Irnidler, 

""^  iTi-I'  **'  '"'■^"■*""' 

opacity,  eilentiie  erudition,  and  rcliDed  uite,  joined 

bl.,.»n.b»..U..,^li. 

_ 

BYHOH'S  WORES. 


I  viaimioe  Ihi  wbato  iDecdoIr  u  nporlrd  bj  OHicl.' 
Tlw  mueore  pmnonDCHl  agiiiHil  liim  by  Bohonn  '  i> 
j  nmifi  nnly  w  Hw  toofuiion  of  Ibr  nilk.  «lio«  pn- 
'  UiuJIa  Aie  lt»1i»0  rnskcs  no  effort  lo  Jiscover,  and 
TOnld  nol  pcriupi  .itctpl.  A"  lo  ibe  aFFO*'><«>>  *'"''' 
ll^MhniHWm  mcouulnn]  from  IbeCnivid  academy, 
■K  degndcd  T»»o  fromiill  eompriition  »iih  AricKio, 
bdo*  Bojaido  and  I'uici,  llicdi«e"""'f  ™»l'  oppouHon 

Alphonw,  and  His  conn  of  Femn.  For  iMurd  S>1- 
viili,  Iht  priocipnl  and  nrarly  lh»  wdf  oripn  of  Iba 
.iltBck,  T«,  Ibm  can  be  no  doubt,'  iBfliii'nced  by  a 
bope  lo  acquire  ihc  fayour  of  llip  llouM  of  Emc  :   an 

obj«l*l.ichbrl]iouEblallaioib1cbyeMllincthcrq>u- 

primrr  ef  ItaU.  Tbc  hopes  and  cfforu  of  Kalviaci 
iwtun  of  the  pof  I'*  impriwnmenl ;  aud  »i11  fijl  up  |1 


...ul    rr-formcd   ia    Ilie   ArinOfaD   aeadrm|.  ! 

Tbc  large  public  place  Ibrongfa  ubicb  Ibr  pnceMoa  , 

[Icil  «Bt  (hen  hr  ilir  Gnt  lime  callefl  ArioMoSqiiare. 

nullior  rf  (lie  Orlando  ■•  jcalouil;  rluined  aa  Ibr 

ft,   OM  of  Tlnlj,  bul  Fcmin.  '     Th*  pulbft  d  ; 

no  irat  of  Rcduio,  and  ihr  house  in  which  he  mv 
carefully  diuinguiibed  by  a  lablM  vilh  ll 


in  dM 

>f  Ibe  a 


Tlic 


■HO  ii  it  aoi  a  qoeation  «f  <o««fiiM. ' 
Nole  ■■|.  StanBtli. 


rd  Ilali 


n  1len»b]ic.  and  10 


t  laul  century.  •    Vn 

tHs6lhof  June,  tki. ' 

rlHianl  ipectarln  of  Ibe  drni- 


cel^raau 


n  iHtr 


re  lie 


■t  Ladmiiiv  Ariptto  I'l  giarma  !  di  , 
I  l4;4.'  Bul  the  Fcmnae Bite 
■I  by  vliich  ilieir  poci  T«t  ban  , 
ni  eicluiiiely  for  Ibeir  own.  Thry  \ 
yiliosliinu'iitcliair,  aodhii  iak-  - 


nl,  Ibe  r 


deaijcnaicd  by  hii    c 

'  '[laeriptjoD. 

Ilieirclaim-itinci:  tlicanimoiiiyof  Dcniiia,ariHn(froin 
luK  Tbieb  ibeic  apolngiiu  myiiniouily  hint  it  bm  i 
Lnovo  to  Ihcm,  leulurcd  lo  dcgnnlc  ibeir  Mil  and  l 
iiair  to  a  Dieoiian  in<'a|Hi>.'iiy  for  all  spiritual  ptodac- 
i>.  A  quarlo  lolume  bai  been  called  forth  by  Ibr 
mcliun,  and  lbi>  supplemrul  10  Bireui'i  Memoin  of 
Ibe  jlbiMriout  Feminntc  bii<  been  cnntidered  a  iriom-  ' 
IhioguDdroSioricnSlalinicodell'  Alu  ' 
iialia.>   '  I 

Notno-Slnnaili.  ; 


le  englc,  iIk  iM-cnlf.  I 
,«  ,eTC  amonpl  tbc  ai 
n«lli|lb<ume:  Jupiter  rb 


CUILDE  nAROLO'S  PILOHIMAGE. 


Lraiuurif  whn-ii  llic  nmipcal  proiwrliisof  (he 
luienal  Inlillllwir  crediii  ■ml  prrliapi  lliir 
J  luX  be  mnrfa  «urprbai  to  Aait  ibut  a  enm' 
a  Sucuniiu  hat  ukeo  opiin  IubikIE  sra'clT 

u  aruuIlT  [tnwli  b*  liglitning  at  Rume.' 


dlbcm 


■Imck  dend  nor  Uiaulht  la 
.  klroke  nnl  hunt  eonhrtrd  |W 
nuta  wo  diiEiiiBUtthrd  hf  Hni 

TIkhc  kilW  by  li^tiiiPK  vrre  trnpiwd  ui  h  viji 
^irnHiit,  ami  buriid  vbi-rr  ibcy  fell.    Tbe  uipFnliiii 


■ciiul  dignity  upon  litr 


L|lipj>« 


Df  Jop 


imbardft  tKlKtad  io  ihv  DmciH  ^rnifthed  by  ligbto 
<l  I  CliriukD  prim  coDr«v9  that  byadiibolicali 
iulrrpirling  Ihuadtr,  a  icfl'  Fontold  laAjUulF,  d 
Turia.  an  einit  which  ranu  lo  pau.  apd  gaia  hi 


h  lh>  ■> 


fotn  *n  LiLrhf  lo  last  lonQpr  Ibaa  (be  caiuolatjaiiA 
lapamitiiHi,  ir  it  not  siraDfc  tbit  the  Hatnaiu  of  the  a 
of  Lea  S.  abaiild  bate  brcn  «i  mucti  leniliFd  at  wi 

'.vboamynlali  (be  learaing  no  (bundctii 
I  la  pnMe  (lie  amm  hiTaunbk :  begi(uiiie*i 

vbieb  plnynt  iipnna  gate  si  Florrnec,  ai 
the  poAtlliale  of  one  of  >(>  (iiiieot.' 
N<He  31.  SUHH  ilii. 


IniiT  dF  Scrvini  Sulpiriiu  (a  Ckero,  oi 
naMftiaor  n;*  danffhirr,  dnrhbH  ■»  ii  ibca  vai.  atx 

^  md  la«i,  in  diflinvnt  joaroeyi  aud  ¥Oyae<*4. 

■  Ob  DY  nmrn  froin  Asia,  ai  I  wai  uilinR  fron 
A^oa  lowirda  Uegin.  1  hrjpia   to  ranlemplate  ibi 

Wegin  behrr  oie ;  Pinui  nn  (he  ri||h(,  Canii(b  oo  th< 
lrfl!allvhii4ilnu.arireran  '         '* 


Itpoa 


•atk,  I  (mU  boC  bul  iliink  tmsenlly  witbio  mywIF. 

•  VU.  I.  e.  Ml.,«,  <.  !..»  w,..  »  F.i~>.l~.  lih.  ..  np.  .i. 

TUSnU     BM.ti»(p»..'iJ.l.  C  «.ilnn  xiap. 
'haMKMl.«i|WiiL.>f««J.  lit'  M.  c>r.  >l>.  lo.  II>..41» 


my  of  otir  ^tericb  b-ipprii  id  dte  or  be  killed,  vfaovr- 
lih  11  yci  wihori.  »b«D  (lie  camaei  of  w  maar  noble 
:uinHr  berc  etpoaed  beFun  me  in  one  *!<■*.•' 


It  ia  pDldin,  *hn,  loakiBg  finun  Ihc  Capitol 
iipau  mined  Boine,  hrenki  Forth  iulo  iheucla 
•  Hi  uunc  bmni  deCDre  nudsia,  prmtraia  jaiei 
gieaniri  I'udiiciu  eomipti  ilque  uodiqiw  eiesi. 


JHIvilblhedetcnptinn  proveti,  not  otdy  the  cornfet- 
■Kit  of  ibr  pnnnil,  biil  ibe  peculiar  turn  of  Ihaogfai. 
and.  ine  lena  nsy  he  niml.  Ae  letual  iougiudlaB  of 
the  dneriplive  pnet.  The  aame  cfnejunioa  may  be  de- 
durcd  from  onolbi-rhbil  in  the  isme  epiiodr  M  Iluii- 
dora  ;  farTboraton'iaotioaof  theprinlffia  of  faTonred 
low  mull  hate  been  either  wry  prin  '"'  "*" ' " 

dehcieDI  in  delicary.  when  he  made  hi*  grvtehil  nymph 
inForvD  bvr  diifreri  namon  thai  to  aome  happier  mo- 
ment he  ini|ihi  prrhapi  he  (be  conpanioD  oF  her  bidi : 

The  reader  viU  reeolbn:!  the  anecdote  told  in  the 
life  of  lie  Johuon.  Wc  will  not  lean  ihe  Ftnnnline 
giUery  wilhoul  a  word  DO  ibe  ir*iair.  lifRmsitrauge 
that  tlM  chuwrler  of  thai  difipuled  atatue  thnald  not  he 
cDiirely  decided,  at  lea&t  in  Ihe  mind  of  any  one  who 
hat  rten  a  urcophajpu  in  ttic  veatibuLe  oF  die  Daaiiica 
of  Si  I^nl  without  Ihe  vails  at  ItD)ne,*het«  the  nhole 
group  oF  Ihe  Fahle  of  Nanyat  it  teen  in  lolerablt  pre- 
lerniiion;  nnd  the  Scylh'ian  ilate  wlKtiiflE  (ha  kilife 

cdehmted  mHIerpicce.  Tlie  ulaie  ii  not  IMkod :  bul 
it  ii  eaairr  ID  gel  rid  nf  thit  diFbcully  than  Id  fuppoAe 
Ihe  kniFe  in  Ihe  hand  oF  Ihe  FlnreDline  ilatue  nn  in- 
«irumen(  For  kIuvLuj;,  which  it  mwl  be,  if.  a*  Liuii 
iHippOKs,  the  nun  u  no  oiher  ihan  the  barber  of  Ju- 
liniCnar.  Winkelmann,  illuitntinB  a  bae^vlicF  ol 
Ihe  kame  Hibject,  Followi  Ihe  opinion  of  Leonard  AgD*- 

cluiiie,  nen  iF  ihe  reaembboce  did  not  tirike  the  ton 
ttrticB  oUener.l 

ii  uill  in  he  aeen  llie  inieribad  tablel  copied  and  com 
nuuted  upon  by  Mr  Cihhon.*  Our  hiitorian  foun 
»me  diFGculliet,  bul  did  ih>i  desiil  From  hii  itiustn 
tioni  li^  Diigbt  be  leied  lo 


•  ay  on  ■ 


a  foroery. 


Bcripliot 


BTBON'»  WOR] 


;K!  • 


IT,  llic  Biuery,  >nd  ihc  envy,  vhieh  llinv  i« 
10  or  loo  dirk  a  clmid  rdund  ihe  nunh  of  f 
i  fmjai  lit  IMody  giu  of  diHolf  mlcd  crili 
!  hire  her  piclun  cmbeUithed  or  dixorlrd,  u  ti 
p  or  delmcttDn  ]iu  held  Elie  pencil :  Ihe  imp 
rtrmir  «■■  hirdly  to  be  upvciAi  fron  a  conic 
y.    The  inmudUu  voice  of  her  uniion  vilL 


—Tbc  . 


priM  by  DO  ne> 
1  conrer  BO  priTilrp:  Coriniu  lui  etited  In  bt 
m.o-.he  i<  only  an  .nbor:  lad  ii  nuy  be  fom,-, 
I  m«ny  will  repay  ibenuelni  for  hrmef  CDiaplL 
«,  bT»,e*«ilT  towblch  Ibeeilnngance  of  pr 
lu  pnitn  may  perbapi  give  ibe  colour  of  irui. 
•t  poiuritT  iliejr  >  I 


■ullf  d 


aiiklnd.     Dm  ilie 
at  Ihe  author 


la  wbieli  i|u. 


AlSeri  ii  Ibe  grem  name  of  Ihii  age.  Tbe  InTna 
'ilboptviLlLDf  for  (ha  bundred  yeara,  coniidcr  his  ■ 
a  poci  |;ond  in  lav, ■— Hit  memorr  it  tbe  mondn 
>  Ihem  iMmueheialbebanJaFfrenloin;  uidbenDH 

!d  bjr  Gcera;  tliat 
■od  feeling  oF  Ihe  HonuDi  so  cIcuIt  ihovii  ai  ai  Ibt  i 
'o  Iheauliiinn'of  iSiG.a  i^rlcbnilediiBpni  [ 
biblled  hii  laWnli  hi  Ibe  Open-lioute  o(  Ih" 
'   Ian.    Tbe  reading  oF  Ibe  ibeiet  banded  in  for  Ihe  tub- i 

dieoce,  for  ihe  motl  part  in  vilenee,  or  vith  lan^iv; 

aimed,  -  Tlu:  apetlitoiit  »f  Fiitar  jilfiiri.m  Ikewhalt  1 

iued  f6r  unK  mometiti.  Tlie  lot  did  not  fall  oa  II-  ^ 
rri ;  and  the  5J|;aDr  Sgrlcci  had  lo  pour  fiirth  hit  n-  i 
mpdrary  cominon-placea  on  Ihe  bombardnnit  if  AI-  . 
en.    The  choice,  iodred,  it  not  lefl  to  aecideBI  qaitt  ' 

moch  as  might  be  ihou^it  from  afinlnewoFihe 

remony;  and  (he  police  not  only  takea  cm  lo  look 

the  papcn  befurehaad,  bul,  in  caie  of  any  prndenliil 

iftci^tliouiibl,  ttepa  in  lo  CDirecI  Ibe    blindiui  ef 

Tlw  proposal  for  deifying  Alfieri  vaa  received 

iircd  Iben  vould  be  no  opportunity  of  orryi^ 


■lly  letn  :  Kiae  one,  ilHrcFbre.  of  all  tbiHe  - 

aeled  *ilbio  Ibe  friendly  circle!  oF  Coppei,  iIk    ■ ' 
uc  from  ohlivion  Hioie  virtnei  whicli,  alibo 
r  are  uid  lo  love  the  diidr,  an,  in  bcl,  mon 
nlly  chilled    " 


Tlie  afFKIalioD  of 
liom  ■hid)  w  nfleo 
•tmcinre  hrfiire  tn  i*  an  actual  depuiiory.  nr 

fitrn  lo  Ihe  Inmb  of  MarhiavrlU  no  informati 
llir  plare  or  llnX'  of  Ilie  birlh  or  dralh,  the  a| 
rcninge,  of  the  hinoriin. 


und  10  poiirtmy 


II,  Ihr  ci-iiu 

nl,   tliei 


deed,  il  miiiires  Ihe  delicacy  nF 

ualify  for  Ibeeye  oF  an  indiFfe- 

one  dinuU  In  found,  i 

!,  tbe  amiable  miumn  > 

of  a  Mrifiy,  ever  vaHed, 


.  oF  public  rivalry,  ihonc  fnnl 

leiiderly  afhclionale  and  tenderly  beloved 
d  uiilwundedly  generoiia,  but  tlUl  ctteemeU,  Uir 
liable  p^iiroiHw  of  all  dlilrru,  cannot  he  fori 
lOH-  vlioni  ,im  dierished,  protected,  and  fed.  Ilrr 
vill  lie  lEkgumcd  Ilie  moHt  vhere  hUe  vat  k 


w  prrjudiee*  vhich 

» longer  at  Flonnee 
ii>  life  hid  been  for  i 
tinieiit  to  liberty,  incompatilile  villi  the  new  >< 
]r>|iotiMn,  vliidi  luccecde*!  llic  fall  of  tbe  fnv  go- 
umrnt.  of  Italy,     Me  vas  put  to  Itie  lorliire  fi     ' 

•lie  of  FloiTOcc  ;   and  tucb  are  Ibe  uudyiog  effortl 


lo  tbe  I 


may  be  offered  tlie 


nanyfr 


tttiui 


CBILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


fciuleil  ia  ih^"  pmcr^iftn  noi  pnJy 
tit  the  ftalmr  of  BrrioDt.  but  tht  lanuinff  of  vonln, 
Iba'  vbjil  TH  ancr  palriotiim,  hat  by  dpfprm  cotna  Ici 

nmaiHg  of  ■  libmltly. »  whidi  ii  now  annlbFr  wonlfor 

■•««■  in  k*i>F  b««  1  unngc  mnulu  lo  icniK  Ihr  nu- 
ThAT  of  tbr  IVtiKe.  a>  briD^  n  piDdrr  la  tynnnyi  mad 
ttt  ihink  lha[  the  inqDitiliou  ifould  condcma  bii  vork 
for  nucli  ■  drlinqimcjr.  The  fnet  ii,  Ihit  Michlavdli, 
■•  in  mual  iriib  tbw  ugaiui  vhon  lu  crimE  urn  be 
pnnwd,  «at  iiMpecled  of  jiod  cburged  vUh  aUwbui; 
nd  ihe  ArN  nod  lad  mou  nalml  oppoMn  of  dK  Piinre 
VfR  biHh  Jnniu.  Due  of  vfaam  pemudrd  Ilie  ioqui- 
ndoa  'beiKM  bmr  urdo,-  lo  proliibii  tbr  imiiic. 
■ad  ibe  edwr  qiulifiH]  Ibe  ttctrarj  of  Ibr  Flnmitin- 
npablie  h  do  betut  than  a  Iwl.  The  fgihcr  Pownin 
«M  pmMl  Hm-  ID  hare  read  the  book,  aod  Ihc  falhir 
Laadmini  not  lo  bate  qndrniowl  l[.  h  ■•  clear,  liov- 
•nr,  Ihal  nBch  critin  miM  liavr  Dbjectrd  nol  In  ihr 
rfwcry  qf  Ihe  doclrincs  hm  lo  ihr  tttppiHed  lendcnej 
of  ■  knOD  vhteh  ibawt  bo*  ditrinrt  are  ibe  inUfviKa 
■f  ■  tuHUKli  frmi  ihr  happioiw  of  minkiad.  '  Tbf 
JisBilaan  n-mibli>brd  ia  IuIt,  and  ihe  loil  chnpler 
of  iIh  PrtDce  may  again  calJ  fwlh  a  panirular  lefau- 

rteajfft  Ibe  hnpreviooi  of  de«po(i«ni.  The  chapter 
b«nf>cti(l>,  >E»nanDne  a  libenreJaluliadaiBar- 
fuiBH  ndFitiptioa  of  It^ty.     uNm  H  dnit  aiunque 

•TffM  Jafo  binu  tmpo  ippaTin  un  no  Tc4tnlBrt. 
Hi  pMM  tfrtmirr  coNfulaMored'/iuie  riwviilD  in 


riitii  ituHiHod  lin;  sa  ilir  non-paymrni  of  wbkli  ha 
■a*  furlber  puoiibnl  by  iha  injuKlnlioQ  of  all  bii 
prajKrly.    Tlia  npoblie.  Iwiteinn',  ni  noi  eoalml  wilb 

mhim  al  norrncg  a  wnliince  io  vliich  Danlc  u  ilia 
of  Gfleen  condemned  ui  i^i  In  be 
prrwinicniuinttomhimbir  rietjuod 
rcmt  for  thiijudgniFnl  *■>  a  |iroof 

■  ,  eilonianaiii,  il  iUicilnnuK  lurro- 

Danto  ibould  have  alvayi  prolealnl  (pt  iniiaceDce,  and 


bunuabir;  Tal 
•■f  Bnhir  Laiwr 


been  Ihe  nnncipal  ea 


'h  happened 


by  Guido,  rcnlofrd  by  Bernardo  Bembn  in  i^AS,  pnlor 
fcir  thai  republic  irhiFb  hud  refiued  la  hHr  Kiio,  aglta 
resiDTifd  by  Cardinal  Coni  in  i6gi,  nad  replai:ed  b^t 
more  nugnifieeunepnlehiT.  ennolmcLed  in  1780  al  tha 
ptpcuhe  of  Ihe  llirdiaal  l.uigi  Valeuli  Gonaipi.    The 

itrfrdied  puny,  and,  at  bis  Imtt  ftitourahle  bio^plim 
(ILogn  againnl  hirtii  fan  great  ■  freedom  of  ipeeeh  aiid 
hhu|[hti»eu  of  maDner^  Bui  Ibe  neit  a|{e  paidhonanri 
(Imoal  diTSe  10  Ibe  olile-  The  Plomtinet,  batitiff  in 
vain  and  fref|Uenfly  atiempted  to  r^ciner  hit  bndy, 
erovned  bin  inu(;e  in  a  qhnrch»  ■  and  bit  pieturc  n  aUU 
aoeaf  IheidaltaFUieircatlKdral.  They  Hrvek  medaK 
ibey  raited  atiitan  to  him.  The  ciliet  of  Italy,  not 
beiii);  able  lo  ditpqie  aboDi  bit  ovn  binh.  conleoded 
for  tliAl  of  hi4  great  poem,  and  ibe  Florcnlinet  ihoiighf 

■vaDih  1  jDto.  before  lliey  drotv  him  from  bit  aante 
ity.  Fifly-ojte  yeart  after  hit  dnlb,  lliey  endowed  a 
rofciwrial  chnirfur  tlie  oqwimdlpg  of  hit  icno,  and 
neeaccio  *at  appoinicd  la  ihit  pairiolie  e>a|doynuiiI. 
he  eiample  WBfl  imilnicd  by  Bologna  and  I'ita.  and  Ika 
Dnnnenlaiort,  if  they  performed  bul  tilile  fcriife  to 
lemlnre,  augmealed  Ihc  veneratioa  vliich  beheld  a 
LCred  Of  mDrnl  allegory  m  all  ihe  imagcA  of  hit  Diy^Iie 
lutc.  Hit  birth  and  hit  infHncy  vera  ditconred  10 
ave  hern  ditfiiiguiihed  abota  Ihoac  of  ordiiiary  men  i 


mpenmcc  of  licr  pregnancy;  and  il  vat  found,  by 
ilhen,  Ibat  al  ten  yran  of  age  he  bad  mnnifeiilnl  hia 
trecociopt  pattioo  for  that  uriadom  or  Iheology  vhich, 
indcr  ilie  aame  of  Balrice,  bid  been  miuafcrD  for  a 
lubtuniial  mitircH.     When  the  Diiine  Comedy  had 


blaipbeiay  vonhy  of  Ihe  flamea,-  Ihe  eooletl  aai  *i< 
ami)  mainuiiKd  for  nearly  Gfly  yeart.  la  biler 
les  it  oat  made  a  quntion  which  of  Ihc  Lardt  of 
-ona  could  boail  of  baiiog  pairooiieil  him.'  and  ibt 
kiai  (ccplicitm  of  one  writer  would  not  alio*  Ha- 
loa  Ihc  undoubted  poatctiion  of  bit  houat,  Even 
criliiral  Tirabotcbi  wat  inclined  lo  beline  Ihal  the 

pDci  bad  foroeen  and  foretold  one  of  Ilic  diuo*encf  of 


f  I 
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(f.ililco.  Like  the  grrat  ori^iiiuU  of  oilier  natioa^,  liU 
popularity  lia*  not  always  maintained  tlir  same  level. 
Tlie  la«t  agn  seemed  inclined  to  undervalue  him  as  a 
model  and  a  study;  and  Brttiiu'lli  one  day  rehuked  his 
pupil  Monti,  for  poring  over  the  harsh  and  ob«>lete 
extravafpinees  of  the  Commcdia.  The  present  genera- 
tion, having  recovered  from  the  Gallic  idolatries  of 
Cesarotii,  has  returned  to  the  ancient  vrorship,  and  the 
Danteggiare  of  the  northern  Italians  is  thought  even 
indiscreet  by  ilie  more  modenite  Tuscans. 

There  is  still  much  curious  information  relative  to 
the  life  and  viriiiugs  of  this  great  |>oet,  ^liich  h.is  not 
MS  yet  been  collecti^  even  hy  the  iLiIinns;  hut  the  ceh^ 
brated  (Jgo  Foscolo  meditates  to  su|i|ily  this  <lefect; 
and  it  is  not  to  be  re(;r(>tte<l  that  this  national  work 
has  be<*u  reserved  for  one  so  devoted  to  his  country 
Mid  the  cauM>  of  truth. 

Note  3i.  Stanza  Ivii. 

Like  Scipio,  barifti  by  ihr  a|ibrdidiiig  thort : 
Thy  fKiion*,  in  ib«ir  irorM  tb4a  civil  war, 
ProMTibMl,  ctr. 

The  elder  Scipio  Afriranus  had  a  tonih,  if  he  vras  not 
buried,  at  Litemum,  whither  he  had  retinxTto  volun- 
tary banishment.  Tliis  tomb  was  near  the  sea-shore, 
and  the  story  of  an  inscription  upon  it,  Intfrntn  Patria, 
having  given  a  nnme  to  a  modern  lower,  is,  if  not  true, 
an  a(p^'able  fiction.  If  he  was  not  buried,  he  certainly 
lived  there. ' 

In  enil  •a^MU  •  toliiiria  villa 

Rra  'I  gr*mf  momn  Hm>  (T Africa  i'appelU 

Pcrrhk  prom  col  frrro  al  vivo  apprilla.* 


Ingratitude  is  generally  supposed  the  vice  peculiar  to 
republics;  and  it  seems  to  be  forgotten,  that,  for  onr 
instance  of  popular  inconstancy,  we  have  a  hundred 
examples  of  the  foil  of  courtly  favourites.  Besides,  a 
people  liave  often  repented  —  a  monarch  seldom  or 
never.  licaving  apart  many  familiar  proofs  of  this  fact, 
a  short  story  may  show  tlie  difference  l>ctween  even 
:tn  aristocracy  and  the  multitude. 

Vettor  Pisani,  liavtng  been  defeated  in  i354  at  Porto- 
longo,  and  many  years  afterwards  in  the  more  decisive 
action  of  Pola,  by  the  Genoese,  was  recalled  by  the 
Venetian  Government,  and  thrown  into  chains.  The 
Awofpidori  proposed  to  behead  him,  but  the  supreme 
tribunal  was  content  with  the  sentence  of  imprison- 
ment.  Whilst  Pisnni  was  suffering  this  unmerited  dis- 
grace, Cbioza,  in  the  vicinity  of  tlie  capital,  ^  was,  by 
the  assistance  of  the  Signor  of  Padun,  delivered  into 
the  hands  of  Pietro  Dnria.  At  the  intelligence  of  that 
disaster,  the  great  l>ell  of  St  BJark's  tower  tolled  to 
arms,  and  the  people  and  the  soldiery  of  tlie  galleys 
were  summoned  to  the  repulse  of  the  approaching 
enemy;  but  they  protested  they  vkould  not  move  a 
step,  unless  Pisani  were  lilK>rated,  and  plared  at  their 
head.  The  great  council  was  instantly  assembli>d  :  the 
prisoner  was  calle<l  l>efore  them,  and  the  Ooj^e,  Andrea 
(>)ntarini,  informed  him  of  the  demands  of  the  people 
and  the  necessities  of  the  state,  whose  only  hope  of 
safety  was  reposed  on  his  efforts,  and  who  implored 
him  to  forget  the  indignities  lie  had  endured  in  her 
service.     « 1  have  submitted, »  replied  the  magnanimous 

*  Viuin  l^lerni  rjit  aine  imiinio  urbi*.  S«<>  T.  Lir.  IliM.  lib. 
t««riii.  I.iry  raporia  thai  %omt  laid  ha  «aa  b«rii^  at  Lilcraun, 
••ih^ra  at  Hooir.     IS.  rap.  it. 

>  Trionfu  delia  Catliih. 

'  Sre  note  tv  auaxa  XIll. 


repuMicao,  « I  have  submitted   to  yoiir  delibenikiw 
without  coropbiiit;  I  lave  Kupporlcd  pftticnlly  ibe  pii» 
of  imprisonment,  for  they  were  inflicted  al  your  cim- 
maiid;  this  is  no  time  to  inquire  whether  I  deserfi4 
them — the-  good  of  the  republic  may  have  seemed  to  . 
require  it,  and  tliat  which  the  republic  reftolve*  isalvar  ' 
resolved  wisely.     Behold  me  ready  to  lay  down  my  lift 
for  the  preservation  of  my   couutry.  •      Pisani  «i*  ■ 
appointed   generalissimo,    and,   by   lii*   eKertions  <■ 
conjunction  with  those  of  Carlo  Zeno,  the  VeaeliaBi 
soon  recovered  the  ascendancy  over  their  nuritmp . 
rivals. 

The  Italian  communitie<>  were  no  less  unjust  to  ihnr 
citizens  than  the  Greek  republics.     Liberty,  both  «itk 
the  oue  and  the  other,  seems  lo  liave  been  a  oatioaiL 
not  an  individual  object :  and,  notwithstaiidingtliehoa«i- . 
rd  equality  before  the  luivj,  which  an  ancient  Gnck 
writer  *  considered  the  great  distinctive  mark  bet  wen 
his  countrymen  and  tlie  barbarians  the  mutoal  rigbt^ 
of  ft'llow-citiiens  seem  never  to  liave  been  the  priDfi|al 
>coiN*  of  the  old  democracies.     Tlie  world  ntiay  have  not 
yet  seen  an  essay  by  the  author  of  tlie  Italian  Repnblii^ 
ill  which  the  distinction  between  the  liberty  of  former 
slates,  and  the  siguiiication  attached  to  tliat  word  by  the 
happier  constitution  of  England,  is  ingeniously  deve- 
loped.    The  Italians,  liowever,  when  tliey  had  ceased  lo 
Im!  free,  still  looked  l>ack  with  a  sigli  upon  those  times  of 
turbulence,  when  every  citizen  might  rise  to  a  share  of 
sovereign  power,  and  have  never  been  taught  fnlly  lo 
appreciate  the  repose  of  a  monarchy.     Sperone  Speroni, 
when  Francis  Maria   11.  Duke  of  Rovero  proposed  thr 
question,  m  which  isas   preferable,  tlie  republic  or  th^ 
principality— tlie  perfect  aud   not  durable,  or  the  les» 
perfect  and  not  so  luible  to  cluuige, »  replied,  « that  our 
happiness  is  to  be  measured  by  its  quality,  not  by  i^ 
duration;  und  that  he  preferreil  to  live  for  one  day  Hke 
a  man,  tliaii  for  a  hundred  ytrars  like  a  brute,  a  stock, 
or  a  stone. »     This  was  thought,    and  called  a  mmg- 
nifcent  answer,  down  to  tlu'  last  days  of  Italian  ser- 
vitude. ' 

Note  33.  Siaiua  Ivii. 

—  — — —  — — ■— — — — and  lh«  crowa 

Which  i'etrarch'a  laurrair  brow  aaprpaial}  v^r*. 
l'|)on  a  far  and  foreign  aeil  hid  (rovo. 

Tlie  Florentines  did  not  take  the  opportunity  of  Pe- 
trarch's short  visit  to  their  city,  in  i35o,  to  revoke  the 
decree  which  confiscated  the  projterty  of  his  fotber, 
who  had  been  iKinished  shortly  after  tlie  exile  of  Dante. 
His  crown  did  not  dazzle  them ;  but  when,  in  the  neit 
year,  tliey  were  in  want  of  his  assistance  in  tbefomution 
of  their  university,  they  repented  of  tlieir  injnttire,  and 
Boccaccio  was  sent  to  Piidiia  to  intreat  the  laurrat  to 
conclude  his  wanderings  in  the  bosom  of  his  native 
country,  where  he  might  finish  his  immortal  Africa^  and 
enjoy,  with  his  recovenNl  possessions,  the  esteem  of  all 
classes  of  his  fellow-citizens.  They  gave  him  the  op- 
tion of  the  book,  and  the  science  he  miglit  condescend 
to  expound :  they  called  him  the  glory  of  his  conntry, 
who  was  dear,  and  would  be  dean>r  to  them;  and  tliey 
added,  that  if  there  was  any  thing  unpleasing  in  their 
letter,  he  ought  to  return  amougst  them,  were  it  only  to 

<  The  Orach  boaated  thai  ha  vat  ?'99V0;U9;.— Sea  the  lau  rhaptrr 
nf  the  liral  booh  of  Dionyiini  of  llalii-arn«taai- 

*  ■  E  iniorao  aIUl  mayii^^M  rii|pM/a,«  rir.  Srratii,  Viudcl  Taaao. 
lib.  iii.  pag.  i4<l.  >••■>••  <■•  rdit.   i,  Ucigaino 
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ftTflc  *  Prlrvirh  venud  al  Am  10  ^i^tm  u 
I  rut  10  1  ho  iDITT4li««of  hit  friPDi1,builicdi( 
ID  Floreor*.  ud  p nfcnrd  a  piljrioBmc  Ii 


■KWuMo,  aimill  idvd  in  th 
b*f  lAtne  BUppoBed  ths  place  a 


a«l  ef  npo*c»  Bui  ihr  "  hyviH  bigou  h  of  Ceruklu 
up  Ike  luoibfliuJroF  UwxAccia,  Hpd  ojmnl  ii  from 
th*  boif  precmeu  of  Si  Hii-hasJ  aad  Si  Jiaid.  Tbr  oc- 

but  tlie  hta  ii,  dui  Ihr  tont1>«Efniv  ins  uken  up  and 
ir««u  iiiile  at  ihr  botiom  of  ibc  buildins-  IgnortDre 
Hf  ihaiv  tta«  «ia  wiifa  bigolry.  It  voii]d  be  paijjful  10 

>f  IbfirpcBI  DAiDn,  could  iI  mol  beaccompaiiitd  by  a 


mu  bnuch  of  Ibc  bouw  of  Mrdicii,  affurdrd  Ihul 

bcilmcniDrt  had  Jitpounl  upon  all  coolcoiporary 

II.  Tht  MarchJAUFv  Lf uwni  rncufd  Iho  lumtHftlomf 
of  fiaccBccio  fnim  Ihcnrgtccl in  vhieh  Ll  hadionKlinH 
Uin.aini  hund  foiil  on  honoiiniblcalriatKia  in  beravn 

■iojL  Site  bat  doiK  moiT :  iLe  boute  in  vbicb  the 
liTcd  ban  bfXD  a«  liLlle  r««pcc(cd  at  hit  [omb,  and 

iliaa  u  ruin  ma  tlic  hcul  of  ok  iDdJfercm  10  Ilin 


lilll 


:li  Cumo  1 


liclHd  10  Ihc  cndle 


»fB».ai 


in  fh«  acquiremeiit  of  leamiog,  vbo  vat  am 
Km.  if  Ml  lbs  firm  la  itlorv  ihc  teKHn  and  r 
"  ^MOtolbebatomofllalyi— vbaDolnnl' 
>■  atyl*,  but  fouodnl,  or  irniiiiillf  ilrd.  a 
p;  vho,  b«id«  ibe  e«i«iD  of  Mery  pollii 
MM^fU  Ihoii^hl  *orlhy  of  employiiiFDI  by  ibe  prc- 
dovDI  rvpublic  of  bitnvn  eounlry.  and,  «ba[  h 
ip  of  t^lmcch,  vbo  lind  Ibc  lif< 
*  fmnun,  jtf  vfao  diMl  in  Ihi 
.—inch  a  nun  mighi  hayr  Fbimd 

fi4cit  nf  Onaldn,  and  from  a  latr  engliit 


h  of  ikfriendihi 
)*U«a>|lWaod 
.   pawH  of  knoTlrdBT 


«  off  hi 


s  viT]'  amiable  penon,  ii  bejood  all  criliciinii  bul  [b<i 
mortilily  which  did  noi  proucl  Bomccio  fran  Sir 
Eiiiuce.  muu  nol  defend  Mr  Euuace  fmm  Ibm  impar- 
lial  Judgmenl  of  hit  tueceiHin.     Dnih  may  canonine 


il  tt  of  liflke  intpon  urb^^  centure  it  p 

bat  preteryed  many  olber  grubs  nu 
elaiiify  Boccacaa  ailh  tuch  a  pena 
municale  bit  (ery  ubet,  mutlofits 
pf  Ibe  qualification  oF  the  cbutlcal  1 
upon  Italian,  or,  inileed.  upon  any  01 


made  "bat  it  valgariy  called  1 
and  Ibit  poor  'Icuic  it  all  ilial  can  be  ollereil  lor  Ibe 
prietl  of  Cerulda,  or  Iho  author  of  ihc  Oanjeal  Tour, 
ll  would  hdic  autwcrcd  the  purpoie  to  caoliue  (be  ten- 
ure to  ibv  dovelt  of  Boccaccio,  and  fp-alilude  to  tljii 
lource  whicb  tupplied  the  mute  oTDrydeo  villi  lierbii 
and  moil  barmoiiioiu  numben,  mighl  pcrbapi  ba>e  re- 
itricled  Ibal  munre  10  the  oltjmiaiiable  quaHliet  of 
itif  hundred  lain.  Al  any  nie,  Ihc  repculance  nf  Boc- 
caccio  mighl  baieairelcd  hit  cibuiiuuion.aadilthoUld 
baie  been  recaUected  and  told,  ibat  In  bit  old  ag«  he 
*Tote  a  Idler  intnaluit;  hit  friend  lo  ditcoumge  lliii 
reading  of  Ibe  DccBmcrDa,  fiir  Ihe  take  of  modetly.aud 
for  Ihc  take  of  ibe  auibor,  nho  hduM  nol  haie  aa  apolo- 


proptnsi 


I  of  (be  re 


!hba?e 


tual  popularilif.  Tbe  ealabhtbiacuLDf  a 

ful  dialect  confeiTedan  immorialily  c 

vbich  il  «ai  fini  filed.    The  lotuleu  ol 

fur  ibe  tame  rcaaou,  Hied  lo  turyitc 

Afrin,  llie  iTaiwirjIe  efkiiigt.'.  The  ionriaUa  Irmilt 

of  natuMandfeeluit,  *ilb«bich  Ibe  noTelt,  ai  veil  aa 

Ihe  ?rrte>.ahoaBd.bave,daubtlebi,  been  ihe  chief  laurcq 

of  Ihefonign  cilebnlyof  holh  aulhon^   bal  Hoccaccio. 

Petrarch  it  la  be  n^arded  io  no  other  light  llian  at  iko 
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r  of  Laura.  Even,  lioweTer,  liad  the  Hthtr  oi  the 
'Ma  prose  been  known  only  as  the  author  of  theDe- 
eron,  a  conKiderate  writer  would  have  been  cautious 
ronounce  a  sentence  irreconcilcablc  with  the  un- 
ig  voice  of  many  ageft  and  nations.  An  irrevocable 
c  has  never  been  8tam|)ed  upon  any  work  solely  re- 
mended  by  impurity. 

le  true  source  of  the  outcry  against  Boccaccio,  which 
in  at  a  very  early  period,  was  the  choice  of  his  scan- 
us  personages  iu  the  cloibters  as  well  as  the  courts; 
the  princes  only  laughed  at  the  gulbut  adventures 
ujustly  charged  upon  yuccnTlieodelinda,  whiUt  the 
hthood  cried  shame  upon  the  debauches  drawn  from 
convent  and  the  hermitage ;  and,  most  probably,  for 
ippositc  reason,  namely,  lliat  tUo  picture  was  faithful 
he  life.  Two  of  the  novels  are  allowed  to  be  facts 
ully  turned  into  talcs,  to\1cride  the  canonization  of 
les  and  laymen.  Ser  Ciappellr-ilo  awl  Marcellinus 
cited  with  applause  even  by  the  decent  Muraturi.' 
great  Amaud,  as  he  is  quoted  in  Raylc,  stales,  that 
;w  edition  of  the  novels  was  pn>p<)Ked,  of  which  I  Ik; 
irgation  consisted  in  omitting  the  words  «  monk  » 
«  nun,n  and  tacking  the  immoralities  to  other 
ics.  The  literary  history  of  Italy  pai  ticularizes  no 
1  edition;  but  it  was  not  long  before  the  whole  of 
[)pe  had  but  one  opinion  of  the  Decaincron ;  and  the 
)lution  of  tlie  author  seems  to  ha\e  been  a  ytouit  sel- 
at  least  a  hundred  years  ago:  «()n  se  ferait  siftlcr 
nn  prt^tendait  convaincre  Boccace  dc  n'avoir  pas  eti» 
nfetp  homme,  puisquil  a  fait  le  I)ecameron.»  So  slid 
of  the  best  men,  and  i)erhaps  the  b<*st  crilir,  that 

■  lived — the  very  martyr  to  iinparlialily.'  But  as  this 
rmation,  that  in  llw  t>eginning  of  the  last  century 
would  have  been  hooted  at  for  pretending  that  Bor- 

cio  was  not  a  good  man,  may  seem  to  come  from 
of  those  enemies  who  are  to  be  suspected,  even 
n  they  make  us  a  present  of  truth,  a  more  accepl- 
'  eonfrnst  with  tlielproscription  of  the  body,  soul, 
muse  of  Boccaccio  may  be  found  in  a  few  words 
1  the  righteous,  the  patriotic  conlemponiry,  who 
ight  one  of  the  tales  of  this  impure  writer  worthy  a 
n  version  from  his  own  pen.  «  /  have  remarked 
where,^  sap  Petrarch,  writiug  to  Boccaccio,  «  that 
book  itself  has  been  worried  by  ctrtnin  dogs,  but 
tly  defended  by  your  staff  and  voice.  Nor  was  i 
mished,  for  i  have  had  proof  of  the  vigour  of  your 
d,  and  I  know  you  htive  fallen  on  tliat  unaccom- 
Inting  incapable  race  of  mortals  who,  whatever 
f  eitiier  like  not,  or  know  not,  or  cannot  do,  are 
•  to  reprehend  in  otiiers  ,  and  on  C/iose  occasions 
y  put  on  a  sliow  of  learning  €ind  eloquence,  but 
•ru'ise  are  entirely  dumb.^ 

[  is  Kiitisfuctory  to  find  that  all  the  priesthood  do  not 
mble  those  of  Ortaldo,  and  that  one  of  them  who 
not  possess  the  bones  of  Borcaccio  would  not  lose 
opportunity  of  raising  a  cenotaph  to  his  memory. 

DiMrrtaiinni  aopra  le  anticbiu  li^Iiaiii*.     Di«».  Iriii.  p.  iii,  torn, 
dit.  MilsD,  17S1. 

EcUirciuemenI,  eic.  etc-,  p.  638.  cd  i.  Ibile,  174 1,  in  the  Sapple- 
I  to  Bjif  U'a  Dii-lionary. 

■  AninKlvprii  aliiuhi  librum  iptiioi  ranum   drntibn*  larnaitum, 
^meii  ImcdIo  r|{reQic  toaqBe  <roie  ilrrrntam.     Nrc  miraiui  auai  : 

fit  Tirr*  iiig<  nil  lut  novi,  rl  «cio  rkprrlu*  CMri  hominuni  |*«nai 
[cn»ct  ignjfum,  qui.  quiiquid  ipai  vr-l  noluai,  val  artctuat,  vrl  noa 
uni.  in  aliia  reprclicnduat;  ad  Ikm*  uoum  docti  et  arguii.  ard 
|u«a  ad    rrliqua.*     Kpiit.   Joan.  B<K«alio.    opp.    lom.   i.  p.  S^o. 

Batil. 


ll- 


Bevius,  canon  of  Padna,  at  the  begioniiic  of  the  i6A  ( 
century,  erected  at  ArquSi,  opposite  to  the  tooib  of  dir 
laureal,  a  tablet,  in  which  he  aMOcialed  Boccaccio  is 
tlie  equal  honours  of  Dante  and  Petrarch.  ■ 

Note  34.  Stania  Ix. 

I 

what  it  bcr  pyramid  of  frtiamm  tMawa  t 

Our  venerationlfor  the  Medici  begins  with  Cosmo, aail 
expires  with  his  grandson*^;   that  stream  \t  purr  onh  at  i 
the  source ;  and  it  is  in  search  of  some  memoriaJ  of  th^ ' 
virtuous  republicans  of  the  family,  that  we  vish  tk  ' 
church  of  St  Lorenzo  at  Florence.  The  tawdry,  gbri^  ; 
unfinished  chapel  in  that  church,  designed  fbrlbe  mas- 
soleum  of  the  Dukes  of  Tuscany,  set  round  with  rrova^  , 
and  coffins,  gives  birth  to  no  emotions  hut  tho«e  of  c<«- 
tempt  for  the  la  visit  vanity  of  a  race  of  despots,  vliil<4 
the  pavement  slab,  simply  inscribed  to  the  Father  of  bi» . 
(lountry,  reconciles  us  to  the  name  of  Medici.*     It  «j« 
very  natural  for  G>rinna>  to  suppose  that  tlie  ttuat  ' 
raised  to  the  Duke;of  Urbino  in  the  capelln  de,  Jep0uti 
v« as  intended  for  his  great  namesake;   hut  the  ma^ 
liecnt  Lorenzo  is  only  the  sharer  of  a  cnflin  half  hidden  - 
in  a  niche  of  the  sacristy.     The  decay  of  Tuscany  dairc  ; 
from  the  sovereignty, of  the  Medici.     Of  the  sepukhril  ' 
|>eare  which  succeeded  to  the  establishment  of  thereign-  : 
ing  faniiliis  in  iLily,  our  own  Sidney  has  givenius 
glowing,  but  a  faithful  picture.     «  Notwitlnsiandiag  all  . 
the  seditious  of  Florence,  and  other  cities  of  Tuscanv,  , 
the  horrid  factions  of  Guelphs  and  Ghibelins,  Neri  aod 
Bianchi,  nobles  mid  commons,  they  continued  populous  I 
strong,  and  exc(>ediiig  rich ;  but  in  the  space  of  less  than  < 
a  hundred  and  lifty  years,   the  peaceable  reign  of  tbr 
Medires  is  thought  to  li:ive  destroyed  nine  parK  in  ten 
of  the  people  of  that  province.     Amongst  other  thin^« 
it  is  remarkable,  that  when  Philip  the  Secoiyi  of  ^Min 
gave  Sienna  to  the  Duke  of  Florence,  his  nnibassador 
then  at  Boine  sent  him  word,  that  he  liad  ^ven  avay 
more  than  ()r»n,ouo  subjects;  and  it  is  not  believed  there 
are  now  7.o.oon  souls  inhabiting  that   city  and  terri- 
tniy.     Pis;i,  I'istoia.  Are/zo,  Cortona,  and  other  to«n«, 
that  were  then  good  and  populous,  are  in  tlic  like  pro- 
l>ortioii   iliniiutshed,    and    Florence   more    than  any. 
When  that  city  had  been  long  troubled  with  seditions, 
tumults,  and  wars,  for  the  most  part  unpn>sperous,  iliey 
still  retained  such  strength,   tliat   when  Giarles  VIII, 
of  France,  being  admitted  as  a  friend  with  his  whole 
army,   vkhich    soon   after  conquered  the  kingdom  of 
Naples,  ihoug'iit  to  master  iliem,  the  ]ieoplc  taking  arms 
struck  such  a  terror  ,iiilo  him,  that  he  was  glad  to  de- 
part upon  such  conditions  as  they  thought  fit  to  impose. 
Machiavel  reports,  that,  in  that  time,  Florence  alone,  with 
the  Yal  d'Aruo,  a  small  territory  belonging  to  tliat  city, 
could,   iu  a  few  hours,   by  the  sound  of  a  1k*I1,  bring 
together  i?*5,ooo  well-armed  men;    whereas  now  llut 
eity,  with  nil  the  others  in  that  province,  are  brought  to 
su<-h  ilespicable  weakness,  empliiii^s,  poverty,  and  base- 
Hess,  that  they  can  neither  resist  the'oppressioiLs  of  their 
own  prince,  nor  defend  him  or  themselves  if  llicy  were 
assaulted  by  a  foreign  enemy.  The  people  are  dispersed 
or  destroyed,  and  the  bebt  fainilit^s  sent  to  seek  liabita- 
tions  in  Venice,  Genoa,  Boine,NapleN,and  Lucca.  This  is 
not  the  effect  of  war  or  pestilence;  they  enjoy  a  perfect 
|)eace,  and  suffer  no  other  plague  than  the  govpnimenl 

'  Coamut  MrJicra,  Dccrcit>  I'ubticu,  Paitr  Patrir. 
*  Corinna,  Li*.  iTiii.  C4p.  iii.  toI.  iii.  pa(C  af^. 


CHILDE  HABOLD'3  PILGRIMAGE. 


.>.U 


tat  tnme  iinpcrf«lioiu  id  llie  philiiilhrapjc  tjllcm  of 
LeofwM,  (n  obligMl  IDConfni  ihil  iIh  wvcnign  v»  ihe 

priuo  liLnuclf  had  no  aibn  Dotion  of  ■  oiuioiuil  ■>• 
•cmtil;,  tliu  of  ■  bodjr  lo  nprctcDI  llic  niiu  lod 
■  ■•ho,  DM  ihc  will  of  Ibe  people. 

■an  Ouy  upert  At  imUlt.  lAnt  Hit  earfi^iialc.  mfiich 
liAicktanitiftttrMrKD/rn^iit  jlrcani,  puurcil  kiirl 
■siiu.  IMI  nol/rlt^Diiee/flkcCDnftdlaiili..'     Surb 

Theliuof  ibe  tullleofThni[maicliiilD(lalHmLb 
Ukcn.  Thi  lr»«rll«  from  Ihevillaje  under  CorloBi  Id 
Cau  di  Puna.  iHf  qui  suge  no  (lie  *ay  lo  Hnme,  bia. 

p.n>«ulirl:,IDIhcr>clii,ili»it1<ii'ludwbtcbni'iuiibi>lIiiid 
watte  ID  order  la  intluch  Ihe  Contut  FlaniLiiiiii  to  iDOfre 
from  Armo.  OnbitLrfi^BiuLinfroDt  of  bim,i»aridgF 
of  bilk,  besding  down  i<>*ird>  Ibe  bke  of  Tbniiniene, 
Mlled  by  Liiy  •  aiDnln  CnnoneflKi,'  and  now  luinird 


ihliqiKE  loiberi(|bl,  and  fornu  Ihe  chord  qI 
■  in  ate.  The  potiiioa  annol  be  gueiied  m  fniai 
ins  of  Cononu,  ooi  ippoin  id  be  lo  compleielf 
d  untcH  lo  DOC  who  ii  tairlj  wilbLo  lb*  bill' 
Iheo,  indeed,  oppeari  pb  place  inddeai  ii  were  on 

I  and  la  rhs  lake,  whilM  there  i>  dd  aihet  am 
loiite  inm  of  Ibe  maunuint  iban  Ibrough  ibe  lillla 


Tilk^  wbieb  Ibe  ilipenrin  prelend  lo  luTe  beea  to  ileno- 
ntaaud  from  ihe  bona  Sauad  (brre:  bui  ibnr  ban 
been  aoteoei  foond  Ibere.andlbebaliltniFauehlor 
Ihe  other  vAr  ol  ihe  hill.  I^rain  Ow^'a  Ibe  mad  brginj 

Btmumint  nnlil  ihe  liily-ternilh  mile-alanr  from  ¥\b- 

MaunDH  for  ivenif  iniDulei.  The  lake  it  tool ' 
befow  on  ibe  rigbi,  vilta  Borgtaetlo,  a  round  loaer  elotr 
npoA  Ibe  water; and  the  uadukiing  hilli  panlallyioTered 
with  WDud  aniongil  wbicb  ibr  road  winds,  link  bjdeip-Ht 

mad,  down  lo  Ihe  rigbi  amidil  Ibeie  woody  hillockt. 
Ilaanibal  ptieed  bit  hone,'  iolbejavt  of  or  rather  abovir 

read,  aud  motl  probably  clote  id  borcbcMo,  jutt  under 
(be  Idwcii  of  Ihe  ■lomuli.i*    On  a  Hunmil  lo  Ibe  lefl, 

call  •  Ibe  Tawerof  Hnnnibal  theCarlhaginian.n  Arriied 
■I  ibehiBhctI  point  of  llie  road,  Ihe  Invelletbaia  partial 
liew  of  Ibe  falal  plain,  which  openi  fully  upon  liim  at  lie 
dexendilbrGiuIandni.  HeiaoDfindihinuelfinai  ' 
iDclated  Id  Ihe  lefl  and  in  Fcoat  and  behind  him  by ' 

lilt,  bcndiDg  raiud  in  a  tegment  lui^r  Iban 


per  eod  of  llir  plain  nearer  lo  Ihe  ilde  of  I^ttiguoD,  and 
in  Ibli  lUDdia  while  rilUge  called  Torre.  Polybiiu  i 
o  allude  lo  th'ii  emioeaCF  at  ibe  one  on  which  IlaDnibal 
;acauiped  and  drew  out  hit  beaVT-anned  Africam  ani 

liipalched  hit  Balearic  and  ligh|.iirmrd  Iroopa  rounl 
ihroulblbeCualaudniheishuiDllieriehi,  toattoarrin 
ueen,  and  form  an  ambuih  amongU  the  brokea  acdi. 
liet  which  Ibe  road  no*  pataei,  and  to  be  mdy  Isael 
apon  Ibe  lefl  flank  and  aboTc  ibe CDemy,  wbilal  Ihe  harw 
-'  -  up  ihe  p»  behind.  Flaminliu  came  to  iha  laki 
Borjheiio  at  uuMel;  and.  wiihoul  vnding  any  ^tet 
:hcd  ihrtHigb  ihe  patt  Ihe  neti  Biornia|j 
ad  quilF  broken,  lo  Ihal  he  pereei 
K  af  ihe  hone  and  light  troopi  aboie  and  at 

"■         '    The  Comul  began  ID  d 


before  Ihe  di 


ialbcAai, 


id  bin 


I  BDrtbel 


lake  on  itie  righl,  Ibe  miin  army  an  ibe  bill  of  Torre  in 
Fmot,  Ibe  CuabiDdn  hilii  filled  wiih  ihe  ligtil.! 


iialry,  who,  the  farlber  Iliey  sJi 


.lopped  u| 


■diUelfO' 

■igli  landt  were  in  Ihe  Hiu-ibiiK.  and  all  ilie  dlBereni 
orpt  in  ambiub  lookrd  In  wurdi  tlie  hill  of  Torre  for  Ilie 

irder  of  attack.     Hannibal  gaie  ihe  tiipnl.  and  m 

nu>  Ibe  plain.     The  Bomaiu.  who  wira  fonning  Ibnr 

irray  in  ibe  mitt,  tuddenTf  be«rd  ibr  thou 

-nemy  amongit  lium,  on  ereiy  ^ide,  and,  brfort  tbrj 

lywhom  they  were  auackei^  fell  at  on«e  that  they  wi 

There  ire  two  htlle  riruleli  whieh  run  from  IheGua. 
taodn  into  Ihe  hike.  The  Imellcr  eroHis  ibe  Brw  of 
thete  at  about  a  mile  afier  he  eomet  inia  lb*  plain,  an 
l-apal  terrilariei.  TI 
e  furiher  on,  it  nlh 
•  the  bloody  riridel,-  and  llie  peaianit  poiol  out  ■ 
open  >pDi  la  Ibe  lefl  between  Ihe  ■  BangiuDeilo-  ai 

*Tiv^»  mera  npiniTia'-  rlitnaftiiii  lifsvauric 
KKTilEiSns,  xil  nuc  AJ&a«  Jul  Taut  i^|Mi{  <!2«>vJr' 
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Hlauglilsr.  Hip  nihpr  pan  of  [1,^  phl„  „  coiircd  ■ 
"  t-«l  alive  irw»  in  cora-smuml^  hihI  is  uo  irli 
c  lenl  fiflpj.!  am  ihr  rdff-  of  Die  like.  It 
td.  moil  prulnlile  IhnI  iIh!  lautt  Tnt  fnu[|hl  n 
fnd  of  ilir  nlln.  for  llw  ui  ihniiuud  nami 
,  «l  llie  Iwyiiiniiit;  nf  ibr  atiinii,  bmkr  through  ■ 

1  lull*  bwn  is  llii>  quimn-,  MlisniiH  llwy  vouM 
bid  lo  rmvRU)   ibi!  wlwlr  plain,  and  lo  pjcm 

u^  (Ik  main  Brny  of  ILiimibal. 

It  Ronuiu  hia^a  atspmirtj  for  ilirrc  IwDti.  bui 
rhe  dratli  of  Flimiiiiut  »iu  Uio  ,ieaal  for  n  B*<»>a 
]i<pi!niou.  Tbr  C>nba[;iniin  luiru-  ilini  Liirsi  in  upm 
III*  foEiiiuM,  and  the  hkr.  ihnmanaiabonlBorBliEiii 
•ul  chirfhr  llw  plain  of  Ilie  Sant-ninrlto  and  llin  |KiiW 
nf  [he  <:ualiDdni,  vrrt  itmeil  villi  drad.     Nrir  nam 

ralli  ou  a  bleak  rtdgc  tn  the  Irft  i 


Si>u  it.  Suma  Inii. 

Ofilieiiiur,  place,  audquilUlet  of  Ibi*  kiDdDfln^ 

Ufnfred.  Hm  till  looki  »  inurb  like  •  ibe  lu-U  of 
nifr.*  ibnt  Addiion  ihou|;lii  die  deseem  alluded  u 
lo  be  tlir  ipilpb  in  vbicb  Almlo  plungeil  inlo  Ibe  io- 
fenul  rrgiavi.  tl  it  lingular  cnousb  Ihal  t-wn  of  ihr 
nnrit  raKMdes  la  Europe  dioukl  be  arUlicinI— ibii  i 
■be  Velino.  and  ilii  one  ai  TiHili.  Tlie  iraiellet 
«rni>([ly  rernniinriHlFd  to  tnce  IheVelioo,  al  In-d: 
high  as  Ibe  liille  lake  called  Pie'  lU  lip.  Tbr  R.'alii 
lerrilory  vni  llie  Iiaban  Tempr. '  and  the  ancieoi  m 
luralist,   amougsi  nllwr  bcauiiful  tanetiea,  nnuriu 


ground.  : 


>i>  ban  eonGrnud  tbe  pretnliioiu  and  tlie  nam 
kiream  of  blood.  > 
ETei7di«IrirlflfIlily1iasiuheru.  iDlhenorlhvinie 
linirr  ii  tlK  unial  |;eaiiu  of  ihr  place,  and  ilw  foreien 
dioRamaun  more  llian  divides  MauiHavJtblN'rnalii 
irnil.  I  Totlieioutbvr  bearof  Itoman  u.iinei.   Nea 

lemy.andllannihaltheCarilinginiHniillirnnlyancieii 
imc  nmembered  on  llic  bnnkt  of  llie  PL-ni|;iiu  lake 
iminiui  ■>  unknown;  but  llie  poslilioni  on  ibai  nut 
hate  been  lauplil  to  ibov  die  rerv  tpol  There  I'l  Csaxili. 
RMurno  vai  sbiia.     OF  all  (ha  foucbl  and  fell  in  ihr    ' 
balllr  of  Thnsimenc,  die  bitloriau  himielf  bai,  beiidei    1 
ibe  gcneraliand  Mabarbnl,  prncrved  indeed  ooly  a  > 
name.     You  oveiiake  the  Canhagiaiap  aj^ain  & 
Ki  me  road  io  Rome.  Tlie  aiiiii|uary,  that  is  (lie  InuW    ' 
of  llie  po.l-houie  nl  Kpolelo,  telU  ynu  ll 
repulwd  ihe  vinoriou.  eneiny,  and  slio.s  ynn  llie  gate    " 
ilill  called  Parlit  Ji  .^nnihife.  It  ii.  hardly  aorth  »hili. 
tn  remark  that  a  French  irsi  '       - 


Ho  book  of  inveli  luis  • 


e  Ihii  diuHn 


Hole  3g.  Stnnia 
K  greairr  pari  of  Switierls 


le  before  »e  cop  get  by 
m  away,  and  Ibe  future  pleaure  an 
ned  and  destroyed,  by  tbe  didactic  a 
age  slieu  <c  can  ueiiher  feel  nor 


uuEtht^uloofCfaihlellaiT 


alley  b 


fiir  lo  be  preferred,  if  ib 
r  onl) :   Uit  iu  any  iHiiul  of  lie* 

SwiUcrboil  put  liiyelliert  ilie  iit 
rb,  I'iue  Vachc,  fall  of  Arpenii, 


t  are  old  enough  m 
the  appetii*  palled. 


lud  Willi  reawm;— a  pan  of  the  lime  pawed 
at  the  lup|iii-u  of  my  lifi,;  and  my  prcvepMr 
».  Or  Joseph  Druiy )  wan  tbe  bent  and  ■ottbieU 


lilli  untltude  inrl  vi>n«iilli>a— of  one  wl 


I  ourUi  CdU 

mil  OB  Ih 

ifChiWi 

•  ■ndll 

>»aMI<>inii||H< 

l»o»4. 

RMnn 

lra». 

TI-ihH, 
Bi.«  Il.f« 

Tllw  by  Hi-  C 

l.b«i  ■Dd  Ibr 

hy  P^fvi 

I» 

w. 

1101,43 

Subb 

h>IM.'. 

.k^  w 

of  SyU. 

It  -'rr  H  n„ 

t^'!;r 

L™, 

J.OUM  rt 

Ibe  life 
n«*nl 

l>y  nay  ■■Im'mbb  qtu- 
Uiy.  Ttw  olsMMriit  uf  liu  (oliuiury  migoalian  al 
riiipuv  maf  pirtufM  b*  jiccqilcd  by  us  4*  U  miHA  Iv 
tw>r  aii>G«l  lbs  Rnniiiii,  iiho  if  ilu^y  bud  sol  n~ 
ifttlai  noH  lute  dcMroyid  liim.     TbcR  rould  be  n'l 

iliQDQhl,  likr  Eucnlea,  (Jut  «liiil  Imd  BpiirtfrHl  biu- 
biruHi  itu  4  loiri  of  gJcry,  Jiud  iKal  vliAl  bad  bwii 
pii^fhrn  ^r  pridfl  v4a  ■  real  ^nib-ur  of  utiA-' 


Tka  prajcrlcd  diininn  of  di«  Sjada  Pompry  bai 
ilnady  bva  i«onl«l  by  ihe  hi«ari»o  of  (he  D«liii« 
■bJ  Fall  sf  Ibr  Ttoniin  Empire.     Mr  Gibboa  found  il 

Mti  ro  liu  meniion  oF  ii  ihii  PowJuliiu  HI.  gn'e 
liundrM  cnwai  for  (be 


enled  ii 


s  Cardial 


a  fnn 


^ 


«ha  bad  pmdHcd  Ibe  judgRieiu  of  SoUu 

■^  lU>  nalBF  aiieipowd  Ima  (elnil  op<nlioa:  tor 
dM  Kwrb.  whil  ined  ll>e  BniliH  of  Voluire  <>>  ibe 
>uJd  faU  ■■  ibe 

Tb« 


■iPomn^ 


igiul  diet 


viih  the  Mood  nf  lltr  < 

Wn  ■•«  llierefore  lemoicd  10  ibo  irHH  of 
I  ID  fhililKIr  ill  tnntporl  luf- 
npuUlioD  of  It!  riulil  una.  Tilt 
tiad  10  plead  ibiil  Ihe  um  *u  ■ 
■ccuHn  do  net  briine  llul  >lir 
1  would  have  proleeled  IL    The 


f 


bu(  rnldw  crilioim  bns  rrjeeud  not  only  tlie  blood 
bullbe  porirair, BDd  nittigiipd  Ebe^ohflof  pnwernlhcr 
In  ilie  linl  of  Ihe  cmperort  lluiii  10  Ihe  lul  of  Ihr 
npuhlinn  niamrri  of  Itame.  WinkrliiuHti' ii  loUi 
Id  nllnv  nn  hnroic  ilaiue  oF  11  nommi  Filiieo,  bul  ihr 
CrimniiiABrippj,*  iionierapanryilaiiMl.ia  hnrnie;  aad 
nuked  RaaiiiD  GiJorM  were  onlyTery  nir,  001  ibto 
biUly  rnrbiddeB.    T^  ha  nrrordt  much  bnler  *llh 

iiim  who  vai  bmuiiFul,  trjv^  Sueloniu^  al  all  periods 
nf  hb>  life.  Tlie  prelrnried  llkeneu  In  lleunlar  Ibe 
tlnal  nnuDi  ke  iliMtmed,  but  ihe  Iniu  rHcmhle  Ibe 
medai  Af  Pompey.^  TIk  ohjtriinruibte  f|4ohe  rruiy  ttoi 
ill-applifd  (iBiirry  lo  him  who  fouad 


a  Minor 


imlulVlal 


DO  proof  oF  (he  ideuiilyor 
Thi>  tiaioe,  irilh  Ibut  *hkh  irceiind  Ibe  bloody  aci> 
Ree,  can  he  rferiied  from  ibe  (pui  vbere  il  ■*•  diico- 
ttred.*  naminiui  Vacea  uyi  xHo  niu  cuntjnii,  IKd 
Ib1>  eanlina  ii  knowD  lo  baie  heeo  in  Ihc  Vienlo  de 
Leulari  near  Ihe  Ciueelbri 
enrlly  lo  Ihat  of  the  Jinus  before  Ibe  bai 
rompeyt  Iheiirt.  lo  whieh  Augiiilui 


I'an  of  lb 


orlakeo. 


ine  of  Ihe  XVih  eentiiry.  and  the  atruui 
•  n>  .lill  Dilled  Ulrum.  So  Hyi  UonduLl  At  all 
ryi-n»T  to  impoblog  iiihe  ilam  ini^eslyof  LbeilBliw, 
ind  go  memorible  i>  Ihe  «lory.  Ilial  the  play  of  'ihe 
msBiiui'un  loivea  an  room  for  the  ewrciie  of  ttit 
udipnent,  aud  the  Fiction,  if  ■  Gciioo  II  i>.  opcraln, 
ID  (he  ipecuier  with  an  effect  not  If»  powerful  Uun 


Nole  46.  Hi 


Aorien 

Ho 

bul 

Iherr 

e  modem  aenoi,  aboun 
e«   of   the  fouet-motbe 
were  iwo  ihe-wolve. 

hi.tory  ., 

>kr> 

pan 

lular  menlioa.    One  of 

•  Xcilifa  Tiii^iiaaa  naiad;  Ipyxvli 
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BTBON'S  WORKS. 


histonnn  Dion  also  records  as  baYing  ciifflerfd  the  tame 
accident  as  is  alluded  to  by  the  orator.'  Tlie  question 
agitated  by  the  antiquaries  i«,  wliether  the  wolf  now 
in  tlie  consenrator's  palace  is  tliat  of  Livy  and  Dio- 
nysius,  or  that  of  Cicero,  or  whether  it  is  neither 
one  nor  the  other.  The  earlier  writers  differ  as  much 
as  tlie  modems:  Lucius  Faunus'  says,  tliat  it  is  the  one 
alluded  to  by  both,  which  is  impos,<4ible,  and  also  by 
Virjpl,  which  may  be.  Fulvius  Ursinus^.  rails  it  the 
wolf  of  Dionysius,  and  Marlianus^  talks  of  it  as  tlie 
one  mentioned  by  Cicero.  To  him  Rycquius  trem- 
blingly assents.^  Nardmi  i^  inclined  to  suppose  it  may 
be  one  of  the  many  woKos  preserved  in  Ancient  Rome; 
but  of  the  two  rather  bends  to  the  Ciceronian  statue.^ 
Montfaucon?  mentions  it  as  a  point  without  doubt. 
C)f  the  later  writers  the  decisive  Winkelmann'  pro- 
claims it  as  having  been  found  at  the  church  of  Saint 
Theodore,  where,  or  near  where,  was  the  temple  of 
UomuluR,  and  consequnilly  makes  it  the  wolf  of 
Dionytiius.  His  authority  is  Lucius  Faunus,who,  how- 
ever, only  says  that  it  wa$  placed,  not  found,  at  the 
Ficus  Rumiualis  by  the  Comitium,  by  which  he  does 
not  seem  to  allude  to  the  church  of  Saint  llieodore. 
Rycquius  was  the  first  to  make  the  mistake,  and 
Winkclmann  followed  Rycquius. 

iaaaratam  !a  Capitolie  parruoi  tt^iM  l«ciaBlnn«  ab«ribiu  lupiaia  to- 
liiaaiam  fniaaa  ■eniniaiU.*     la  Catilia.  !ii.  8. 

•  Hie  ayNevtria  erat  Rooiani  nominb  altrix 
Martia,  qua  parvoa  Mavortia  aamioe  oatiw 
Hbcribiu  (ravidia  viuli  rora  rigabat. 
Qua  laa  can  pacria  flamraato  falaiiaia  icta 
Caaiidit,  alque  avulaa  padaia  tuiifia  liqui|.> 

Dr  Coaaolain,  lib.  ii.  (lib.  i.  d«  Dmnat.  rap.  ii.) 

*  'Ev  ya^  t6  xatr»jTW>iw  eivO/st^vrsj  re  Tzo^oX  ititb 
xzpauv&v  ffwv«;(Gay869v;9s:v,  xu\  oeyoLX/jLoeza  ec^a  ts, 
xal  ^ibi  Inl  xlo'JOi  hap-jfii-^out  tUtav  ti  tc;  Xu/acvn; 
ffVvtTS  t£>  Pfiij/iu  xai  ouv  t£>  Pu/avX^  i^pufUvrj  iTitavj. 

Dion.  Hill.  lib.  Hifii.  pag.  3'j.  edit.  Rob.  Stepb.  1S48.  He  f»M  on 
10  Bianiion  ibal  the  leliara  oftb*  colunaa  on  wbi<  h  lh«  laws  vera  writ- 
ten were  liquiB^d  and  bacom*  dujL'J^pi.  All  ibat  ibe  Rumana  ilid 
waa  10  erect  a  large  alatua  to  Jupiter,  loohing  toward*  the  eatt :  no 
larniion  it  afterwardt  made  of  iba  wolf.  Tbia  happened  in  A.  U.  C. 
CS9.  The  Abaia  Fea,  in  noticing  tbia  paaaage  of  Dion,  (Storia  dclU 
arti,  etc.,  torn.  1.  p.  soa.  note  t.)  aay«,  S»m  Mimmte,  Ofyimm^e  Diame, 
ck*  /mm  btm-ftrmmta  (the  wolf],  by  which  it  ta  clear  the  Abau  trant- 
lated  the  Xylandro-LeurlaTtaa  eeraion,  which  pat«  ^MaaWf  $tmtitita 
for  the  original  IfpUflivT}^  a  word  that  does  not  laaan  iem-frrmata. 
bat  only  rmudt  aa  aiay  bo  diatinctly  |»ccn  frooi  aaothor  paaa«ge  of  the 
•aaie  Dion:  H^SuXyJ^KJ  ^<y  OUV  b  kyplmtOLi  X9cl  T^V  AU- 
*/OUOTOvivTa&9aio)sU9a(.  Hiat.  lib.  Iri.  Dion  aaya  that  Agrippa 
■  wiabed  $a  raite  «  tUttmt  of  Auguatiu  ta  the  Paatheoa.* 

*  •  In  eadcm  poriica  xnea  Inpa,  eajua  aberibut  Romalat  ac  Reaiua 
hrtanica  inhiant,  coatpieiinr ;  de  bac  Cicoro  et  Viigiliua  aomper  inteU 
leiere.  Liviut  hoc  (i(;noai  ab  iBdilibaa  e>  pecnniia  quibua  aiulctali  et- 
•ent  forneraioret,  poaitnm  innuit.  Antea  in  Comiiiit  ad  Picuia  Rani- 
nalem.  quo  litco  pneri  fuerant  eipoaiii  locatoai  pro  certo  e«t.«  Lur. 
Fauni,  de  Antiq.  Urb.  Roqi.  lib.  ii.  cap.  «ii.  ap.  Sallengrc,  tooi.  i.  p. 
917.  In  bit  XVIIth  chapter  be  repcata  that  the  atatuaa  were  there,  but 
aot  that  ihry  wart  found  there. 

*  Ap.  Nardini,  Roma  V«iua,  lib.  *.  cap.  iv. 

*  Marliaai.  Urb.  Roia.  topograph,  lib.  ii.  cap.  is.  Ha  mentiont  an- 
other wolf  and  tainaia  the  Vatican,  lib.  r.cap.  ui. 

'  •  >'on  detant  qui  banc  ipaaai  caae  putrnt,  quaai  adpiniiniui,  qa« 
•  cooiitio  in  BaiilicamLaioranaia,  cam  noaanllitaliiaaatiquitatnm  re- 
liquiii,  atqne  bine  in  Capitolium  poitea  relata  tit,  quamria  Marlianua 
antiqaam  Capitolinam  aaac  maluit  a  Tallio  deacripum,  t-ai  at  in  re  ni- 
mia  dubia,  trepide  aaaentioinr.'  Juat.  Rycquii  da  Capit.  Homan. 
G>mm.  cap.  iHT.jtag.  aSo.  edit.  Lugd.  Bat.  i6g6. 

*  Nardini  Roma  Vetna,  lib.  f.  cap.  it. 
'  ■  Lupa  liodieqne  in  rapititliaia  pn>»tat  adibua,  com  vetlSgio  falmi- 

oia  quo  iiiam  narrat  Cicero  ■      Dicrium  Italic,  torn.  i.  p.  I74. 

'  Scoria  dclle  arii.  etc.,  I)b.  iii.  C4p.  iii.  |  ii.  note  10.  Winkclmann 
baa  made  a  atrang*-  blander  in  the  note,  by  taying  iho  Ciceronian  wolf 
«jt  not  in  ibe  C<pilol,  and  that  Dtea  waa  wrong  iu  aajing  ic. 


Flaminiiis  Vacca  tells  qiufe  a  different  atory,  aodan  | 
he  liad  heard  the  wolf  with  the  twins  wm  foamd  *  aor  | 
the  arch  of  Septimius  Sercrus.    Ttie  commenlalor  oa  ) 
Winkclmann  is  of  the  same  opinion  with  that  leaned  1 
person,  and  is  incensed  at  Nardini  for  not  haniif  l^ 
marked  that  Cicero,  in  speaking  of  the  wcdf  strwk 
with  lightning  in  the  Capitol,  makes  use  of  the  pia 
tense.     Out,  with  the  Abate's  leave,  Nardini  does  aot 
positively  assert  the  statue  to  be  that  mentioned  hf 
Cicero,  and,  if  he  had,  the  asaumplion  wonld  not  per- 
haps have  been  so  exceedingly  iodiscreec.    The  AW 
himself  is  obliged  to  own  that  there  are  mariLS  vary 
like  the  scathing  of  lightning  in  the  hinder  legs  of  thr  , 
present  wolf!  and,  to  get  rid  of  this,  adds,  that  the  vicIF  j 
seen  byDionysius  might  have  been  also  struck  by  li^ 
ning,  or  otherwise  injured.  > 

Let  us  examine  the  subject  by  a  reference  to  the 
words  of  Cicero.  The  orator  in  two  places  seems  to 
particularize  the  Romulus  and  the  Rrmus,  especiaUr  - 
the  lirst,  which  his  audience  remembered  to  hmve  been 
in  the  Capitol,  as  being  struck  with  lightning,  la  Im  j 
verses  he  records  that  the  twihs  and  wolf  both  Ml,  sad 
tliat  (lie  latter  left  behind  the  marks  of  her  feet.  Geero 
does  not  say  tluit  the  wolf  was  consumed:  and  IKob  ; 
only  mentions  tliat  it  fell  down,  without  alhidin|,as  I 
the  Abate  has  made  him,  to  the  force  of  the  blow,  or  | 
the  firmness  with  which  it  liad  been  fixed.  The  wfmle 
strength,  therefore,  of  the  Abate's  argument,  baags  | 
upon  the  past  tense;  which,  however,  may  be  ist 
what  diminished  by  remarking  that  the  phrase  only 
shows  that  the  statue  was  not  then  standing  ia  its 
former  poNition.  Winkclmann  has  observed,  that  the 
present  twins  are  modem ;  and  it  is  equally  dear  that 
there  are  marks  of  gilding  on  the  wolf,  which  laigbt 
therefore  be  supposed  to  make  part  of  die  anneat 
group.  It  is  kiio«  u  that  the  sacred  images  of  the  Capi- 
tol were  not  destroyed  when  injured  by  time  or  accideat, 
but  were  put  into  certain  underground  depositorirs 
culled /at;t5sti>.'  It  may  be  thought  possible  that  the 
wolf  liad  been  so  deposited,  and  liad  been  replaced  ia 
some  conspicuous  .situation  when  the  Capitol  was  ^^  i 
built  by  Vespasian.  Rycquius,  without  mentioning  kii 
authority,  tells  that  it  was  transferred  from  the  Coau- 
tium  to  the  Lateran,  and  thence  brougNl  to  theCapitoL 
If  it  was  found  near  the  arch  of  Severua,  it  may  have 
been  one  of  the  imnges  which  Orosius  '  says  was  Ihrova 
down  in  the  Forum  by  lightning  when  AJaric  took  dv 
city.  1hat  it  is  of  very  high  antiquity  the  voiknaa- 
shipi-s  a  decisive  proof;  and  tliat  circumstance  indaced 
Winkclmann  to  believe  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius.  The 
Capiloliuc  wolf,  however,  may  have  been  oif  the  mom 
early  dale  as  that  at  the  temple  of  Romulus.  Lactaa- 
tiu«><  asserts  tliat,  in  his  time,  the  Romans  wondiippeda 
wolf;  and  it  is  known  that  the  Lupcrcalia  held  oof  to 

*  •  Inteai  dire,  cbe  rRrrola  di  bronzo.  cho  oggiai  trora  oalhnhdal 
Campidoglio,  fa  trorato  nel  foro  Romano  apprawo  raeca^  Sntimiai 
•  TI  fn  irovata  an<he  la  lapa  di  ^onio  cho  alUtia  Boinla  «  liima_  i 
•ik  nella  Loggia  da'  conaerratori.*  Flam.  Vacca.  Maiatia,  mia.  ai. 
pag.  i.  ap.  Montfaacon,  Diar.  lul.  torn.  i. 

*  Lac.  Faun.  ibid. 

*  See  note  to  itanta  LXXX  in  Hiatorical  IllaUralioaa. 

*  a  Romuli  nuina  Lupa  honohboa  eat  affocta  dieiats.  etfciTHaa 
animal  i|Hium  fuia«et,  cujue  figuram  gerit.*  Lactaat.  ^cIoIm  toKgioafl.  I 
Lib.  i.  rap.  au.  pag.  loi.  edit,  varior.  1660  i  that  ia  to  any,  he  voaM 
rather  adiire  a  wolf  (ban  a  proiiiiutc.  Hit  romaieaucor  baa  ahaerrad. 
that  the  opinion  of  Liry  concerning  Lauroatia  boiaf  fcgarad  ia  tfca 
wotf  waa  not  unireraal.  Strabo  thought  ao.  Rje^ a:tu  i«  arMf  ■ 
laying  that  Lacuniina  mention*  tha  wolf  «•■  ia  iho  CSapiuJ. 


CHILDE  BAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE. 


uird  in  ibc  thargB  vbich  Ihtj  nuki 

■  DnhipiiiiiB  Suana  H^gui.  ui]  niiin. 
m  ID  ibr  ^od  of  Ihc  Tjbo-.  TIm  Hon 
habiT  HTcr  bonl  of  Hich  1  prnDB  bcfdn 
rver.  Ip  plays  roatidrr«blF,lhau|;lj  tn 
*  eburch  hmorr,  ind  bai  Icfl  wtrnl 
il  rnnlMi  viih  Si  PrWr  at  llamii  nui 


Ld  of  i!,..  lifllaum*.  .r=  .  l-..,r  . 

ildund  fnr  ibn  cnntnry  i^lnion. 
nioiubJy  Hlecud  in  ibe  ini  ut  ihc 
»  DiotL  lain-niine  »lin  of  llic  id 
lidIt  ibe  figurf.  if  twi  Ihc  Trrf  iDlmal 
UudEt  ID  bk  bnuliful  nnn : 


!•  h«tril>  of  ihe  good  raairani  of  ihr  ciiy  by  irndine 
rm  vilb  Ibnriirb  mfuu  <d  Ihc  cburcb  of  Si  Theo- 
Tc,  ■•  ihry  had  beftw*  c«iTi*d  ibtm  lo  ihp  Irmplt  nf 

icd  Kiib  ihal  nf  Ibc  lempli- :  sn  llial  If  ibc  valf  bid 
ra  nalty  fouDd  Ibrre.  u  Winbcliiuiiii  uy>,  Ibrrc 
Hild  b(  DD  doubl  of  Ihc  pmeal  ilsluc  bang  Ihm 
m  by  Dianyiiui,4  But  Foiuiuo.  in  nying  thai  it  wai 
(hr  r>cua  numinabi  by  the  Coniiliuin.  ii  aaly  Illkiog 

b<  bad  brrn  (rnurking  *hcn  it  vat  found,  vould 


ibc  only  Iriumphinl  potiliruiD— i 
■loqucace— coinpanhle  (d  any  in 
■i«Iom,  in  an  age  made  dd  ofibfur 


oompoied  a  perfeet  ■pKi- 


ing«— fighling'  iihI  mnkhig  lo 
■  Dd  frilling  Id  abandon  bolb 
Irru  for  a  (igbt  of  (be  fouDI 
did  JuliiuCBHr  appear  to  hia 
thoir  of  tb«  inbiequeni  a^, 
clined  10  deplore  and  ckDcraiv  bu  fa 


'...  (^-)^— 


Wiku.  kH  ikw  >v4i  1  uI  i-ApiAret  ■nap'  li/d*  ii{    ' 
I  Tiri/iiirai,  ti  tS  'ttlipi  neiaji^  /irrnCu 

/urn  i^  Z*yi-ru.     ttam.  nitt.  lib.  ii.  ap.  lai.  ^ .  4..    j 


ia4 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


histonnn  Dion  also  records  a«  baYing  suffered  the  tame 
accident  as  is  alluded  to  by  the  orator.'  The  qoestiou 
agitated  by  the  antiquaries  is,  whether  the  wolf  now 
in  tlie  conserrator's  palace  is  tluit  of  Livy  and  Dio- 
nysius,  or  that  of  Cicero,  or  whether  it  is  neither 
one  nor  the  other.  The  earlier  writers  differ  as  much 
as  tlie  modems :  Lucius  Faunus'  says,  that  it  is  the  one 
alluded  to  by  both,  which  is  impossible,  and  also  by 
Virgil,  which  may  be.  Fulvius  Ursinus^  calk  it  the 
wolf  of  Dionysius,  and  Marlianus4  talks  of  it  as  tlie 
one  mentioned  by  Cicero.  To  him  Rycquius  trem- 
blingly assents.^  Nardini  is  inclined  to  suppose  it  may 
be  one  of  the  many  wolves  preserved  in  Ancient  Rome; 
but  of  the  two  rather  bends  to  the  Ciceronian  statue.^ 
Monlfaucon?  mentions  it  as  a  point  without  doubt. 
(>f  the  later  writers  the  decisive  Wiukelmann'  pro- 
claims it  as  having  been  found  at  the  church  of  Saint 
Theodore,  wliere,  or  near  where,  was  the  temple  of 
Homulus,  and  consequoufly  makes  it  the  wolf  of 
Dionysius.  His  autliority  is  Lucius  Kaunus,  who,  how- 
ever, only  says  thnt  it  was  placed^  not  founds  at  tlie 
Ficus  Ruminaliji  by  the  Comitium,  by  which  he  does 
not  seem  to  allude  to  the  church  of  Saint  Theodore, 
liycquius  was  the  first  to  make  the  mistake,  and 
Winkeimann  followed  Rycquius. 

iaaarataoi  in  Capitolio  p«rvaiB  tU|a«  lacttalrai,  ub«ribiu  lupiaU  ia- 
liiaaiaa  faiMC  memiaittU.*     la  Cjtilin.  iii.  8. 

•  HSc  lyUetlri*  crat  Roaiaai  nomial*  alirix 
Martij,  ^uv  panrea  Mavortia  aamiac  aatoa 
Tlbcribuagraridia  ritali  rora  rifabat. 
Qua  laai  can  pncria  Saainiato  fulaiinit  icto 
Coai-idit,  al^ueaTuUa  padam  vmigU  liqail** 

Dc  Coaaalaiu,  lib.  ii.  (lib.  i.  dc  Diviaat.  i-ap.  U.) 

'  'Ev  '/oip  t6  xa7rirru>(w  eivO/5i«vT«5  re  TioXkoX  buh 

xal  Atb;  Inl  xlovoi  'tapufii-^oy,  eUcu-j  ri  rt;  Xu/atvr;» 
rjvtre  t£»  P<a/i'u  xal  ouv  t£>  Pu/aOa^  iopu/Aivri  tTrcffv}. 

DioB.  Htu,  lib.  tuvii.  pa|{.  3'j.  edit.  Rnb.  Sirph.  i548.  Ha  fKM  on 
to  BiaaiioB  tbal  the  Irliari  ofiba  colunni  oa  wbii-h  ibe  lawa  vera  wrii- 
trn  «rra  liquified  and  bacoiae  S^UVO/SX.  All  ibjt  ibe  Roaiona  Jul 
waa  to  ercci  a  large  aiaiae  to  Jupiter,  looking  lowarda  ihe  ea«t :  no 
laratiea  ii  aflervarda  made  of  iba  wolf.  Thia  bappeaed  in  A.  U.  C. 
68g.  The  Abate  Fea,  ia  aotiring  ibia  paaaaga  of  Dioa,  (Storu  dclU 
arti,  etc.,  coia.  i.  p.  sna.  aote  i.)  aaji,  JVaa  »i$mmte,  Ofjiimfe  Di«iu, 
ckt  /(MM  btu-frrmalo  (the  wolf),  by  wbicb  il  ia  clear  tba  Abau  trjua- 
lated  the  Xylaadro-Lcuclama  veraioa,  wbicb  pats  ^mmanu  $tmtitita 
for  the  origiaal  i^pUflivT}^  a  word  tbat  doe*  aoi  laaaa  iem-frrmmtn. 
Lai  oaly  ruiud,  at  aiay  ba  dittiactly  ^cea  from  aaoihar  pat««ge  of  iba 
aaaie  Dioa:  H^SuXyJ^KJ  /JLtV  OUV  b  AyplTlTtXi  Xal  T^V  Alt' 
yOUOT'i'J  i>Tulf$a  iopVVOLl.  Hiai.  lib.  Irl.  Dioa  taya  that  Agrippa 
»  wikhed  $a  ntiae  «  ttatmt  of  Anguatiu  ia  ibr  Paalbeon.* 

*  •  la  eadeia  parlica  jrnca  lupa,  cujua  ubaribo*  Romulat  ac  Remua 
Ijctaatca  iahiaat,  coatpicitur:  da  bac  Cicaro  at  Viigiliua  aaaapar  iaiel- 
leiere.  Liriua  boc  aignuai  ab  ^dilibut  cs  pecaaiii  quibaa  siulctati  «•- 
•ent  fceaeratorct.  poaitum  ianuit.  Antea  in  Comitiii  ad  Ficum  Ruaii- 
nalrm,  quo  loco  paeri  fueraai  eipoaiii  locatuai  pro  carlo  a«t,>  Luc. 
Faoai,  de  Antiq.  Urb.  Roqi.  lib.  ii.  cap.  *ii.  ap.  Salleagre,  loin.  i.  |i, 
ai^.  Ia  bia  XVIItb  chapter  be  repeala  thai  tba  atatuaa  ware  there,  hut 
aot  tbat  ibry  ware  Jommd  there. 

*  Ap.  Nardiai.  Runu  Vctua.  lib.  *.  cap.  iv. 

*  Marliaai,  Urb.  Ren.  topograph,  lib.  ii.  cap.  ii.  Ha  meatioa*  an- 
other wolf  aad  twiaaia  tba  Vaticaa.  lib.  f.  cap.  ui. 

*  •  >'on  dc«aat  qai  baac  ipaan  caaa  putcai,  qoam  adpiaiinna,  que 
•  cenitio  ia  BaailitanLaiaraoam,  can  aoaaallitaliia  aatiquitatam  re- 
liquiit,  alqoa  bine  in  Capiloliun  poitra  relata  til,  quanvit  Marliaaoa 
antiquan  Capilolinan  eiaa  nalait  a  Tallio  daacriptan,  cai  at  ia  re  ni- 
mia  dubia,  ircpide  aaaanliniur.*  Ja»l.  Rycqnii  d«  Capit.  Hobmb. 
Gonn.  rap.  x«if. pag.  aSo.  edit.  Lugd.  Bat.  1696. 

'  Kardini  Rona  Vctua,  lib.  v.  cap.  if. 

'  ■  Lrupa  liodieqac  ia  capiioltaia  provtat  vdibua,  can  vcatigio  fulni- 
ni»  quo  i«.ian  narrat  Cicero  ■     Unrium  Italic,  ion.  i.  p.  174. 

I  Sloria  dclla  arti,  ate,  l<b.  iii.  c^p.  iii.  |  ii.  uot«  10.  Wiakclnann 
bja  nadc  a  atranje  Mnndcr  ia  the  aote,  by  ajying  tba  Ciccronija  nolf 
wji  mot  ia  tba  Ctpitol,  aad  tbal  Dtoa  waaaroag  ia  8a]in|;  io. 


Flaminiiu  Vacca  tells  qtdre  adifFerenC  tloryfaDdaiji 
he  had  heard  llie  wolf  with  the  twins  was  fboiid  *  anr 
the  arch  of  Septimins  Severus.    The  commeolaior  oa  ' 
Winkeimann  is  of  the  same  optnion  with  thai  leuaed 
person,  and  is  incensed  at  Nardini  for  not  havini  n- 
marked  that  Gieero,  in  speaking  of  the  wolf  strwk 
with  lightning  in  the  Capitol,  mahes  use  of  the  pu 
tense.     Out,  with  the  Abate's  leave,  Nardini  does  aoc 
positively  assert  the  statue  to  be  that  meniioiMd  bj^ 
Cicero,  and,  if  he  had,  the  ascamption  wonid  boc  po^ 
haps  have  been  so  exceedingly  in^acreeC    The  Abate 
himself  is  obliged  to  own  that  there  are  oiariiswiy 
like  the  scathing  of  lightning  in  the  hinder  legs  of  die 
present  wolf!  and,  to  get  rid  of  tlus,  adds,  that  ibr  wof  j 
seen  by  Dionysius  might  have  been  alsostrackbyUgb- 
ning,  or  otlierwise  injured. 

Let  us  examine  the  subject  by  a  rrferenoe  U»  de , 
words  of  Cicero.     The  orator  in  two  places  sreaw  ta  ' 
particularize  the  Romulus  and  the   Remus,  cspeciiir  ; 
the  first,  which  his  audience  remennbered  to  A«ve  km  , 
in  the  Capitol,  as  being  struck  with  li^tninc;.    fa  bit  ; 
verses  he  records  that  Uie  twihs  and  wolf  both  Ml,  sad  J 
that  the  latter  left  behind  the  maib  of  her  feet.  Geo*  { 
does  not  say  that  the  wolf  was  consumed:  and  Disa 
only  mentions  tliat  it  fell  down,  without  alladinf,  ii 
the  Abate  lias  made  him,  to  the  force  of  the  blow,  tr 
the  firmness  with  which  it  had  been,  filed.     The  wMp 
strength,  therefore,  of  the  Abale's  arcfument, 
upon  the  past  tense;  which,  however,  may  be 
what  diminished  by  remarking  that  tlie  phrase  only 
shows  that  the  statue  was   not  then  aiandiog  ia  ici 
former  position.     Winkeimann  has  obaenred,  that  the 
present  twins  are  modem ;  and  it  is  equally  dear  that 
there  are  marks  of  gilding  on  the  wolf,  which  might 
therefore  be  supposed  to   make  part  of  the  ancient 
group.    It  is  know  n  that  the  sacred  images  of  the  Capi-  | 
tol  were  not  destroyed  when  ii^urcd  by  time  or 
but  were  put   into  certaiu   underground 
called  favissar.*     It  may  be  thought  possible  that  the 
wolf  had  been  so  deposited,  and  had  been  replaced  ia 
some  conspicuous  situation  when  the  Capitol  was  n-  \ 
built  by  Vespasian.     Rycquius,  without  mentiomng  kii  ! 
authority,  tells  tliat  it  was  transferred  from  the  Gomi- 
tium  to  the  Lateran,  and  thence  brou^  to  theCapitoL 
If  it  was  found  near  the  arch  of  Severus,  it  may  hav 
been  one  of  the  images  which  Orosius  ^  lays  was  Uirowm 
down  in  the  Forum  by  lightning  when  Alaric  took  dv 
city.     1hat  it  is  of  very  high  antiquity  the  voi^naa- 
ship  is  a  decisive  proof;  and  tliat  circumstance  indneed 
Winkeimann  to  believe  it  the  wolf  of  Dionysius.    The 
Capiioliiie  wolf,  however,  may  have  been  oiF  the  sane 
early  dale  as  that  at  the  temple  of  Romulus.     Lactan* 
tins  4  asserts  llial,  in  his  time,  ilie Romans  vorshif^wda 
wolf;  and  it  is  known  that  the  Lupcrcalia  held  out  to 

*  m  faleai  dire,  che  rErrela  di  bronio,  cha  oggiai  irova  ■•Ihnhdal 
Campidogtio.  fu  troralo  act  fore  Rvnaao  apprawo  rarce^  Settinia; 


•  vi  fu  irovaU  aacha  la  lupa  di%roaio  cfaa  allalia 
*th  Bella  Legpa  da'  ceaaenratori.*      Flan.  Vac«a.  M«i 
pag.  i.  ap.  Moaifaucoa,  Diar.  Ital.  ton.  i. 

*  Lac.  Faaa.  Ibid. 

*  See  aote  to  •taaca  LXXX  ia  Hitiorical  IllaUratloaa. 

*  •  Romuli  BUtria  Lupa  boaonbu*  aat  affacu  divtsis.  ct  ftftOi  ■ 
anim«l  ipaurn  fui««cli  cujua  iiguran  gerit.*  L^ciaal.  4»blaa  twIjgiaBa. 
Lib.  i.  ca|>.  ao.  pag.  tui.  adit,  rtr'ntr.  i66«i  tbat  ia  to  aay,  be  waaU 
r^her  adore  a  wolf  ihaa  a  proatiiulc.  Hit  conneataier  haa  ebarr»ad. 
thai  tba  opiaion  of  Livy  conceraiog  LaaraatU  b«iaf  6gar«d  ia  ibia 
wolf  «aa  aot  uaireraal.  Strabo  thovght  ao.  Rjcqatvs  ia 
•ayiag  that  Lacuaiiua  ncatioai  tba  wolf  vaa  ia  tka  CapiuJ. 


CKILDE  HAROLD'S  PILGHIMAGE. 


wrj  Uri-  [WfinJ  •  ifin  rtry  ullmr  iih>rfiiinrp  of  llic 
"~  " "  ipenlilioa  liuj  InfallT  ripircd.  Thit  Bttj  »<■- 
die  pmervHiioa  of  Lbc  ADcirnl  idu^  langvr 
ttLiereiHTtrmbDU  of  Ptgtanm. 
It  pnniiHirii.  Iidiiciit.  Iu  naiark  Ihal  (far 
■  naBun  •ymbol.  but  llul  Ibe  aanliip  at 

TtM  (sriy  Uiriii'iia  wriien  nn  noi  to  be 
in  lb*  chir{ct  mhich  Otrj  nulu  igiioil  tbe 
.  Buicbiiu  ncroKil  llie  Roiuiis  w  Iheir  fico 
.mnn  ll4|pu,  juvl  ta»iii|j  ji  uaiiw  La 
B  llM  Uland  of  lbc  tjbtt.  The  Raouiu  lud  pro- 
hmblf  xnrr  htanl  of  luch  ■  penaa  brfore.  nho  cj>me. 
laplif  ArooiHlonble,  ihouifhujincUloatpart 
mil  hiiiory.  lad  bii  ItFl  toenil  tokcni  of  bit 
nbiil  viih  SlPetfr  ■!  BonK;  noiwicIuUDding! 
lucriplioD  found  in  Ibis  vcr]  itlind  af  the 
l^htt  iliDanl  lbc  Siman  Higiu  of  Eiucbiiu  lo  be  ■ 
a  iadignid  god.  atkd  SemD  Sanoiu  or  Fidiiu.  ■ 
a  ■  bill  [be  •onhip  of  Ibe  fouDder  of  Hame  bad 

ibiu  of  ihr  (Odd  mdroDi  of  Ihe  cily  by  Kodlng 
lilhUieirikk  lafaau  lo  iheehnrtb  of  SiTbeo- 
■1  Ibey  had  befcn  niried  tbrm  lo  Ibe  umple  of 

■e  of  ihe  ahoTe  chureb  Kenu  lo  be  ibereby  idea- 

mtlf  foimd  Ibere.  u^TCinkelpunii  uji,  Ihere 

•  ould  be  DO  doubi  of  the  pmenl  iialtie  being  Ihai 

a  by  DianyuuL*     Bui  Fiunut.  in  ufing  ibal  il  «■• 

ibe  Fieui  lliiiiiiiulit  by  ibe  Camillum,  ii  only  Hiking 


oahly  •eleclod  in  Ihe  u 


bi>  venaiile  capacily,  *hicb  wu  ibe  wonder 

^l^^^^ 

e  BonuB.  I 

woiielns.     Tbe  firil  geaenl— 

a  Ibe  voHd— nn  Inlho 

vhn  eompoted  b  perfiKl  tpeci' 

ilar,  ann>l 

in  hi>  tnirelllng-Firriiige — it 

nd  collecliug  ■  tel  of  gond  uy- 

balb  hii  empire  >ud  bii  ni>- 

tt>a  for  ■ 

tioK  of  Ibe  lubiequei 

igei.  who  were  Ihe  moM  in- 

lined  to  . 

eenle  hi.  fiul  genliu. 

M  much  danJed  wilh  bit  nii^ 

««.ng  e 

ry  or  v.lb 

.ii  maeminimoui.  Iii*  amiable 

^uabliM, 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


Note  48-  Stania  zciii. 

What  from  thii  barrra  bainj^  4o  «r  reap  f 
Our  Muc«  urrev.  and  our  rtaaan  frail. 

«  .  .  .  .  OmiMS  pene  vetcres;  qui  niliil  cognosci,  nihil 
percipi,  nihil  sciri  |>o%S4>  dixcrunt;  angitsto«  sensux; 
imbecilles  animoA,  bmvia  curricula  vitn;  in  profundo 
yeritatem  dcmersam;  opinionibus  et  institutis  omnia 
tencri ;  nihil  veritati  relinqui :  deinccps  omnia  tonebris 
circumfusa  esfie  dixerunt.  »*  The  eitjhteen  hundred 
years  which  liave  elapsed  since  Cicero  wrote  this  have 
not  removed  any  of  the  imperfecti»n<«  of  hurannity : 
and  the  complaints  of  the  ancient  philo!<>ophcrs  may, 
without  inju<>tice  or  affectation,  be  transcribed  in  a 
poem  written  yesterday. 

Note  49-  Stanza  xcix. 

Tliere  i*  a  ttern  rouad  tower  nfotbar  daya. 

AUudinQ  to  the  tomb  of  Cecilia  Metella,  called  Capo 
di  Bove,  in  the  Appian  Way.  Sii;  Historical  lllustrn- 
tions  of  the  IVih  Canto  of  Childe  Harold. 

Note  5o.  Stanza  cii. 

— — — prophetic  of  iba  doom 

Haavaa  f  if  ea  iu  fareuritea — aar4y  death. 

Ovei  3*191  ft\oti9i'^y  dizoOvifiOxet  viog. 

7b  y&p  d-xvclv  oJx  alaypbVf  «»'  ahxpOi  3aveiv. 

Jlicb.  Praar.  Phil.  Brand.  Poeic  Gaomici,  p.  a3i. 
odit.  1784. 

Note  5 1.  Stanza  cvii. 

BahulJ  tha  iaaperiat  Mooat ! 

The  Palatine  is  one  mass  of  ruins,  particularly  on  the 
side  towards  the  Circus  Maximus.  The  very  soil  is 
formed  of  crumbled  brick-work.  Nothing  has  been 
told,  nothing  can  be  told,  to  satisfy  the  belief  of  any  bnt 
a  Ronun  antiquary. — See  Historical  Illustrations,  page 
ao6. 

Note  53.  Stanza  cviii. 

l%«re  it  the  moral  of  all  huaaa  ulea ; 
*T  ia  bnt  the  wae  rebrartal  of  the  pati, 
Fint  freedom,   and  thra  fflory.  eu. 

The  author  of  the  Life  of  Cicero,  speaking  of  the 
opinion  entertained  of  Britain  by  that  orator  and  his 
contemporary  Romans,  lias  the  following  eloquent  pa.v- 
sage:  « From,  their  railleries  of  this  kind,  on  the  bar- 
barity and  misery  of  our  island,  one  cannot  help  re- 
flecting on  the  surprising  fate  and  revolutions  of  king- 
doms, how  Rome,  once  the  mistress  of  the  world,  the 
seat  of  arts,  empire,  and  glory,  now  lies  sunk  in  sloth, 
ignorance,and  poverty,  enslaved  to  the  most  cruel  as  well 
as  to  the  most  contemptible  of  tyrants,  superstition,  and 
religious  imposture  :  while  this  remote  country,  an- 
ciently  the  je<^t  and  contempt  of  the  polite  Romans, 
is  become  the  happy  seat  of  liberty,  plenty,  and  letters; 
flourishing  in  all  the  arts  and  refinrraeuL>i  of  civil  life; 
yet  running  perhaps  the  same  course  which  Rome  it- 
self had  run  befon:  it,  from  virtuous  industry  to  wealth ; 
from  weaUh  to  luxury;  from  luxury  to  an  impatience 
of  discipline,  and  corruption  of  morals:  till,  by  a  total 
degeneracy  and  loss  of  \irtue,  being  grown  ripe  for 
destruction,  it  fall  a  prey  at  last  to  some  hardy  oppres- 
sor, and,  witli  tlie  loss  of  liberty,  losuig  every  thing  thnt 
i«  valuable,  sinks  gradually  again  into  its  original  bar- 
barism. »  ' 

•  Aeadam.  I.  i3. 

*  Tha  Hiatory  of  tb«  Life  of  M.  Tnlliwa  Cicero,  aeet.  ei.  vol.  ii. 
pag.  lea.  The  coatraM  hat  beaa  reverted  ia  a  late  eitraorJiaary  in- 
iUnra.     A  geademan  vat  throvn  iaio  pritoa  at  i'arie  ;  effurta  were 


Note  53.  Stanza  ex. 

-■'«         aaJ  apMiolic  annaa  dii 


TW  crath  the  Imperiat  ara,  alioac  aahaa  alept  aablii 

The  column  of  Trajan  is  surmounted  by  St  Prirr.  I 
that  of  Aurclius  by  St  Paul.  See  Historical  lUnstniisu  I 
of  the  IVth  Canto,  etc.  j 

Note  54.  Stana  cxi. 

Still  «e  Trajaa'a  aamc  ailara. 

Trajan  was  proverbially  the  best  of  the 
princes : '  and  it  would  be  easier  to  fiud  a  sovenifs 
uniting  exactly  the  opposite  characterudics,  than  «k 
povsess4>d  of  all  the  liappy  qualities  aAcribed  to  tkr 
eni|>eror  « When  he  mounted  the  throne, »  »ay»  tW  ■■>- 
toriau  Dion,'  «  he  was  strong  in  body,  he  was  viguravk 
in  mind;  age  had  inquired  none  of  Uin  facultink;  ke 
was  altogether  fr(>e  from  envy  and  from  detraction;  ke 
honoured  all  the  good  and  he  advanced  them;  aadai 
this  account  they  could  not  be  the  objects  of  bis  fiear«r 
of  his  hate;  he  never  listened  to  iuformen;  he  gave bm 
way  to  his  anger;  he  abstained  cqualJy  from  mahar 
exactions  and  unjust  punishments;  he  had  ratbn' W 
lo\ed  as  a  man  than  honoured  as  a  sovcreiipi;  he  «» 
affable  with  his  |>eople,  respectful  to  the  senate,  ud 
universally  beloved  by  both;  he  inspired  none  vilk 
dread  but  tlie  enemies  of  his  country. » 

Note  55.  Stanza  cziv. 

Ilieaai,  laft  of  Roaaaaa! 

The  name  and  exploits  of  Rienzi  miiac  be  Cuniliu'  li 
the  reader  of  Gibbon.  Some  details  and  ioediird  ■>• 
haseripts,  relative  to  this  unhappy  hero,  irill  besenia 
the  Illustrations  of  the  IVth  Canto. 

Note  56.  Stanza  czv. 

F(;»ria  !  tweet  creation  of  aomo  heart 
Which  found  ao  norlal  rcttiag^laca  ae  fair 
At  ihioa  ideal  hraatt. 

Tlie  respectable  authority  of  Flaminiiw  Vaeca  wodi 
incline  us  to  believe  in  the  claims  of  the  Egerian  grotto.' 
He  assures  us  that  he  <>aw  an  inscription  in  the  pi«e> 
ment,  stating  that  the  fountain  was  that  of  Egeria  dedi- 


made  for  hit  releate.  Tha  Frenrb  minitter  roaliaaed  t*  lataia  htm, 
uader  the  prcmt  that  be  «m  aot  aa  Eogliahmaa.  bai  aaly  aJba» 
See  •  lateratting  f«cu  ralatiai;  10  Joachim  Vliirat.a  paf .  •39. 

'  •  Ilujua  untam  atrmoriv  ddaiam  mi,  at,  aaqaaa^  aaauama^ 
tem  DOB  aliier  io  Senaia  prini-ipibat  awUmatitr,  ant,  riMCWa.  ••• 
•VfTO.  VBLioa.  TaAJARC*     Ewtrop.  Brer.  Hitt.  Roaa.  lib.  viiLcapit. 

*  Tw  T*  ya/0  oci^aart  i^jiano xstl  tJ  !^;fy 

tlxfixj^sv f  iii  fiifiV  vrro  */>},£&>>  c^^^a-jvcv^c xai 

ovT  ifSi^m,  o'jTi  xxfhnpii  riva,  cHiAa  xa\  irovu  wr*- 
rof  roiii  dyctSo'JS  ^'^'/ua  xz'c  ifisyukuvf  xxl  Aa  X'Am 

ojxs  ifoSilrd  Tfva  x^tSiv,  ojt«  ifdvgi obc€»> 

'kxii  xi  :5JxtTra  irtTrruf,  xai  op'/f,  ^xtrra  i^u\»\m. 
rCi'j  re  •/pr.fi'x'zu^  rwv  aXX^jT/stwv  (Va  xal  pdv«r>  rfiv 

aotxwv  uTZiiy^xo S't)9u/ii{vo;  re  owv  irz*  x/t^ 

fjAWo'j  ^  rifi'Stusvoi  i'/piif'i  xal  rw  rs  eSi$/u»  fx:  ' 
iTiitiiLHv.i  0w»vr/tvrr9,  xai  t^  yr.p'ixt^iu.  atjAvoTtpfrAi 
«w(/£r  cr/a7T>rr55  /aJv  ra^f  fOo£i:bi  ok  paiStrAy  ffijp 

T^'i'kiQ.ioii  UV.  Hi«l.  nnm.  lib.  Ixiii.  cap.  ti.  rii.  lom.  11.  p.  ILW. 
Ii2(.  niii.   If^inb.   i-5o. 

*  k  Piico  loaiano  dal  dettn  luo^o  «i  ti-enJe  ad  an  catalctia,  M  qaiW 
ne  «ono  Padroni  \\  C^farrlli,  die  coa  quettn  noiae  e  chtaauw  il  j 
Iuo(;o  ;  ti  l>  una  ronijn4«i*tti>  unj  ffrjn  rolta  aniira,  cfae  al  prrtrair  •  | 
gode,  a  li  Honuni  «i  vanau  IVilJic  «  ri<rear«i;  n''l  pavintevra  !■  r<t«  1 
fonie  ti  Irgge  in  uo  epiiaftio  rttere  qnrlla  l«  fonte  di  E(>rria,  drdr^u 
alle  ninre,  o  queata,  Antt  I'rpilafliu.  e»«ere  la  medeainaa  feat«  ia  taiU  { 
ronverttta.a  Memorie,  rt<-.  ap.  Nardini,  pag.  iS.  Ratfoee  not  (K  ' 
the  detcription.  ' 


^                          CniLDE  lUnOLD'S  PILGRIMAGE.                              lay 

POU  nymphs  TLf  uucriplion  i.  uai  .bin  ai  il... 

ilic  lullcy  of  Eijrriii.  idicnt  arrc  inenil  attificiiil  ca>M, 

ll  u  dBU  itiat  llx  tlaluu  of  ihc  lluua  nude  no  pv[ 

«d  bmuKlii  from  iIh,  »it»  groHu- 

in  ilini  avM ;   fcr  b»  afctulj  tnigia  oUin-  fiinei 

(dplnhm)  lo  iliMo  diTinitic*  aboio  ih«  nllcy,  aiid  tnnre. 

oter  ■.'ll>  m.  UiU  Ihc;  had  b«^  cJMWl  lo  make  rooB 

HKlerD  Rouuiu,  vhoiliuhedl  ■ulubr-oiu  quilil) 

for  Ihe  Jbwi.   In  fiirl,  Ihe  liote  lomplc.  now  called  Ihal 

>  fouuuio  -hitb  trirUu  f»Di  u.  orifice  M  tl» 

d(  Bacchiu.    «u  fornvrly  iboughl  lo  beJoog  lo  Ihe 

Hiues,  aud  Nardini  '  pliuH  ihem  in  a  poplar  B^n, 

■  do*!,  lit  ™.Uh1  gniH  ion  lUr  br«>k  btlo». 

wbich  WJ.  in  hi>  Iin»  aboM  llie-nllry. 

■Kwfc  b  lbs  OtidinD  Almo,  irbow  uunc  nod  ijui- 

Ilic  ai,e  n.«  .ho.n  o-r  be  o«  of  0,.  .  .rlifioW  «- 

••  nlhsd  Valli  di  CnrhnlH,  From  Ihe  dukn  of 

wrai,.  of  .Inch,  indeed,  tbereitmiolbtrahlllowiy 

faiuher  op  Ihe  .alley,  under  a  lufl  of  alder  bnibea:  bu 

ore  an  l»  lilllr  doubt  [lul  tlii<  lo^c  ddl  U  Ibe 

«  illlcy  of  Ju«ib1.  i«I  U.e  paiiiJo^  pl.«  of 

lo  Lbe«  nymphm  in  gener.!,  and  <hich  miahl  ««l  „. 

<o  look  for  Ihe  biunu  of  Duma  upon  Ihc  bauku  of  iha 

Tbamn. 

find  ID  haic  bnn  Uho  Ibr  iririw.  ptiif,  whm 

Inlion  by  hii  ac<inain[iince  vilh  Pope:  liccaHfuU)  pre- 

tivlT  ■.onJ.ipprf. 

Kr.H  >he  mrrec.  plur.1- 

e  ilcp  froDi  lh(  Poni  Cupcoi  lo  ibc  Allum  hill, 

.■ni«t.  dnl,  .iiJipi  l"a  .!._.  -.1*  ••  .in. 

rahle,  u 

lerc  lo  beliflTe  id  ihe  wild  CDDJecIure  uf  \'uBsi\u. 
'ma^ct  Ihal  fate  IruveL  froin  its  pre«nl  ilalit 
r  be  prrleadi  il  vai  during;  die  reign  of  ihe  Kio 
r  11  Ibe  Arieiaa  gtoie,  and  tlicn  malua  it  no 
inU  tite  viLh  Ihe  ^rinkinf  cilyr'  The.  tufo, 
h*,  « birh  Ihe  poel  prefers  io  marhle.  it  the  auh- 
fc-BBDipixine   Ibe  bonk  in  wF  '      ' 

■  Modem  lopagnphm '  God 
Paf  lite  BjBlph  and  n'uic  nicheitor  Ihe  lliuet.aiu] 
MnnllR<haidiKiii>ered  Ihal  Ihecne  iire>lom. 
■I  rinpUcirf  which  ihe  poei  rcgreiicd  bad  brei 

'  ntber  a  male  than  a  nymph,  and  has 

CDuld  hardly  htyt  stood  id  >ii  niche*; 
liniy  don  not  oUode  to  any  individual 
SoIhiPC  can  be  collecled  from  Ihe  uiiriil  but 
''le  ForlH  Capena  itB«  a  Apoi  in 
una  held  niijblly  contullaiiont 
Imynph,  and  «h«rr  llirrc  vai  a  grove  and  a 

■  ■ad  Ihat  from  Ihia  tpnt  there  vat  a  deHcenI  into 


The   lalley  ifaoundi  vilh  tpriogi.  >  and  ot«  IhtM 

bourin|r  grotei,  Eucria  preiided:  hence  the  vat  nid  lo 
•upply  Itiem  viih  valcr;  and  ilie  «iit  Ihe  nymph  of  the 
^Diuu  ihrou^  vhicb  the  foviilaiai  vcre  rnugbi  to 

The  vholeof  Ihe  mDnunenti  in  the  vicinity  of  (he 
Egerian  •alley  hue  receiied  Dsme*  al  will,  ihicb  have 
been  changed  ai  will.  Venuti  '  owni  be  cau  tee  bo 
tnicoaf  Ibe  Icmpki  of  Jove,  Saturoi  Juno,  Teont,  tod 
niau,  which  KarJini  found,  or  hoped  lo  Bod.  The 
mutaiorluDi  of  Clracalla->  cireui.  Ihe  temple  of  Hooonr 
and  Virtue.  Ibe  temple  of  Uaccbus.  aud.  above  al' 
lemple  of  Lbe  god  nedieului,  an  the  antiquarie 


The  cirew  of  Canca 
empcrer  cited  by  Fulviu; 


mcdiil  of  ibal 


'.  by  tome  In  repreaeat 
It  givet  a  very  good  idea  of  lb 

we  may  iud[^  from  ibe  tmall  cellular  ilruclun  ai 
end  of  tile  spina,  which  wai  probably  Ihe  chapel  dF  th« 
god  Coniui.    Thii  cell  it  half  beueilb  the  wll, 
'     ibc  cirrui  itself,   for  D>any>i 


adedto 


.c  that 


Uoman   Heptuoe.  hrcauw  hii   altar   wat  u 
Hate  I7,  Ntana  eniii. 


,D  Kiy^  Ihe  author  of  tlic  Academical 
ul,  wbalivcr  may  be  llio  bte  of  my 
Ltioiu,  thai  pbiloaapby  will  re^in  that  etli- 
rh  it  ought  to  potHtt,  The  free  and  phi- 
rii  of  our  nation  hat  been  tlK  iheme  of  (d- 
ihe  world.    Thii  wat  ibe  proud  ditlinelion 
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tilt  molhn  or  tlic  nun 


ur  good  old  piTJmli««! 
nj  (0  atteua  irie  cauw  of  iniib.  It  ■ 
ir  fklhen  iDaLDUiLDed  it  id  iJic  brilLia 
periodt  oF  our  liiAtoiy.      Prejudice  may  b«  Inuicd 

■OD  ilumben  in  Ike  ciladrl ;  bul  if  the  Uller  lii 

D  ■  iMhugT,  (he  fomier  irilJ  quickly  enci  ■  inndai 

for  hcffclf.   PbiJoaopbTk  vudpni,  aaA  liberty,  mppa 


beggar,  ^iiEiDg  before  (JicuHte  of  liLi  palace,  viLb  bii 
liuud  hollowed  iiid  «(relclied  om  for  dnrily,  A  kUIUe 
Fonncrly  iu  ibe  Villi  Dorglne,  sod  « liicli  iliould  be  nnv 

pIlFallau.  Tlic  objeei  of  ilili  Kif-drt-nddlinn  w  Ibe 
ippraBcnudt  at  HeinnlJi,   llw  pnpetual  allendnnl  on 

[I'realurrmiudeil  by  cerlain  lymboli  iiuchHl  la  llieir 
in  of  triumph.  The  iymlmli.  hut  Ibe  whip  ind  ih* 
mtdlo,  which  wnw  diMavend  iu  llie  Hemnit  dF  Ibe 
I'silcsn.  TbcMtiludeof  bcgewy  uiHdeElicaboTeiuluc 

;Viakilmioa '  liid  rTCtiRcd  Ibe  miilnkF,  one  ficElon  w» 
lUed  in  lo  ■upporl  aiiolher.     It  w»  Ibe  tame  tear  of 

lint:  oFCgypI,  warn  bis  friend  Pulyrnlet  nf  Samoi,  llol 
he  uodi  Intcd  (bow  wIiom  livn  war  cliMiucn-d  wiib 
good  and  nil  fonunea.  rlenirtii  wai>uppn>»l  la  lie  in 
wiii  pirtiFuIirly  For  llir  priulrnl;  dial  i>.  for  thoK 
whoie  nulian  rendered  llii'm  aceesiible  Duly  lo  men 
arridenlt;  and  her GnlallarWiU  raised  on  Ibe  kankiof 
liie  Phrygian  .-Eiepiu  by  Adra.tui,  proliably  ll 
of  ihal  name  who  killed  ll>r  »o  of  Cnrtm  by 
Hnier  Ibe  goddni  tat  rallnl  Adrviea.  > 
The  Homan  Xemeii.  wai.  McreJ  and  flujfiu 


lellier  il  be  ■  Greek  henld,  ■>  (bat  gml  aan- 
(houfbl  a  Spartan  or  barbarian  ihield-bearrr,  i 

•uredly  irein  a  cof/  of  ihai  nui(er-pifre  oF  Cieiib* 

wliicli  rppreienipd  la  wounded  man  dyia(^  wbopn- 

Uuiitfiiuran  *  and  Xn^  1  IhouglK  il  the  idminl  I 
iiiaLuci  bu(  Ibal  buIuf  wai  oF  broote.  The  (taduw  | 
wii  Doce  in  Ibe  •ilia  Ludoviii,  aoJ  mat  boughi  bf  • 
Uemeul  XII.     Tlie  righl  aim  ii  an  Mlirr  mi«aUH  ', 

oF  Michael  Angrlo.* 

Noie  Go.  RUDH  cili. 


e(« 


o  knighK 


hilnl,  a  di-i^eeof  which  the  Gnllynni  waa  nihi 
(lie  Tinl  InvcDior.)  Id  ilie  cud,  dwarfa,  and  nnin- 
mpn.  fuu|[lil;  nn  enornii(y  prubibi(ed  L>y  Snerui.  0(| 
tlu  iBinl  (o  be  piiii'd  undniibledly  sere  Ibe  bir- . 
harian  ciptivej;  audio  itiuapecie*  a Cliri«(iaa  writer "  '• 


Rlan 


in  Ibe ; 
X  indrtd  w- 


be  propetm 


:lie  ereilulily  to  lulural  lo  man,  liat  alwayi  ap-    i 
d   Bimiigiv(   in   thou    utirnibainiKed   by   other 
a,  oF  belief.    The  sniiqiuriri  have  luppiued  (bii    , 


i..»*i  t,  r«><M  >>i->">' i"b<  r- 


i.pMT'  '"  »-^  '^'vr". 


■>.  t^iplliil.  lalL  ill.  f.  1I4.  •dll.  •tU. 


CUILUE   HAROLD'S  PILGRIMAGE- 


(jLidiiiUm.  Aiirclian  mdaaudiiu  ' 
nmbrn  of  lh(«  nnFonuaalp  tirlim*; 
t  triiunph,  and  the  other  on  ihe  prtrnt 
Ha  war,  vj(  LipiiuM  vmi  cfer  ta  de- 
huDiHa  nee  b4  ihene  >por[».  Id  apilr 
^oTuunlinp  Bod  Cocuiaiu^  gUdtiiEarU] 
ibrr  a!d  Hubluhed  rdlgido  mom  tbvi 


taqfBifc  of  a  CbritJtm,   In  the  ^ 

limn  impbllliFalrv  before  the  t 
neofp»ple.    Almachim  or  Td 


it  404,  0 


purpDH,  n»b«l  iDIo  Ihe  mldit  dE  the  iren,  and  oniln- 
*outed  lowpinile  IhetDrabitaou,  TlKpraiDri 

■  penou  incndibl  J  allathed  10  rhe*v  (Jbitim,'  gati 
or^n  la  ibc  gUitiaian  id  slay  hiini  uul  Te<e 
filled  ih«  crovo  dF  Enarlyrdom,  anil  rbr  titlr  1 
which  •urrly  hu  ni-rM-,  iLlhM  bjfor*  or  (uii 

■  •■rdal  foci  mgre  aoblc  ilploil.  lloDoriiu  I 
•  Irlj  (balUhcd  ttM  ilion.vhich  were  KveT  aflcmrdt 

'  cd.  Tlwtioryu  lold  bfTlmdorrrtDDd  Ccusiod 
•ad  t«ou  vonhy  of  credii,  naiwiihiundiDe  I 
in  IheRonunmiirlYrology'  Bctido  rhe  IDrm 
land  vhicb  RnoFd  al  Ihe  funrralt.  in  ihc  ampl 
im.lht  cinni,  Ilia  foruini.igdnlhfrpiiblicpliici 
gUdtiton  wen  inlnidii 


fought  IttF  bull.  iIm  nuiadon-iiqiifoninrd  ond  boat 
ID  liim  fnr  permiuion  in  kiU  Ihe  animal.  If  Ihe  buUlu» 
doue  hit  dury  by  killing  i«d  or  ihrH  horH 
vhich  lail  in  mir,  itie  penple  inuvfvre  will 
heir  haiidken;hieft,aDdlhe  .-idI 
and  dealh  of  the  honet  ire  ■ccompuiinl 
dm  accliouilioiu,  and  many  goluret  of 
delight,  npecially  from  ihe  Female  portion  of  th<  gi  " 
ice.  iDcludliiE  IhoK  of  Ihe  e'n'i™  blood.  Eiery  Ih 
rpmdaon  hal^l.  The  author  ofCliilde  Harold,  Ib^ 
riler  of  ihii  nole,  and  one  or  fwo^olher  Englitbni 
bo  haie  ceruinJ;  ia  other  days  bome  the  light  of  a 


:'■  boi  ■! 


ig  Ihe  III 


Bnftiolhe 
iFSonlar 


rapper  I 


and  appbuK  of  the  euem,  Vet  Lipuui  fermiu  bin 
«4Fta  •uppeu  Ihe  loisof  courage. and  ihoeiidentd 
grnnaey  nF  mankittd,  10  be  nearly  connecled  vith  tl 
"      in  of  iheie  bloody  ipeiml«.T 


.ke  l«ii(.-.hochabcI..  or«habeI..  The  » 01 
cDinbaUfit  dreppcd  liii  vFipon,  and,  idiaocinE 
eige  of  iIk  arena,  mpplicaled  the  upectalors.  If  li 
Fought  -aell,  the  people  ta«ed  him ;  if  Dlherwitc, 
they  happened  10  be  inelioed,  they  lumed  down 
lhumh^  and  I'le  nas  thtin.    They  were  occailoni 

■e,  tint  they  were  impalieot  it  a  combal  lasted 
hmgetlban  ordinary  wilhool  woonda  or  dealh. 
itierof*!  preieacB  genermll j  aaved  ibe  vaoquijlied  1 
isfKordediuanlBsDinceofCaracalla'iferocily, 
■  seal  tbou  who  luppjiealed  him  fin-  life,  in  a  ' 
cle  at  Kieoinedia,  to  atk  the  people  -,  in  oiber  words, 
loded  llieiD  orer  id  be  slain.  A  nirallar  cetemo 
olwerwd  al  the  Spauikh  hull-fi|jhli.  Themaj^isual 


l^ronnd-  One  hull  killed  three  ho 
la  nved  by  acclamaf loni, 
it  was  koDwn  he  belou^ed 

a  I  a  harae  gallopiiiB  ran 
ind  the  sperlalort  with  bor 


Sueloniiuinfonot  us  that  JuliuiCaaar  wiu  parti 
arly  (jraliGed  by  that  decree  of  the  aeiiale,  which 
ibled  liinl  10  wear  a  wreath  af  laurel  on  all  oceuH 
!lc  was  aDiioai,  not  10  thow  iliat  he  was  the  cooqui 
>f  ihe  world,  but  10  hide  that  he  va>  bald.  A  alrat 
11  norae  would  hardly  hi 


hould  w 


'Tbonnh  pi 


11  the  b 


•  ID  the  IVth  Canlo  of  ChiM 


Hooded  by  the  ri>er.  add  alwayt  open  lo  the  nio,  a 
aioaument  of  equal  antiquity  ia  so  well  preaened  a 
this  roiuDda.  It  paased  vilb  Ijiile  alieration  Fnm  lb 
l*agaii  into  ibepreaeal  vonhipi  and  so  eoaveaienl  wer 
iU  Dicbei  For  the  Chritlian  aliar,  Ihai  Michael  Aofelo, 
cicr  [ludiout  of  aneient  beauty,  iniroduced  their  di 


ID  Italy,  p.  ilj.  «s.  edit. 


I  of  Ihe  t 


Fonylh's  Heiaa 


ce  hll  ihnuiih  the  large  nr 


i3() 
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a  numeroufi  assemblage  of  mortals,  some  one  or  tvo  of 
whom  have  been  almost  dbified  by  the  venenitioii  of 
their  comitrymen. 

Note  66.  Stanza  cxlviii. 

There  u  «  dao^on,  in  whotr  dim  irvmr  light. 

Thi«  and  the  three  next  stanzas  allude  to  the  story  of 
the  Roman  Daughter,  which  i«  recalled  to  the  travrller, 
by  the  site  or  pretended  site  of  that  adventure  now 
.shown  at  the  chnrch  of  St  Nicholas  in  carcere.  Tlie  dif- 
ficulties attending  the  full  belief  of  the  ule  are  stated 
in  Historical  Illustrations,  etc. 

Note  67.  Stanza  clii. 

Turn  10  tlie  mola  wbuh  Hadrian  rrar'd  on  high. 

The  castle  of  Saint  Angelo.  Sec  liistoricnl  Illustra- 
tions. 

Note  68.  Stanza  cliii. 

But  lo  !  th«  done— the  rati  and  wondrout  dome. 

This  and  the  six  next  stanzas  have  a  reference  to  the 
church  of  St  Peter.  For*a  measurement  of  the  compa- 
rative length  of  tliis  basilica,  and  the  other  great 
churches  of  Europe,  see  the  pavement  of  St  Peter's, 
and  (he  Classical  Tour  through  Italy,  vol.  ii.  page  izS. 
et  seq.  chap.  iv. 

Note  (k).  Stanza  clxxi. 

— — — — thr  tiranga  fate 

Which  tumhlea  migbtirat  aOTrreigB*. 

Mary  died  on  tlie  scaffold;  Elizabeth  of  a  broken 
heart ;  Charles  V.  a  hermit ;  Louis  XIV.  a  bankrupt  in 
means  and  glory;  Cromwell  of  anxiety;  and, — m  the 
greatest  is  behind,n — Napoleon  lives  a  prisoner.  To  these 
sovereigns  a  long  but  superfluous  list  might  be  added 
of  names  equally  illustrious  and  unhappy. 

Note  70.  Stanza  clxxiii. 

Le,  Nrmi  '■  navel  I'd  in  die  woody  hilU. 

The  village  of  Nemi  was  near  the  Arician  retreat  of 
Egeria,  and,  from  the  shades  which  embosomed  tlie 
temple  of  Diana,  has  preserved  to  this  day  its  distinctive 
appellation  of  The  Grove.  Nemi  is  but  an  evening's 
ride  from  the  comfortable  inn  of  Albaiio. 

Note  71.  Stanza  clxxiv. 

—  _ — and  afjf 

The  Tiber  winda,  and  ibe  bioad  ocean  I  a  vet 
The  Lallan  coaat,  etc.   etr. 

The  whole  declivity  of  the  Alltan  hill  is  of  unrivalled 
beauty,  and  from  the  convent  on  the  highest  point, 
which  has  succeeded  to  the  temple  of  the  Latian  Jupiter, 
the  prospect  embraces  all  the  objects  alluded  to  in  the 
cited -stanza :  the  Mediterranean;  the  whole  scene  of 
the  latter  half  of  the  /Eneid ;  and  the  coast^froni  beyond 
the  mouth  of  the  Tiber  to  the  headland  of  Circa>um 
and  tlicCapc  of  Terracina. 

The  site  of  Cicero's  villa  may  be  supposed  either  at 
the  Grotta  Ferrata,  or  at  the  Tusculam  of  Prince  Lucien 
lUiona  parte. 

The  former  was  thought  some  years  ago  the  actual 
site,  as  may  be  [seen  from  Middleton's  liife  of  Cicero. 
At  present  it  has  lost  something  of  its  credit,  except  for 
the  Domeuichinos.  Nine  monks,  of  the  Greek  order, 
live  there,  and  the  adjoining  villa  is  a  cardinal's  sum- 
iner-house.  The  oilier  villa,  called  Hufinella,  is  on  the 
summit  of  the  hill  above  Frascati,  and  many  rich  re- 
mains of  Tusculum  have  been  fouud  thiTe,  besides 
seventy-two  statues  of  different  merit  and  preservation, 
and  seven  biuts. 


From  the  same  eminence  are  seen  the  Sabine  hilk, 
embosomed  in  which  lies  the  long  TsUey  of  fcttstica. 
Tliere  are  several  circumstances  which  tend  to  ertabliA 
the  identity  of  this  valley  with  the  «  Ustiea  m  of  Horace: 
and  it  seems  possible  tliat  the  mosaic  pavement  whkk 
the  peasants  imcover  by  tlirowing  up  the  earth  of  a  vine- 
prd,  may  belong  to  his  villa.  Rustica  is  pronounced 
short,  not  according  to  our  stress  upon — «  UsUcm 
culHinti$.» — It  is  more  rational  to  think  that  we  are 
wrong,  than  tliat  the  inhabitants  of  this  secluded  valley 
liave  changed  their  tone  in  this  word.  Tlie  addition  of 
the  consonant  prefixed  is  nothing :  yet  it  is  nece»sary  to 
be  aware  that  Rustica  may  be  a  modem  name  which 
the  peasants  may  have  caught  from  the  antiquaries. 

The  villa,  or  the  mosaic,  is  in  a  vineyard  on  a  knoll 
covered  with  chesnut  trees.     A  stream  runs  down  the 
valley,  andalthoujh    it  is  not  true,  as  said  in  the  gtiide> 
books,  tliat  tliis  stream  is  called  Liceuxa,  yet  there  is  a 
village  on  a  rock  at  the  head  of  tlie  valley  which  is  so 
denominated,  and  which  may  have  taken  its  name  from 
the  Digentia.    Licenza  contains  700  iuhabiiants.   Una 
peak  a  little  way  beyond  is  Civitella,  containing  3oa 
(hi  the  banks  of  ilie  Auio,  a  little  before  you  turn  up 
into  Valle  Rustica,  to  the  left,  about  an  hour  from  tlie 
villa,  is  a  town  called    Vico>varo,  another  ^vourablf 
coincidence  with  the  Faria  of  the  poet     At  the  end 
of  the  valley,  towards  the  Anio,  there  is  a  bare  hill, 
crowned  witli  a  little  town  called  Bardela.     At  the  fool 
of  this  hill  the  rivulet  of  Licenza  Qows,  and  is  almost 
absorbed  in  a  wide  sandy  bed  before  it  reaches  theAoio. 
Nothing  can  be  more  fortunate  for  tlic  lines  of  the  poet, 
whether  in  a  metaphorical  or  direct  sense: 

•  Me  quotirna  rebrit  ^elidaa  IXifeatia  rtvaa, 
Qurm  Mandela  bibit  ru^aiu  frigore  pagva. 

The  Stream  is  clear  high  up  the  valley,  but  before  it 
reaches  the  hill  of  Bardeb,  looks  green  and  yellow  like 
a  sulphur  rivulet. 

Rocca  Giovane,  a  ruined  village  in  the  hills,  half  aa 
hour's  walk  from  the  viucprd  where  the  pavement  is 
shown,  docs  seem  to  be  the  site  of  the  fane  of  Vacuna. 
and  an  inscription  found  there  tells  that  this  temple  of 
the  Sabine  victory  was  repaired  by  Vespasian. '  With 
these  helps,  and  a  position  corresponding  exactly  to 
i'very  thing  which  the  poet  has  told  us  of  his  retreat, 
we  may  feel  tolerably  secure  of  our  site. 

The  hill  which  should  be  Lucretilis  is  called  Cam- 
panile, and  by  following  up  the  rivulet  to  the  prelendfd 
itandusia,  you  come  to  the  roots  of  the  higher  mountain 
Gennaro.  Singularly  enough,  the  only  spot  of  ploughed 
land  in  the  >»hole  valley  is  on  the  knoll  where  this 
Randiisia  rises, 

■ Tu  tt\f^n%  amabile 

Fet«ia  viimere  tauria 
Pr«br«,  ei  perori  vafO.s 

The  peasants  show  nnoiher  spring  near  the  mosaic  pave^ 
nient,  which  they  call  «  Oradina,»and  which  flowsdown 
the  hills  into  a  tank,  or  mill-dam,  and  thence  trickles 
over  into  the  Digentia.     But  we  must  not  hope 

-  To  trace  the  Muart  apwafdt  to  ihair  epfing.- 

by  exploring  the  windings  of  the  romantic  valley  in 
sc.irch  of  the  Ikindusian  fountain.   It  seems  strange  that 

*  lup.  CH4a  TiaP4«iAaT8 
roiTirai  MAimra.  lati. 
rorair.  ccatoa.  «aa« 
rtCTOaiA.  rarrsrATa  iLL«ri4ii 
•  V4.  ihi-ika,  aBtriTriT. 
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I   DifTcflii*— Hsnn  tumiu  Iri  dm 

j  llu>iiiinuirula|Hiiif;li«,|nfiicl,bi 
I  tMann  of  Ihr  lialdsn  of  miny  en 


ir  ihf  tne  in  iht  ode.  '     T 

linafllienUcyafRmiiCK 


""""  iJ 


o«mluiiio*iiigbii.illi,  nolonlhcropkv  hriRhi'aHuni. 
iliiuarc  frnm  hiinbodc.  TTit  Iniirul  miiy  lia«BnU; 
•appotcd  hiniKlF  lo  tutp  Hn  thii  pine  figimd  ip  Ibr 


diHDg  ihf  diiHol  Toariii  at  ■  Kuide  In  Tul;  mw 
■llin«d  lofiBd  •««  in  a  (■>  DbKmtioai.  vhicb, 
■•HTtrd  vilbniit  tru  of  (Dnlndidlinn,  siJI  be  conGn 
bf  inrj  oat  «ha  hn  vlrcrrd  the  aim-  eondm 
ItinuBh ih* ame CDunlry.  Th[>iiiuhori>,<IiKieI.iw 


OMiil 

puiilion.  aDdUiei 

irmiuibcpmuiiinliol 

moil. 

irrwfrHiarnlxiDindH 

■a  iiuekioa  (hsi  1 

inuif. 

lo  (hr  RdililT  »F  f»mi« 

wrilmi.     lodmL  il 

J  Tour  tut  •very  cbunci 

■hilicofauKmrori 

plttlio 

nffntgn  ■«!(».  •IraD 

>hr<4ofper«<talo>»r. 

linn,  and  «».|Ird  n. 

bT<t.. 

t  drrmUaot  uliith  »rc  »  miily  lupplinl  l«( 

TU«c 

tHMdopilanariiltlliefa 

.w>i« 

l<.e«-rrlliinE."»)therTf 

lyU  «liich  one  permii  il 

,a..(ingn.»d™m 

.  iliF  raiu-  of  oilirr 

..»<1    H. 

no  IbmoHh  th^  pejiodt 

I<  ma. 

!».  -Id,  hewcTer.  llul 

oli>h  gnd  .rishi  >n 

paiib  of  ilie  datnnpd  Ed 


Tlte  Ime  n(  tirWi  aod  of  Hbtny.  irliich 
rmfuiiiicd  t\tr  olian^irr,  ppnainly  ad« 
Vr  EiHiarr.  and  (he  gEnitrmanlr  •pirii 
daUHy  aubrr  in  an  author  or  hii  prodi 


.     Thi;  unrtioD  of  Ihf  diyine, 


■omMhiiif;  mnn  and  briiir  than  «  Iwnk  of  inTcki, 
Ihry  ha>e  not  nude  il  a  booll  of  tn-^t;  ud  Ibii  ob- 
vmlinnappliei  more  eM>'™'"T  "• ""' «"«''»«  "*' 
of  instcvdion  canteyal  by  tba  pcrpelnal  iulradur 
of  Ibe  Hme  GuUid  UfIoi  Id  ml  and  blnler  bafim 
inn  iretiiinlian,  und  inri^  il  inUi  dsHnry  bj 
<play  of  ail.ibe  arrutt  of  ihe  ntololioo.     An  i 

mcbnuB  ipecifinlly.  inay  be  honounblr,  awl  i 
■wful.  u  a  ncord;  bat  that  antidote  ibauld  Eitbar 
adminiurrfd  in  any  vork  n 


ererf  pa^;    for  w 


miinl «! 
1.  a.  10  (he 


I,  for  hi 


ilie  vrdii  of  pn^hFcv,  ■■  not  aoaverablc  for  tbr  ebangea 
which  maytakrplarr  in  ilieronniry4lii(hhtd><rTibm; 
bar  hit  peadrr  miiy  wry  fairly  rtlram  alMiiipolitiMi 
ponraiii  and  deduciiam  ait  wfoucbwaite  paper,  Ilw  nu- 
ll psnicuUdy  if  Ibey 


Nriiher  c 


letiul  n 


fact,  ihal  Iba  change 
opnalFd,  dihrr  by  Ihc  addren  of  the  latp  imperial  ay* 

lliotf  wim  ban  luocndrd  to  iHe  Italian  lUron«.  hi 
been  ao  coiwdenble.  and  i"  «o  apparent,  aa  not  tiol 
10  put  Mr  Eulace'i  AnligalKoin  philippin  eatimly  oi 

compeioney 
markible  ei 

biion,  lltr  looriil  poun  forth  aiich  alniaa  i 
ace  and  rerrnge,  made  loadrr  by  Ibe  boi 
ipelnfllrBiirka.    Naw,  kolnenaiaalihiam 


liritled  viih  hoTTor  at  the  pn<|rrU>d  uripplag  of  liir 
apper  fram  the  npobl  of  SI  ^tit'i,  mn»l  be  rmirb 
■lieiad  u  End  Ibnl  MerilfRC  OBt  of  Ihe  power  of  III" 
reneb.  or  any  elbar  plundeivra.  Iha  CHpnli  being  cn- 
ciTd  vilh  leaW.  > 
If  Ibe  eaupiriny  nn«  of  olher-iw  rival  inlie.  In.d 
ol  giKB  nmaidentb  currency  to  the  CliHical  Tnuv, 


<-  alHil*  !■  W«  *Mi'k  ••!  i-llhjlJ 
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vpornoD  an  [he  caujm  of  love  lod  haired  are  the 

bean  midc  before  Ilie  above  remarkt  Ten  TrillcD!  for 
one  of  Uie  moU  ntpecuble  of  ihr  FkirenliBe  puhJiihrr-, 
had  beeD  pemiaded  by  the  repealed  inquiriet  of 
llioK  on  Iheir  journey  mulhwardt,  u  reprinl  ■  cheap 
edilion  cF  Ihc  CJauical  Taw,  n>,  by  Hie  coQcumue 


ndTiffi  of  returning  travellen,  iDduced  to  mbmai 
dni^n,  although  ha  had  aJready  urvngRl  bit  lypa  lad 
paper,  and  bad  Hnick  off  one  nr  twti  of  the  Gm  ikeli. 

The  wriler  of  ibeM  nam  voald  viih  IB  pan  (Ut 
Mr  Gibbon)  on  good  lenns  •ilb  the  Pope  aad  Ibe  ' 
dimla,  buibedoet  not  Ihiak  it  tieceuafy  toertn 
Hme  dlicreel  tileoce  to  cbeir  bumble  puiinn. 


A  FRAGMENT  OF  A  TURKISH   TALE. 


TO  SAMDEL  ROGERS,  ESQ. 

i    tLIGin   BDT  MOST  9IKCEHE  TOKEN   OF    ADHIHikTIOIl  OF   Hll  OKnitlS, 


CbiB  Vn^Bctiai  ia  Jnarribctr, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


r,  into  the  w  for  idJidclily,  n 


Ibe  Seiea  lnlaDds  were  poueiaett  by  llie  RepubliF  nf 

fruni  the  Morea,  vbicb  Ihry  had  nnged  fur  lomF 
lime  nabiequent  to  tlie  niusiao  iaianion.    The  de«r- 

Hinilra,  Jed  10  Ihe  abdndanineigt  of  Ihil  raterprinr, 

ih<^pnDiil<afi)icfiiithful. 


THE  GIAOUR. 


No  brealb  oF  air  la  bmk  the  nave 
Thai  rail!  below  ilie  Aihcnian'i  gnm, 
Tim  iomb  >  •fhitrli,  GlenmiDg  an  the  clifr, 
Fint  preu  llie  homi!«nrd-veeriD||  ikiff, 


Fair  dime  I  vliere  every  mum  viitea 
Beaigninl  o'er  llune  bleued  iile*, 


There,  mildly  dimpliuE.  Oi 
IletlnrU  Ibe  linli  of  many 
CiDEhi  liytlielnuBhipfirii 


Tlul  vakct  and  wafia  Ibe  odonn  ihere '. 

For  Ihcre-ilic  r«e  oer  crag  or  vale, 

Suliana  of  the  ni^iiogale,  • 
Tlw  inaid  for  wboai  Ms  melody, 
QlB  iboiuaod  WDQH  are  beard  OD  high, 

B!ddb1>  blushing  IS  her  laver'l  ule  : 

Unheal  by  vindA.  unchili'd  by  Booira, 
Far  from  the  viaten  of  the  veil. 
By  every  breeie  aod  leoson  blent, 
KetunH  the  iceeli  by  nature  gilen. 
In  »flc<I  incenv  back  10  Jicateu ; 
And  oraletul  yieldi  thai  imiling  tkj 
Her  faimi  hue  aod  fiagraal  sigh. 

And  many  a  >badc  thai  loie  might  ahan, 
And  many  a  grorto.  meant  for  ntt, 
Tliat  Iioldi  llie  pimie  far  g  gile*! ; 


THE  GIAOUR. 
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with  the  mufilcd  oar, 
r  the  rocky  shore, 
it-prowlers  on  the  prey, 
',roskn%  his  roundelay, 
t  D  here  nature  loved  to  trace, 
,  a  dwelling-place, 
arm  and  grace  hath  mix'd 
inidise  she  fix*d, 
uamour'd  of  distress, 
t  into  wilderness, 
bnite-like,  o'er  each  flower 
t  one  laborious  hour; 
10  culture  of  his  hand 
ng  the  fairy  land, 
s  tn  preclude  his  care, 
«oos  him — but  to  tpare! 
t  where  all  is  peace  be&ide 
1  riots  in  her  pride, 
rapine  wildly  reign 
T  the  fair  domain, 
h  the  fiends  provail'd 
i>raphs  they  assail'd, 
heavenly  thrones,  should  dwell 
erilors  of  hell ; 
one,  so  furm'd  for  joy, 
yrants  tliat  destroy ! 

th  bent  him  o'er  the  dead, 
lay  of  death  is  fled, 
L  day  of  nothingness, 
inger  and  «listre!»s 
's  effacing  fingers 
\\f  lines  where  beauty  lingers), 
:he  mild  angelic  air, 
[)f  repose  that's  there, 
tender  traits  that  streak 
of  the  placid  cheek, 
r  that  sad  shrouded  eye, 
not,  wins  not,  weeps  not,  now, 
T  that  chill,  changeless  brow, 
ib»iruclion's  apathy  ^ 
izing  mourner's  heart, 
ii  could  impart 
!  dreads,  yet  dwells  upon; 
these,  and  these  alone, 
lis,  ay,  one  treacherous  hour, 
t  doubi  the  tyrant's  power; 
ilni,  so  softly  seal'd, 
t  look  by  death  reveal'd  !  * 
spi'Ct  of  this  shore ; 
but  li\ing  Greece  no  mora! 
>et,  so  deadly  fair,  , 
soul  is  wanting  there, 
•veliuess  iu  death, 
>t  quite  with  parting  breath ; 
rith  that  fearful  bloom,  , 

ich  haunts  it  to  the  tomb, 
List  receding  ray, 
>  holering  round  decay, 
beam  of  feeling  past  away! 
liime,  perchance  of  heavenly  birth, 
but  wnirms  no  more  its  chcrish'd  earth  ! 

le  unforgotten  brave ! 
From  plain  to  uiountain*cave 


Was  freedom's  home  or  glory's  grayc ! 
Shrinc''of  the  mighty !  can  it  be, 
That  this  is  all  remains  of  thee  ? 
Approach,  thou  craven  crouching  slave : 

Say,  is  not  this  Thermopylae  7 
These  waters  blue  that  round  you  lave. 

Oh  servile  offspring  of  the  free — 
Pronounce  wliat^sea,*what  shore  is  this  T 
The  gulf,  the  rock  of  Salamis ! 
These  scenes,  their  story  not  unknown, 
Arise,  and  make  again  your  own ; 
Snatch  from  tlic  ashes  of  your  sires 
Tlie  embers  of  their  former  fires; 
And  he  who  in  the  strife  expires 
Will  add  to  theirs  a  name  of  fear 
That  tyranny  sliall  quake  to  hear. 
And  leave  his  sons  a  hope,  a  fame, 
Tliey  teo  will  rather  die  than  shame : 
For  freedom's  battle  onco  begun,  ' 
Bequeath'd  by  bleeding  sire  to  son, 
Though  baffled  oft  is  ever  won. 
Bear  witness,  Greece,  thy  living  page, 
Attest  it  many  a  deathless  age! 
Wliile  kings,  in  dusty  darkness  hid. 
Have  left  a  nameless  pyramid, 
Thy  heroes,  though  the  general  doom 
Hath  swept  the  Column  from  their  tomb, 
A  mightier  monument  command. 
The  mountains  of  their  native  land ! 
There  points  thy  muse  to  strangers  eye 
The  graves  of  those  that  cannot  die ! 
Twere  long  to  tell,  and  sad  to  trace, 
Each  step  from  splendour  to  disgrace; 
Enough — no  foreign  foe  could  quell 
Thy  soul,  till  from  itself  it  fell ; 
Yes!  Self-abasement  paved  the  way 
To  \illain-bouds  and  despot-sway. 

>Vliat  can  he  tell  who  treads  thy  shore? 

No  legend  of  thine  olden  time, 
No  theme  on  which  the  nmse  might  soar. 
High  as  thine  own  in  days  of  yore. 

When  man  was  worthy  of  thy  clime. 
The  hearts  within  thy  valleys  bred. 
The  fiery  souls  that  might  liave  led 

Thy  sons  to  deeds  subhme. 
Now  crawl  from  cradle  to  the  grave, 
Slaves — nay,  the  bondsmen  of  a  slave,  ^ 

And  callous,  save  to  crime; 
Stain'd  with  each  evil  that  pollutes 
Mankind,  where  least  above  the  brutes ; 
Without  even  savage  virtue  blest. 
Without  one  free  or  valiant  breast. 
Still  to  the  neighbouring  ports  they  waft 
Proverbial  wiles,  and  ancient  craft ; 
In  this  the  subtle  Greek  is  found. 
For  this,  and  this  alone,  renowu'd. 
In  vain  might  liberty  invoke 
The  spirit  to  its  bondage  broke. 
Or  raise  the  neck  that  courts  the  yoke: 
No  more  her  sorrows  I  bewail. 
Yet  this  will  be  a  mournful  tale, 
And  they  who  listen  may  believe. 
Who  heard  it  first  liad  cause  to  grieve. 
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Fur,' dark,  along  the  blue  sea  glancing. 
The  shadows  of  the  rocks  advancing, 
Start  on  the  fishrr  r  eye  Uke  boat 
Of  island-pirate  or  Mainote ; 
And,  fearful  for  his  light  caique, 
Uc  shuns  the  near  but  doubtful  creek : 
Though  worn  and  weary  with  his  toil, 
And  cumherd  with  his  scaly  spoil. 
Slowly,  ypt  strongly,  plies  the  oar, 
Till  Port  Leone's  safer  shore 
Receives  him  by  the  lovely  light 
That  bo^t  l>ecomes  an  eastern  night. 

Who  thundering  comes  on  blackest  steed, 
With  slacken'd  bii  and  hoof  of  speed  ? 
Beneath  the  clattering  iron's  sound, 
The  cavern'd  echoes  wake  around 
In  lash  for  lash,  and  bound  for  bound ; 
The  foam  that  streaks  the  courser's  side 
Seems  gather  d  from  the  ocean-tide  : 
Though  weary  waves  are  sunk  to  rest. 
There's  none  within  his  rider's  breast ; 
And  though  to-morrow's  tempest  lower, 
T  is  calmer  than  thy  heart,  young  Giaour !  7 
I  know  thee  not,  I  loathe  thy  race, 
Bnt  in  thy  lineaments  I  trace 
What  time  shall  strengthen,  not  effoce  : 
Though  young  and  pale,  tluit  sallow  front 
Is  scathed  by  fiery  passion's  brunt ; 
Though  bent  on  earth  thine  evil  eye, 
As  meteor-like  thou  glidesi  by. 
Right  well  I  view  and  deem  thee  one 
Whom  Othman's  sons  should  slay  or  shun. 

On — on  he  hasten'd,  and  he  dre  w 
My  gaze  of  wonder  as  he  Mew : 
Though  like  a  demon  of  the  night 
He  pass'd  and  vanish'd  from  my  sight, 
His  aspect  and  his  air  impress'd 
A  troubled  memory  on  my  breast. 
And  long  upon  my  starth^  ear 
Rung  his  dark  courser's  hoofs  of  fear. 
He  spurs  his  steed ;  he  nears  the  steep. 
That,  jutting,  shadows  o'er  the  deep; 
He  winds  around ;  he  hurries  by ; 
The  rock  relieves  him  from  mine  eye ;  ■ 
For  well  I  ween  unwelcome  he 
Whose  gUnce  is  fix'd  on  those  that  flee ; 
And  not  a  star  but  shines  too  bright 
On  him  who  takes  »uch  timeless  flight. 
He  wound  along;  but,  ere  he  pass'd, 
One  glance  he  snatch'd,  as  if  his  last, 
A  moment  check'd  his  wheeling  steed, 
A  moment  breathed  him  from  his  speed, 
A  moment  on  his  stirrup  stood — 
Why  lookK  he  o'er  the  olive  wood  ? 
The  crescent  glimmers  on  the  hill, 
The  mo^ue's  high  lamps  are  quivering  still: 
Though  too  remote  for  sound  to  wuke 
In  echoes  of  the  far  tophaike,  * 
The  (lashes  of  each  joyous  peal 
Are  &eeu  to  prove  the  Moslem's  leal. 
To-night,  set  Rhamaiani's  sun  ; 
To-night,  the  Bairam  feast 's  begun ; 
To-night — but  who  and  what  art  thou. 
Of  foreign  garb  and  fearful  brow? 


And  what  are  these  to  thine  or  thee, 

Tliat  thou  shouldst  either  pause  or  tlee? 

He  stood — some  dread  was  on  his  face. 

Soon  hatred  settled  in  its  pbce: 

It  rose  not  with  the  reddening  flush 

Of  transient  anger's  darkening  blush. 

But  pale  as  marble  o'er  the  tomb, 

Whose  glustly  whiteness  aids  its  gloom. 

His  brow  was  bent,  his  eye  was  glaied. 

He  raised  his  arm,  and  fiercely  raised. 

And  sternly  shook  his  hand  on  high. 

As  doubting  to  return  or  fly : 

Impatient  of  his  flight  delay'd. 

Here  loud  his  raven  charger  ueigh'd — 

Down  glanced  that  liand,  and  grasp'd  his  hi 

That  sound  had  burst  his  waking  drean*. 

As  slumber  starts  at  owlet's  scream. 

The  spur  hath  lanced  hu  courser's  sides: 

Away,  a^ay,  for  life  he  rides  ; 

Swift  as  the  hurfd  on  high  jerreed,9 

Springs  to  the  touch  his  startled  steed ; 

The  rock  is  doubled,  and  the  shore 

Sliakes  with  the  clattering  tramp  no  more; 

The  crag  is  won,  no  more  is  seen 

His  christian  crest  and  haughty  mien. 

T  was  but  an  instant  he  restrain'd 

That  fiery  barb  so  sternly  rein'd: 

T  was  but  a  moment  that  he  stood, 

Tlion  sped  as  if  by  death  pursued ; 

But  in  that  instant  o'er  his  soul 

Winters  of  memory  secin'd  to  roll. 

And  (jatlirr  in  that  drop  of  time 

A  life  of  pain,  an  age  of  crime. 

O'er  him  \*\\o  loves,  or  hates,  or  fears. 

Such  moment  pours  the  grief  of  years : 

What  felt  he  then,  at  once  opprest 

By  all  that  most  distracts  the  breast  ? 

Tliat  pause,  which  pouder'd  o'er  his  fate, 

Oh,  who  its  dreary  length  shall  dale! 

Though  in  time's  record  nearly  nou{^t. 

It  was  eternity  to  thought ! 

For  intinile  as  boundless  space 

The  thought  that  conscience  must  embrace, 

Which  in  itst>lf  can  comprehend 

Woe  Vilhout  name,  or  hope,  or  end. 

The  hour  is  past,  the  Giaour  is  gone  ; 
And  did  he  fly  or  fall  alone  ? 
Woe  to  tluit  hour  he  came  or  went ! 
The  curse  fur  Hassan's  sin  was  sent, 
To  turn  a  palace  to  a  tomb : 
He  came,  he  went,  like  the  simoom,  '^ 
That  harbinger  of  fate  and  gloom, 
Itencatli  whose  widely-yrasting  breath 
The  very  cypress  droops  to  death — 
Dark  tree,  still  sad  when  others'  grief  is  fled 
The  only  constant  mourner  o'er  the  dead ! 

The  sleed  is  vanish'd  from  the  stall; 
No  serf  is  seen  in  Hassan's  hall; 
The  lonely  spider's  thin  grey  pall  • 

Waves  slowly  widening  oer  the  wall ; 
The  bat  builds  in  his  haram  bower; 
And  in  the  fortress  of  his  power 
The  owl  usurps  the  bejicon-tower; 
The  wild-dog  howis  o'er  the  fountain's  brim 
With  baffletl  thirst,  and  famine  grim  ; 
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lL,  dvuhtlhi,  LoJdi  iriiini?  precimt 
iiumblc  liarli  ■add  gUdl}  iiul 


mrnuk— >ci — bnnlydiHw, 
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And  every  'voe  a  tear  can  claim 
Except  au  erring  sister  s  shame. 


The  mind,  that  broods  o'er  guilty  voes, 

Is  like  the  scorpion  girt  by  tire, 
In  circle  narrowing  as  it  glows. 
The  flames  around  their  (aptive  close, 
Till,  inly  search'd  by  thousand  tliroes, 

And  maddening  in  her  ire. 
One  sad  and  sole  relief  she  knows, 
The  sting  she  nourish'd  for  her  foes, 
Whose  venom  never  yet  was  vain. 
Gives  but  one  pang,  and  cures  all  pain. 
And  darts  into  her  desperate  brain : 
So  do  the  dark  in  soul  expire. 
Or  live  like  scorpion  girl  by  tire ;  "7 
So  writhes  the  mind  remorse  hath  riven, 
Unfit  for  earth,  undoom'd  for  heaven. 
Darkness  above,  despair  beneath, 
Aro\iud  it  flame,  within  it  death ! 


Black  Hassan  from  the  haram  flies. 
Nor  bends  on  woman's  form  his  eyes ; 
The  unwonted  chaiu;  each  hour  employs, 
Yet  shares  he  not  the  hunter's  joys. 
Not  thus  was  Hassan  wont  to  fly 
When  Leila  dwelt  in  his  Serai. 
Doth  Leila  there  no  longer  dwell? 
Tliat  tale  can  only  Hassan  tell : 
Strange  rumours  in  our  city  say 
Upon  that  eve  she  fled  away. 
When  Rhamazau's  '^  last  sun  was  sef^ 
And,  flashing  from  each  minaret, 
Blillions  of  lamps  proclaim'd  the  feast 
Of  Dairam  through  the  boundless  east. 
T  wab  then  she  went  as  to  the  bath, 
Which  Hassan  vainly  search'd  in  wrath; 
For  she  was  flown  her  master's  rage. 
In  likeness  of  a  Georgian  page. 
And  for  beyond  the  Moslem's  power 
Had  wroug'd  him  with  the  faithless  Giaour. 
Somewhat  of  this  liad  Hassan  decm'd ; 
Kut  still  so  fond,  so  foir  she  scenf  d, 
Too  well  he  trustfHl  to  the  slave 
Whose  treachery  deserved  a  grave : 
And  on  that  eve  had  gone  to  mosque. 
And  thence  to  feast  in  his  kiosk. 
Such  is  the  tale  his  Nubians  tell. 
Who  did  not  watch  their  charge  too  well; 
But  others  say,  that  on  that  night. 
By  pale  Phingari's  >9  trembting  hght. 
The  Giaour  upon  his  jet-black  steed 
Was  seen,  but  S4>en  alone  W  speed 
With  bloody  spur  along  the  shore, 
Nor  maid  nor  page  behind  him  bore. 


Her  eye's  dark  charm  't  were  vain  to  tell. 
But  gaze  on  that  of  the  gazelle. 
It  will  assist  thy  fancy  well; 
As  large,  as  Lmguishingly  dark, 
But  soul  bcam'd  forth  in  every  spark 
That  darted  from  beneath  the  lid. 
Bright  as  tlic  jewel  of  Giamschid.  '<> 


Yea,  soul,  and  should  oar  propliet  ny 

That  form  was  nought  but  breathing  cbv, 

By  Alia!  I  would  answer  nay; 

Though  on  Al-Sirat's'*  arch  I  stood. 

Which  totters  o'er  the  tiery  flood. 

With  paradise  witliin  my  view, 

And  all  his  houris  beckoning  throng. 

Oh !  who  young  Leila's  glance  could  read. 

And  keep  that  portion  of  his  creed'' 

Which  saith  that  woman  is  but  dust, 

A  soulless  toy  for  tyrants  lust! 

On  her  might  muftis  gaze,  and  own 

That  through  her  eye  the  Immortal  shone; 

On  her  fair  cheek's  unfading  hue 

The  young  pomegranate's  '^  blossoms  strev 

Their  bloom  in  blushes  ever  new; 

Her  hair  in  hyacinthine'4  flow, 

When  left  to  roll  its  folds  below. 

As  midst  her  handmaids  in  the  hall 

She  stood  superior  to  them  all. 

Hath  swept  the  marble  where  her  feet 

Gleam'd  whiter  than  the  mountain  slcei, 

Kre  from  tlie  cloud  that  gave  it  birth 

It  fell,  and  caught  one  stain  of  earth. 

Tlie  cygnet  nobly  walks  the  water; 

So  moved  on  earth  Gircassia's  daughter. 

The  loveliest  bird  of  Fninguestan !  *^ 

As  rears  her  crest  the  ruffled  «wan, 

And  spurns  the  wave  with  wings  of  pride 
When  pass  the  steps  of  stranger  man 

Along  the  banks  that  bound  lier  tide; 
Thus  rose  fair  I^eila  s  whiter  neck : — 
Thus  arm'd  with  beauty  would  she  clieck 
Intrusion's  glance,  till  folly's  gaze 
Shrunk  from  the  charms  it  meant  tcvpraisc 
Thus  high  and  graceful  was  her  gait ; 
Her  heart  as  tender  to  her  mate; 
Her  mate — stern  Hassan,  who  was  ho.* 

Alu>!  that  name  was  nof  for  thee! 

•  •  «  «  •  •  • 

Slern  Hassan  hath  a  journey  ta'en. 
With  twenty  vassals  in  his  train. 
Each  nmi'd,  as  best  becomes  a  man. 
With  arquebuss  and  ataghau; 
The  chief  lieforc,  as  deckd  for  war, 
BearN  iu  his  belt  the  scimitar 
Stain'd  with  the  best  of  Arnaut  bloo<l. 
When  in  the  pass  the  rebels  stood, 
And  few  return'd  to  tell  the  tale 
Of  what  befel  in  Parne's  vale. 
The  pistoU  which  his  girdle  bore 
Were  those  that  once  a  pacha  won». 
Which  still,  though  gemm'd  and  boss'd  wi 
Even  rohlwrs  tremble  to  behold.. 
'T  is  said  he  goes  to  woo  a  bride 
More  true  than  her  who  left  his  side; 
The  faithless  slave  that  broke  her  bower. 

And,  worse  than  faithless,  for  a  Giaour! 

•  •••♦•  I 

The  sun's  last  rays  are  on  the  hill, 
.\iiii  sparkle  in  the  fountain  rill. 
Whose  vkelcome  waters,  cool  and  i'lear. 
Draw  blessiu(;s  from  the  mountaineer: 
Here  may  the  loiteriag  merchant  Greek 
Fin«l  that  repose  't  were  \ain  to  seek 
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His  breast  irith  irouncls  uiinumbcrd  riven, 
Ilis  back  to  earth,  his  ibce  to  heaven, 
Fall'u  Uassaii  lies — his  unelosed  eye 
Yet  lowering  on  his  enemy, 
As  if  the  hour  tfa||  seal'd  his  fate 
Survivinf;  left  his  quenchless  hate ; 
And  o'er  him  bendt  that  foe  wrth  brow 
As  dark  as  his  that  bled  below. — 


»<  Yes,  Leila  sleeps  beneath  the  wave, 
But  his  shall  be  a  redder  (jrave ; 
Her  spirit  pointed  well  the  steel 
Which  taught  iZiat  felon  heart  to  feel. 
He  call'd  the  Prophet,  but  his  power 
Was  vain  against  the  vengeful  Giaour: 
He  call'd  on  Alia— but  the  word 
Arose  unheeded  or  unheard. 
Thou  Paynim  fool !  could  Leila's  prayer 
Be  pass'd,  and  thine  accorded  there  I 
I  watch'd  my  time,  I  leagued  with  these. 
The  traitor  in  his  turn  to  seize; 
My  wrath  is  wreak'd,  the  deed  is  done. 
And  now  I  go — but  go  alone. » 


The  browzing  camels'  bells  are  tinkling : 
His  mother  look'd  from  her  lattice  high — 

She  saw  the  dews  of  eve  besprinkling 
The  pasture  green  beneath  her  eye, 

She  saw  the  planets  faintly  twinkling : 
«T  is  twilight — sure  his  train  is  nigh.  i» 
She  could  not  rest  in  the  garden-bower^ 
But  gazed  tlirough  the  grate  of  his  steepest  tower  : 
uWhy  conies  he  not?  his  steeds  are  fleet, 
Nor  shrink  they  from  the  summer  heat ; 
Why  sends  not  tlic  bridegroom  his  promised  gift  ? 
Is  his  heart  more  cold,  or  bis  barb  less  swift? 
Oh,  false  reproach !  yon  Tartar  now 
Has  gain  d  our  nearest  mountain's  brow. 
And  warily  the  steep  descends, 
And  now  within  the  valley  bends ; 
And  he  bears  the  gift  at  his  saddle-^ w — 
How  could  \  deem  his  courser  slow  1 
Right  well  my  largess  sliall  repay 
'His  welcome  speed,  and  weary  way. » 
The  Tartar  lighted  at  the  gate, 
But  scarce  upheld  his  timing  weight : 
His  swarthy  visage  spake  distress. 
But  this  might  be  from  weariness; 
His  garb  with  sanguine  spots  was  dyed. 
But  these  might  l)e  from  his  courser's  side; 
He  drew  the  token  from  his  vest — 
Angel  of  I>cath!  't  is  Hassan's  cloven  crest! 
His  calpac''  rent — his  caftan  red — 
«  Lady,  a  fearful  bride  thy  son  hath  wed : 
He,  not  from  mercy,  did  they  spare, 
But  this  empurpled  pledge  to  bear. 
Peace  to  the  brave!  whose  blood  is  spilt: 
Woe  to  the  Giaour!  for  his  the  guilt. » 


A  turban  3'  carved  in  coarsest  stone, 
A  pillar  with  rank  weeds  o'ergrown, 


Whereon  can  now  be  scarcely  read 
The  Koran  verse  that  mourns  the  dead. 
Point  out  the  spot  where  Hassan  fell 
A  victim  in  that  lonely  dell.  ^ 

There  sleeps  as  true  an  Osmanlie 
As  e'er  at  Mecca  bent  the  knee ; 
As  ever  scorn'd  forbidden  wine. 
Or  pray'd  with  face  towards  the  shrine. 
In  orisons  resumed  anew 
At  solemn  sound  of  «  Alia  Hu ! »  '' 
Yet  died  he  by  a  stranger's  hand. 
And  stranger  in  bis  native  land; 
Yet  died  he  as  in  arms  he  stood. 
And  unavenged,  at  least  in  blood. 
But  him  the  maids  of  paradise 

Impatient  to  their  halls  invite. 
And  the  dark  heaven  of  Houri's  eyes 

On  him  shall  glance  for  ever  bright ; 
They  come — their  kerchiefit  green  they  wave,  ^ 
And  welcome  with  a  kiss  the  brave ! 
Who  falls  in  battle  'gainst  a  Giaour 
Is  worthiest  an  immortal  bower. 


But  thou,  false  infidel !  shalt  writhe 
Beneath  avenging  Monkir's^*  scythe; 
And  from  its  torment  'scape  alone 
To  wander  round  lost  Eblis'36  throne; 
And  fire  unquench'd,  unquenchable. 
Around,  within,  thy  heart  shall  dwell; 
Nor  ear  can  hear  nor  tongne  can  tell 
The  tortures  of  that  inward  hell ! 
But  first,  on  earth  as  vampire  ^7  sent. 
Thy  corse  shall  from  its  tomb  be  rent : 
Then  ghastly  haunt  thy  native  place. 
And  suck  the  blood  of  all  thy  race; 
There  from  thy  daughter,  sister,  wife. 
At  midnight  drain  the  stream  of  life; 
Yet  loathe  the  banquet  which  perforce 
Must  feed  thy  livid  li>ing  corse  : 
Thy  victims  ere  they  yet  expire 
Shall  know  the  demon  for  their  sire, 
Ail  cursing  thee,  thou  cursing  them, 
Thy  flowers  are  wither'd  on  the  stem. 
But  one  that  for  thy  crime  must  fall. 
The  youngest,  most  beloved  of  all. 
Shall  bles;>  thee  with  ^father's  name — 
That  word  shall  wrap  thy  heart  in  flame ! 
Yet  must  thou  end  thy  task,  and  mark 
Her  check's  last  tinge,  her  eye's  last  spark. 
And  the  last  glassy  glance  mu^t  view 
Which  freezes  o'er  its  lifeless  blue; 
Then  with  unhallow'd  hand  shalt  tear 
The  tresses  of  her  yellow  hair. 
Of  which  in  life  a  lock,  when  shorn. 
Affection's  fondest  pledge  was  worn; 
But  now  is  borne  away  by  thee. 
Memorial  of  thine  agony ! 
Wet  wiiji  thine  own  best  blood  shall  drip** 
Thy  gnasifmg  tooth  and  haggard  lip; 
Then,  stalking  to  thy  sullen  grave. 
Go — and  with  Gouls  and  Afrits  rave; 
Till  these  in  horror  skrink  away    r 
From  spectre  more  accursed  than  they! 


'I  I 


THE  GIAOUR. 


1 39 


M  IIov  iiame  ye  yon  lone  Galoyer? 

His  firarures  I  have  scann'd  before 
In  mine  own  land :  't  in  many  a  year, 

Sinc^  clanliinf;  by  tbe  lonely  sliore, 
I  sa\t  him  ur(;c  as  fleet  a  Rteed 
As  ever  served  a  boniemau's  need. 
Rut  once  I  >aw  tbat  face,  yet  then 
It  \tas  so  mark'd  with  inward  pain, 
I  could  not  {MISS  it  by  a^jain ; 
It  breathes  tbe  same  dark  spirit  now. 
As  dcatli  were  stamp'd  upon  his  brow.» 

«Tis  twice  tbrcc  years  at  summer  tide 

Since  first  among  our  frcres  he  came; 
And  here  it  soothes  him  to  abide 

For  some  dark  deed  he  will  not  name. 
But  ne\er  at  our  vesper  prayer, 
Nor  e'er  before  confession  chair 
Kneels  he,  nor  recks  he  when  arise 
Incense  or  anthem  to  the  skies. 
But  broods  within  his  cell  alone, 
Ills  f.iith  and  race  alike  unknown. 
Tlie  sea  from  Paynim  land  he  crost. 
And  here  ascended  from  the  coast; 
Yet  M-em>  he  not  of  Othman  race. 
Bat  only  Christian  in  his  face: 
I  'd  judge  him  some  stray  renegade, 
ReiMintant  of  the  change  he  made, 
Sit\e  that  he  shuns  our  holy  shrine, 
Nor  tastes  the  sacred  bread  and  wine. 
Great  largess  tu  these  walls  he  brought, 
And  thus  our  abbot's  favour  bought : 
But,  were  I  prior,  not  a  day 
Should  brook  such  stranger's  further  stay. 
Or,  }>ent  within  our  penance  cell, 
Should  doom  him  there  for  aye  to  dwell. 
Much  in  his  visions  mutters  he 
Of  maiden  whelm'd  beneath  the  sea; 
Of  sabres  clashing,  foemen  flying. 
Wrongs  avenged,  and  Moslem  dying. 
On  cliff  he  hath  been  known  to  stand. 
And  rave  as  to  some  bloo<ly  hand 
Fresh  sever'd  from  its  parent  limb, 
Invisible  to  all  but  him, 
Which  licckons  onward  to  his  grave, 
And  lures  to  leap  into  the  wa\e.M 


Dark  and  unearthly  is  the  scowl 

Tliat  glares  beneath  his  dasky  cowl : 

The  flash  of  that  dilating  eye 

Reveals  too  much  of  times  gone  by; 

Though  \-arying,  indistinct  its  hue, 

Oft  will  his  glance  the  gazer  rue. 

For  in  it  lurks  that  nameless  spell 

Which  speaka,  iL«elf  uaspeakable, 

A  spirit  yet  unqiicU'd  and  high, 

That  claims  and  keeps  ascendancy; 

And  like  the  bird  whose  pinions  quake. 

But  cannot  fly  the  gazing  snake. 

Will  others  quail  licneath  his  look. 

Nor  'm  ape  the  glance  they  scarce  caa  brook. 

From  hin^thc  half-affrighted  friar 

When  met  alone  would  fain  retire, 

.Vs  if  that  eye  and  bitter  smile 

Tninicrrd  to  <||hcrs  fear  and  guile  : 


Not  oft  to  smile  desccndeth  he. 

And  when  he  doth-'t  is  sad  to  see 

That  he  but  mocks  at  misery. 

How  tliat  pale  lip  will  curl  and^qoiver! 

Then  fix  once  more  as  if  fo(,ever; 

As  if  his  sorrow  or  disdain 

Forbade  him  e'er  to  smile  again. 

Well  were  it  so — such  ghastly  mirth 

From  joyaunce  ne'er  derived  its  birtli. 

But  sadder  still  it  were  to  trace 

Wliat  once  were  feelings  in  that  foce : 

Time  hath  not  yet  the  features  fix'd, 

But  brighter  traiu  with  evil  mix'd ; 

And  there  are  hues  not  always  faded. 

Which  speak  a  mind  not  all  degraded. 

Even  by  the  crimes  through  which  it  waded : 

The  common  crowd  but  see  tlic  gloom 

Of  wayward  de«ds,  and]^tting  doom ; 

The  close  observer  cao-espy 

A  noble  soul,  and  lineage  high : 

Alas !  though  both  bestow'd  in  vain. 

Which  grief  could  change,  and  guilt  could  stain. 

It  was  no  vulgar  tenement 

To  which  such  lofty  gifts  were  lent. 

And  still  with  httle  less  than  dread 

On  such  the  sight  is  riveted. 

The  rootless  cot,  decay'd  and  rent. 

Will  scarce  delay  the  passer-by; 
Tlie  tower  by  war  or  tempest  lieiit. 
While  yet  may  frown  one  battlement, 

Demards  and  daunts  the  stranger's  eye. 
Each  ivied  arch,  and  pillar  lone, 
Pleads  haughtily  for  glories  gone ! 
«  His  floating  robe  around  him  folding, 

SUow  sweeps  he  through  tlie  colunm'd  aisle; 
With  dread  beheld,  with  g^uom  beholding 

The  rites  that  sanctify  the  pile. 
But  when  the  anthem  shakes  the  choir, 
And  kneel  the  monks,  bis  steps  retire : 
By  yonder  lone  and  wavering  torch 
His  aspect  glares  witliin  the  porch; 
There  will  he  pause  till  all  is  done — 
And  hear  the  prayer,  but  utter  none. 
See — by  tlic  half-illumined  wall 
Wis  hood  fly  back,  his  dark  hair  fall, 
That  pale  brow  wildly  wreatliing  round. 
As  if  the  Gorgon  there  lud  bound 
Tlie  sablest  of  the  serpent-braid 
Tliat  o'er  her  fearful  forehead  stray'd : 
For  he  declines  the  convent  oAft, 
And  leaves  those  locks  unlialloVd  growth, 
But  wears  our  garb  in  all  beside; 
And,  not  from  piety  but  pride. 
Gives  wealth  to  walls  that  never  heard 
Of  his  one  holy  vow  nor  word. 
Lo ! — mark  yc,  as  the  liarmony 
Peals  louder  praises  to  the  sky. 
That  Hvid  cheek,  that  stony  air 
Of  mix'd  defiance  and  despair! 
Saint  Francis,  keep  him  from  tbe  shrine '. 
Kl.se  may  we  dread  the  wrath  divine 
Made  manifest  by  awful  sign. 
If  ever  evil  angel  bore 
The  form  of  mortal,  such  he  wore : 
By  all  my  ho|)c  of  sins  forgiven, 
Such  looks  arc  not  of  earth  nor  heaven  !>> 
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To  love  the  softest  hearts  are  prone, 

But  Ktich  can  ne'er  be  all  his  own; 

Too  liinid  in  liin  ^oes  to  hlianc,* 

Too  mrrk  to  mcrt,  or  hrave  despair; 

And  sicnicr  heart*  alone  may  fed 

The  >ftound  that  tfmc  can  nc\cr  heal. 

The  rufji^ed  nirtal  of  llir  mine 

Must  burn  before  itn  surface  nhine, 

Rut  plunged  within  the  fnmacc-Uame, 

It  bends  and  melts — thou|;h  still  the  sauir; 

Then  leniprr'd  to  thy  want,  or  will, 

T  w  ill  serve  thee  to  defend  or  kill ; 

A  breast-plate  for  thine  hour  «f  need. 

Or  blade  to  bid  thy  f(M*man  bleed; 

Rut  if  a  dag(;er's  form  it  lienr, 

l/*t  those  who  Rh.ip4t  its  (nlge  I>eware! 

Tims  passion's  fire,  and  woman's  art, 

(Ian  turn  and  lame  the  sterner  heart ; 

From  these  its  form  and  tone  are  ta'en, 

And  what  tlii^  make  it,  must  remain, 

lint  break — before  it  bend  again. 


If  solitude  suceee<i  to  grief, 
Kelcasc  from  pain  is  slight  relief; 
The  vacant  bosom's  wilderness 
Blight  thank  the  pang  that  made  it  le>s. 
We  loathe  what  none  are  left  to  share: 
Even  bliss — *t  were  woe  alone  to  bear; 
Tlie  heart  once  left  thus  desolate 
Must  lly  at  last  for  ease — to  liate. 
It  is  AS  if  the  dead  could  feel 
Tlie  icy  worm  around  them  steal. 
And  shuddder,  as  the  reptiles  creep 
To  revel  o'er  their  rotting  sleep. 
Without  the  power  to  scare  away 
The  cold  consumers  of  their  cLiy ! 
It  is  as  if  the  descrt-btrd,^9 

Whose  beak  unlocks  her  bosom's  stream 

To  still  her  famish'd  nestlings'  scream. 
Nor  mourns  a  life  to  them  transferr'd. 
Should  rend  her  rasli  devoted  breast, 
And  lind  them  flown  her  empty  nest. 
The  keenest  panics  the  wretched  find 

Are  rapture  to  the  dreary  void. 
The  leafless  desert  of  the  mind, 

The  waste  of  feelings  unemploy  d. 
Who  would  be  doom'd  to  gaie  upon 
A  sky  withoai  a  cloud  or  sunT 
Ix>ss  hideout  far  the  tcm^K'st's  roar 
Tlum  ne'er  to  brave  the  billows  more — 
Thrown,  when  the  'war  of  winds  is  o'er, 
A  lonely  wrtck  nn  fortune's  sliore, 
'Mid  sullen  calm,  and  silent  bay, 
llDiiecn  to  drop  by  dull  decay : — 
Betier  to  sink  beneath  the  shock 
Than  moulder  piecemeal  ou'the  rock! 


M  Father  1  thy  days  have  pass'd  in  peace, 
31id  counted  heads,  and  countless  pni>er; 

To  bid  the  .>ins  of  others  cease. 
Thyself  wiihont  a  crime  or  care, 

.*si\e  transient  ilK  th.it  all  must  bear, 

lla<.  lH*en  thy  lot  from  yonfli  to  a(;e; 

And  thou  wilt  bless  thee  from  the  rage 


Of  passions  tierce  tod  uncontroird. 

Such  as  thy  penitents  unfold, 

Whose  secret  sins  and  norrowrs  rest 

Within  thy  pure  and  pitying  breast.    . 

My  days,  though  few,  have  pass'd  belov 

In  much  of  joy,  but  more  of  woe; 

Yet  still  in  hours  of  love  or  strife, 

I  'vc  'scaped  the  weariness  of  life: 

Now  leagued  with  friends,  now  girt  by  foes, 

I  loathed  the  languor  of  repose. 

Now  nothing  left  to  love  or  hate. 

No  more  w  ilh  hope  or  pride  elate, 

I  d  rather  be  the  thing  that  crawls 

Most  noxiouii  o'er  a  dungeon's  walls. 

Than  pass  my  dull,  unvarying  days, 

Oindemn'd  to  meditate  and  gaie. 

Yet,  lurks  a  wish  within  my  breast 

For  rest — but  not  to  feel 't  is  rest. 

Soon  shall  my  fate  that  wish  fulfil; 

.And  I  shall  sleep  wMiout  the  dream 
Of  w  hat  1  was,  and  would  be  still. 

Dark  as  to  tliee  my  deeds  may  seem : 
My  memory  nanr  is  but  tlie  touib 
Of  joy>  long  dead ;  my  hope,  their  doom  . 
Though  lM>tter  to  have  died  with  those 
Than  bear  a  life  of  lingering  woes. 
My  spirits  shrunk  not  to  sustain 
The  searching  throes  of  ceaseless  pain ; 
Nor  sought  the  self-accorded  grave 
Of  ancient  fool  and  modem  knave: 
Yd  death  I  have  not  fear'd  to  meet; 
And  in  the  fiekl  it  had  been  sweet. 
Had  danger  woo'd  me  on  to  move 
The  slave  of  glory,  not  of  love. 
1  ve  brave.d  it — not  for  honou^y  boast ; 
I  sniile  at  laurels  won  or  lo><t; 
To  such  let  others  carve  their  way. 
For  high  renown,  or  hireling  p:iy: 
Hut  plaec  again  before  my  eyes 
Aiiglit  tliat  I  deem  a  worthy  prize; 
The  lAaid  I  love,  the  man  I  hate. 
And  1  will  hunt  the  steps  of  fate. 
To  save  or  slay,  :^s  these  reqiure. 
Through  rending  ste<-l,  and  rolling  flit? : 
Nor  need'st  thou  doubt  thi>  speech  from  one 
Who  would  but  do — what  he  fiath  d(»no. 
Death  is  but  what  the  haughty  brave, 
The  weak  must  bear,  the  wretch  ma^t  crave 
Then  let  life  go  to  him  who  gave: 
I  have  not  quail'd  to  danger's  brow 
When  high  and  happy — need  I  now  ? 


M  I  loved  her,  friar!  nay,  adored — 

Itut  these  are  words  tliat  all  can  use— 
I  proved  it  more  in  dee<l  than  word; 
There's  blood  upon  that  dinted  sword. 

A  slain  its  steel  can  never  lose: 
T  was  shetl  for  her,  who  died  for  me. 

It  warni'd  the  heart  of  one  abhorr'd : 
Nay,  start  not — no — nor  bend  thy  knee, 

Nor  midst  my  sins  surh  act  record  : 
Thou  wilt  absohe  me  from  the  riotrt. 
For  he  was  hostile  to  thy  rr»*cil ! 
The  \cr\  name  of  Na/areno 
Was  wormwood  to  his  PaynUB  spleen. 
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Unf^trful  fool !  since  but  for  bnuiiiU 

Weil  y>  if I(1<h1  in  5ome  hardy  hands. 

Ami  wounds  by  (kililranf  ^ven^ 

Tlir  Mimt  pa!»s  to  Tarki«li  lieaveu. 

For  liim  hi<  Ilouris  still  niiffhc  wait 

Impatient  nt  the  prophet's  fpte. 

I  lo\o<l  her— love  -will  find  its  way 

Tlirouph  pnllu  where  woWen  wouldlear  to  prey. 

And  if  it  dares  enough,  't  were  hard 

If  pasiiion  met  not  some  reward — 

No  matter  how,  or  where,  or  why, 

I  did  not  vainly  «ek,  nor  *ifjh: 

Yet  sometimes,  with  remorM*,  in  Tain 

I  wish  «lie  had  not  loved  R(;ain. 

She  died— I  dare  not  tell  lliee  how ; 

But  look— t  i«  written  on  my  brow ! 

There  read  of  (Iain  the  curse  and  crime 

In  cliaracterA  unworn  by  time: 

Still,  ere  thou  dmt  condemn  me,  pause ; 

Not  mine  tlie  act,  though  I  tlie  cause. 

Yet  did  he  but  what  I  had  done 

Had  she  been  fnUe  to  more  than  one. 

Faithless  to  him,  he  j;ave  the  blow  ; 

But  true  to  me,  I  faid  him  low : 

Hoik  e'er  deserved  her  doom  might  be, 

Hit  treachery  was  truth  to  mc; 

To  me  <die  gave  her  heart,  that  til 

Which  tyranny  can  ne'er  enthrall; 

And  I,  alj« !  ii>o  late  to  save  ! 

Yet  all  I  then  could  give,  I  gave, 

T  was  xoruc  relief,  uur  foe  a  gra^e. 

Hi;,  death  sit^  lightly;  but  her  fote 

ILi':  made  me — wliat  thou  i^ell  may  M  liaie. 

His  doom  wa<  seal'd — he  knew  it  v^ell. 
•Warn'd  by  the  voice  of  stem  Tahcer, 
IVep  in  viho^e  darkly-boding  ear** 
The  deatli-«hot  peal'd  of  munler  near, 

Ah  filed  the  troop  to  where  tliey  fell ! 
He  dietl  loo  in  llie  battle  briMl, 
A  time  that  heeds  nor  pain  nor  toil ; 
One  cry  to  Mahomet  for  aid. 
One  prayer  to  Alia  all  he  matle : 
He  kiie^  and  cross'd  me  in  the  fray — 
I  gaze<I  upon  him  where  he  lay, 
Au<i  ^alch'd  his  spirit  ebb  away: 
Tliou^h  pierced  like  pard  by  hunters'  steel. 
He  fell  not  half  that  now  I  feel. 
I  seareh'd,  but  vainly  searcji'd,  to  find 
The  workings  of  a  wounded  mind ; 
Each  feature  of  that  sullen  corse 
Betray'd  hi*  rage,  but  no  remorw. 
Oh,  what  liad  vengeance  given  to  trace 
IV^pair  upon  his  dying  face ! 
The  late  repentance  of  that  hour, 
When  penitence  hath  lost  her  power 
To  tear  one  terror  from  the  grave. 
And  will  not  soothe,  and  can  not  save. 


•«TIie  cold  in  clime  are  cold  in  blooil, 

Their  love  can  scarce  deserve  the  name; 
But  niiw;  «■•  lik«'  the  lava  flood 

That  boils  in  iKtiia'.s  breaNt  of  name. 
I  caiiiint  prole  in  puling  Mrain 
Of  ladye-lo\e,  Atd  licauty  s  chain : 
If  ('h:i:i<;;ing  clu:ek,  and  ncorrhiny  \ein. 


Lips  taught  to  writhe,  bat  not  complain. 
If  bursting  heart,  and  road'niog  braiu. 
And  daring  deed,  and  \engefal  steel. 
And  all  tliat  I  lia\e  felt,  and  feel, 
Befoken  love — that  love  was  mine, 
And  shown  by  munv  a  bitter  sign. 
T  in  true  I  could  not  whine  nor  xigli, 
I  knew  but  to  obtain  or  die. 
I  die — but  first  I  have  possess'd. 
And  come,  wlint  may,  1  have  been  blest. 
Shall  I  the  doom  I  sought  upbraid? 
No — reft  of  all|yet  undismay'd 
But  for  the  thij(ht  of  Leila  slain, 
Give  nie  the  pleasure  with  tlie  pain. 
So  would  I  live  and  love  again. 
I  grie\e,  but  not,  my  holy  guide! 
For  him  who  dies,  but  her  who  died : 
She  sleeps  beneath  tin  wandering  wave — 
Ah !  had  she  but  an  earthly  grave, 
Tliis  breaking  heart  and  throbbing  head 
Should  seek  and  share  her  narrow  bed. 
She  VI as  a  form  of  life  aud  hght. 
That,  sern,  became  a  part  of  night ; 
And  rose  where'er  I  turn'd  mine  eye. 
The  morning-star  of  memory ! 

tt  Yes,  love  indeed  is  light  from  heaven ; 

A  spark  of  tluit  immortal  lire 
With  anffels  sliared,  by  AlU  given, 

To  lift  from  earth  our  low  deure. 
Devotion  wafts  the  mind  abo\e. 
But  heaven  itscelf  descends  in  love ; 
A  feeling  from  the^odhcad  caugtit. 
To  wean  from  self  each  sordid  thouglit ; 
A  ray  of  him  who  form'd  the  whole; 
A  glury  circling  round  the  »t)ul ! 
1  grant  my  love  imperfect,  all 
That  mortalt  by  tlie  name  miscall; 
Then  deem  it  e\il,  wliat  thou  wilt; 
But  say,  oh  say,  hers  was  not  guilt ! 
She  was  my  life's  uucrriug  light ; 
That  quench'd,  what  beam  sliall  break  my  ni;;ht  ? 
Oh !  would  it  shone  to  lead  me  still. 
Although  to  death  or  deadliest  ill ! 
Why  marvel  ye,  if  tliey  «ho  lo>c 

This  present  joy,  this  future  hope. 

No  more  with  sorrow  meekly  cope ; 
In  phrcnsy  theu  tlieir  fate  accuse: 
Id  madncM  do  thohc  fearful  <l4|^ 

That  seem  to  add  but  guilt  flPioe? 
Alas !  the  breast  that  inly  bleeds 

Hath  nought  to  dread  from  outward  blow; 
Who  falls  from  all  he  knows  of  bliss, 
Cares  little  iulo  vihat  abyss. 
Fierce  a.s  the  gloomy  vultiiro'n  now 

To  thee,  old  muu,  my  deeds  appear : 
1  read  abhorrence  on  thy  brow, 

And  this  too  was  I  bom  to  bear ! 
Tis  true,  that,  like  that  bin!  of  prey. 
With  liavock  have  I  mark'd  my  way: 
But  this  was  taught  me  by  the  dove. 
To  die — and  know  no  second  love. 
Tiiis  Ie>.sou  yet  hath  m.tn  to  learu. 
Taught  by  the  thing  he  dares  to  spurn : 
The  bird  tliat  sings  within  the  brake, 
Tlie  swan  that  swims  upon  the  lake. 
One  mate,  and  one  alone,  v^ill  lake. 
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Aod  let  thc^fool  Kitll  prone  to  range, 
And  sneer  on  all  who  cannot  change. 
Partake  his  jest  with  boasting  boys; 
I  envy  not  his  varied  joys, 
But  deem  such^  feeble,  heartless  man. 
Less  than  yon  solitary  swan; 
Far,  far  beneath  the  shallow  maid 
He  left  believing  and  betray'd. 
Such  shame  at  least  was  never  mine-^— 
Leila !  each  thought  was  only  thine ! 
My  good,  my  guilt,  my  weal,  my  woe, 
My  hope  on^high— my  all  befarir. 
Earth  holds  no  other  like  to  jpfe* 
Or  if  it  doth," in  vain  for  me: 
For  worlds  I  dare  not  view  the  dame 
Resembling  thee,  yet  not  the  same. 
The  very  crimes  that  i(iar  my  youth, 
This  bed  of  death— atlfat  my  truth ! 
*T  is  all  too  late — thou  wert,  thou  art 
The  cherish'd  mavdness  of  my  heart ! 

«  And  she  was  lost — and  yet  I  breathed, 

Dut  not  the  breath  of  human  life : 
A  seri)cnt  round  my  heart  was  wreathed. 
And  sttuig  my  every  thought  to  strife. 
Alike  all  time,  abliorr'd  all  place. 
Shuddering  I  shrunk  ^m  nature's  face. 
Where  every  hue  that  charmed  before 
The  blackness  of  my  bosom  wore. 
Tlic  rest  thou  dost  already  know, 
And  all  my  sins,  and  half  my  woo. 
But  talk  no  more  of  penitence ; 
Thou  see'st  I  soon  shall  paVt  from  hence : 
And  if  thy  holy  tale 'were  true. 
The  deed  that  's  done  can'st  thou  undo? 
Think  me  not  thankless — but  this  grirf 
Looks  not  to  priesthood  for  relief .4' 
My  soul's  estate  in  secret  guess : 
But  woiildst  thou  pity  more,  say  less. 
When  thou  canst  bid  my  Leila  live, 
Then  will  I  sue  thee  to  forgive; 
Then  plead  my  cause  in  that  high  place 
Where  purchased  masses  proffer  grace. 
Go,  when  the  hunter's  hand  hath  wrung 
From  forest-cave  her  shrieking  yoimg. 
And  calm  the  lonely  lioness : 
But  sootlie  not — mock  not  my  distress ! 

« In  earlier^ns,  and  calmer  hours. 

When  hflvFwiih  heart  delights  to  blend. 
Where  bloom  my  native  valley's  bowers 

I  had — All !  have  I  now  ? — a  friend ! 
To  him  this  p'edge  1  charge  thee  send. 

Memorial  of  a  youthful  \ow; 
I  would  remuid  him  of  my  end : 

Though  souls  absorb'd  like  mine  allow 
Brief  thought  to  distant  friendship's  claim, 
Yet  dear  to  him  my  blighted  name. 
Tis  strange — he  prophesied  my  doom, 

And  I  have  smiled — I  then  could  smile — 
When  prudence  would  his  voice  avsume, 

And  VI am — I  reck'd  not  what — the  while: 
But  now  remembrance  vkhispers  o'er 
Tliase  accents  scarcely  mark'd  before. 
Say — itiat  his  bodings  came  to  pass, 


And  he  will  start  to  hear  their  tmlb. 
And  wish  his  words  had  not  been  sooth : 
Tell  him,  unheeding  as  I  was. 

Through  many  a  busy  bitter  scent 
Of  all  our  golden  youth  had  been. 
In  pain,  my  Altering  tongite  had  tried 
To  bless  his  memory  ere  I  died ; 
But  Heavflp  in  wrath  would  turn  away, 
If  guilt  should  for  the  guiltless  pray. 
I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  blame. 
Too  gentle  he  to  wound  my  name ; 
And  what  have  i  to  do  with  fame? 
I  do  not  ask  him  not  to  mourn. 
Such  cold  request  might  sound  like  scorn; 
And  what  than  friendship's  manly  tear 
May  better  grace  a  brother's  bier.T 
But  bear  this  ring,  his  own  of  old. 
And  tell  him — what  thou  dost  behold '. 
The  wither  d  frame,  the  ruin'd  mind. 
The  wreck  by  passio^Aeft  behind, 
A  shrivell'd  scroll,  a  scatter'd  leaf. 
Seared  by  the  autumn  blast  of  grief ! 


«  Tell  me  no  more  of  fancy's  gleam. 

No,  father,  no,  't  was  not  a  dream; 

Alas !  the  dreamer  first  must  sleep, 

I  only  vaich'd,  and  wisli'd  to  weep, 

Bui  could  not,  for  my  burning  brow 

Tlirobb'd  to  I  he  very  brain  as  now : 

I  ^  ish'd  but  for  a  single  tear. 

As  something  welcome,  new,  and  dear: 

I  wish'd  it  then,  i  wish  it  still — 

De^paif  is  stronger  than  lay  will. 

Waste  not  thine  orison,  despair 

Is  mightier  than  thy  pious  prayer : 

I  would  not,  ,if  I  might,  be  blest ; 

I  want  no  paradlse,^ut  rest. 

T  was  then,  I  tell  tlice,  father !  then 

I  saw  her;  yes,  she  lived  again ; 

And  shining  in  her  white  symar,4> 

As  through  yon  pale  gray  cloud  tlie  star 

Which  now  1  gaze^on,  as  on  her. 

Who  look'd  and  looks  far  lovelier ; 

Dimly  I  view  its  trembling  spark : 

To-morrow's  night  shall  be  more  dark ; 

And  I,  before  its  rays  appear. 

That  lifeless  thing  the  living  fear. 

I  wander,  father!  for  my  soal 

Is  fleeting  towards  the  final  goal. 

I  saw  her,  friar!  and  I  rose 

Forgetful  of  our  former  woes ; 

And  rushing  from  my  couch,  1  dart. 

And  clasp  her  to  my  desi>erate  heart ; 

I  clasp — what  is  it  that  1  cla>p? 

No  breathing  form  within  my  grasp. 

No  heart  that  beats  reply  to  mine. 

Yet,  I/cila !  vet  the  form  is  thine ! 

And  art  thou,  dearest,  changed  so  much, 

As  meet  my  eye,  yet  mock  my  touch  ? 

Ah  I  were  thy  beauties  e'er  so  cold, 

I  care  not ;  so  my  arms  enfold 

The  all  they  ever  wisli'd  to  hold. 

Alas !  around  a  shadow  presi, 

Tliey  shrink  upon  my  lonely  breast ; 
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Yet  still 't  is  there !  in  silence  stands. 
And  bechtonit  with  beseeching  hands! 
With  braided  Mir,  and  bri(^t>black.  eye- 
I  kne  V  't  was  ^Ise — she  could  not  die ! 
But  he  'is  dead!  mithin  the  dell 
I  <aw  him  buried  mhere  he  fell; 
lie  comes  not,  for  he  cannot  break 
From  earth;  ^hy  then  art  thou  aw^Le? 
Tliev  told  me  wild  maves  rolFd  abolv 
Tlie  face  I  >icw,  the  form  I  love; 
Tliey  told  me — 't  wai^  a  hideoa<t  tale ! 
I'd  tell  it,  but  my  lopgue  wo^  tni : 
If  true,  and  from  thine  ocean-^ve  ' 
Thou  com'st  to  claim*  calmer  (pra^^r 
Oh !  pass  thy  dewy  fingers  o'er 
This  brow  that  tlien  will  burn  no  more ; 
Or  place  them  on  m^  hopeless  heart : 
Rut,  sliapc  or  sliadc!  whate'er  thou  art. 
In  mercy  ne'er  again  depart ! 
Or  farther  mitli  thee  beif  my  soul, 
Tlian  winds  can  waft  or  waters  roll ! 


«  Such  in  my  name,  and  such  my  tale. 

Confessor  I  to  thy  secret  ear 
I  bn-athe  the  sorrows  I  bewail, 

Aud  thank  tliee  for  the  generous  tear 
Tlii)»  glaxing  eye  could  never  shed. 
Then  lay  me  with  the  humblest  dead. 
And,  save  the  crou  fbove  my  head. 
Be  neither  name  nor  emblem  spread. 
By  prying  stranger  to  be  read, 
Or  stay  the  passing  pilgrim's  tread. » 
He  pass'd— nor  of  his  name  and  race 
Hath  left  a  token  or  a  trace, 
Save  what  the  father  must  not  tay 
Who  shrived  him  on  his  dying  day: 
This  bmken  tale  wa«  all  we  knew 
Of  her  he  loved,  or  him  he  slcw.-^^ 


NOTES. 


Note  I.  Page  i3i,  line  3. 

That  tOHib  which,  gleaminf  oVr  the  diif. 

A  tomb  above  the  rocks  on  the  promontory,  by  some 
supposed  the  sepalchve  of  Themistocles. 

Note  3.^age^i33,  line  22. 

Sollaaa  of  iIm  ai(fa(iag«I«. 

The  attachment  of  tlie  nightingale  to  the  rose  is  a 
well*known  Persian  fable.  If  I  mistake  not,  the  «  Bul- 
bil of  a  thodMind  tales  »  is  one  of  bis  appellations. 

Rote  .*).  Page  iSa,  line  40. 

Till  ih«  g«;  ■Mriacr'a  guitar. 

The  guitar  is  the  constant  amusement  of  the  Greek 
sailor  by  night :  with  a  steady  fair  wind,  and  during  a 
calm,  it  is  accompanied  always  by  the  voice,  and  often 
by  dancing  ^ 

Note  4*  P»?c  1 33,  line  40. 

Wbara  cold  olMinictioa'a  apalby. 

a  Ay,  Ink  to  dio  ood  f  o  w«  kaov  not  vbcrc, 
T*  lit  im  r«ld  obMnaciioa.* 

MeatunJtT  Mwww,  Act  III.  i3o.  8c.  a. 


Note  5.  Page  i33,  line  48. 

Tbo  firat,  last  look  by  death  rovcaFd. 

I  trust  that  few  of  my^vaders  have  ever  liad,an  op- 
portunity of  witnessing  what  is  here  attempted  in  de- 
ription,  but  those  who  have  will  probably  retain  a 
inful  remembrance  of  that  singular  beauty  which 
pervades,  with  few  exceptions,  the  features  of  the  dead* 
a  few  hours,  aud  but  for  a  few  hours,  after  «  the  spirit 
is  pot  thcre.n  It  Is  to  he  remarked  in  cases  of  violent 
death  by  gun-shot  wounds,  the  expression  is  always  tliat 
of  langour,  whatever  the  natural  energy  of  the  sufferer's 
character;  but  in  death  from  a  stab  the  countenance 
preserves  its  traits  of  feeling  or  ferocity,  and  tlie  miud 
its  bias  to  the  last. 

Note  6.  Pago  1 33,  line  no. 

Sla*p« — Day.  ibc  bondtmrn  of  a  alava. 

Athens  is  the  property  of  the  KLslar  Aga  (the  slave 
of  the  seraglio  aud  giiardiav  of  the  women),  who  ap- 
points the  Waywode.  A  pander  and  eunuch — these 
are  not  polite,  yet  true  appellations — now  ^ovemi  the 
governor  of  Athens! 

Note  7,  Page  i34,  line  23. 

T  it  calmer  ihaa  tby  heart,  youRg  Giaoar. 

Infidel. 

Note  8.  Page  i34,  line  58. 

In  acboea  of  tbo  far  lopkaika. 

«(Tophaike,»  musket. — The  Biiiram  is  announced 
by  the  cannon  at  sunset ;  the  illumination  of  the  Moaques, 
aud  the  firing  of  all  kinds  of  small  arms,  loaded  with 
hally  proclaim  it  during  the  night. 

Note  9.  Page  i34,  line  84. 

Swift  tmtkt  barl'd  oa  high  jarrecd. 

Jerreed,  or  Djerrid,  a  blunted  Turkisli  javelin,  which 
'vk  darted  from  horseback  with  gnrat  force  and  precision. 
I^  a  favourite  exercise  of  the  Mussulmans;  but  I  knov 
not  if  it  can  be  called  a  manly  one,  since  the  most  expert 
in  the  art  are  the  Black  Etumchs  of  (k)ns>tantinoplc — 
I  think,  next  to  these,  a  Mamlouk  afSmyrna  wa^  the 
most  skilful  that  came  within  my  observation. 

Note  10.  Page  i?»4,  line  ii.'». 

He  came,  he  w«si,  like  the  Sinnoon. 

The  blast  of  the  descHf  f^tal  to  every  tiling  living, 
and  often  alluded  to  in  eastern  poetry. 

Note  11.  I*age  i35.  Hue  47* 

To  bleaa  the  aoered  •  bread  aad  lalt.* 

To  partake  of  food,  to  break  hapd  and  salt  with 
your  host,  insures  the  safety  of  the  faest ;  even  though 
an  enemy,  his  person  from  that  moment  is  sacred. 

Note  12.  Page  i35,  line  55. 

Siare  hit  tarbaa  watr'efl  by  the  iabdal't  tabre. 

I  need  hardly  observe,  that  Charity  and  Hospitality 
arc  the  first  duties  enjoined  by  Mahomet ;  and,  to  say 
truth,  very  generally  practised  by  his  disciples.  The  first 
praise  that  can  be  bestowed  on  n  chief  i»  a  panegyric 
on  his  bounty;  the  next  on  his  valour. 

Note  »3.  Page  i35,  line  Sg. 

And  8ilror.«baaihrd  alagban. 

The  ataghan,  a  long  dagger  worn  with  pistols  in  the 
^It,  in  a  metal  scabbard,  generally  of  silver;  and, 
among  the  wealthier,  gilt,  or  of  gbld. 
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Note  14.  Page  1 35,  line  6i.- 

Aa  raiir  by  bit  qirh  of  ereca. 

Green  is  the  privilc);cd  colnvr  of  tbe  prophet's  nu- 
merous prctcudeil  (li'Acendnuts ;  ^itli  them,  ns  here,  faith 
(the  family  inlicritauco)  in  .supposed  to  Kupcntode  fbc^ 
necessity  of  good  vorks :  they  are  the  worst  of  a  ver^ 
indifferent  brood. 

Note  iS.  Page  i35,  line  62. 

•  II0!  «bo  art  lhl^u  T— ibu  low  mUoi,*  eU. 

Solam  aleikoum !  ulcikoum  salam !  prare  be  vitli 
you;  l>e  with  you  peace — ilie  salutation  reserved  for  the 
faithful: — to  a  Christian,  "  Urlarula|»  a  good  journey  ; 
or  wihan  hire^cin,  saban  srrula  ;  good  morn,  good  even ; 
and  sonii'times,  u  may  ynur  end  he  happy ;»  arc  thr 
usual  salute!«. 

Note  16.  Page  i3r»,  line  ()3. 

The  io»eci-<|arcn  of  rj<ti-rn  spring. 

The  blur-winged  butterfly  of  Kashmccr,  tlie  dionI 
rare  and  beautiful  of  the  si>ceies. 

Note  17.  Page  i36,  line  i5. 

Or  live  like  Korpion  girl  by  6r«. 

Alluding  to  the  dubious  suicide  of  the  scorpion,  so 
placed  for  experiment  by  gentle  philosophers.  Sonic 
maintain  that  (he  pusilion  of  the  sting,  when  turned 
towards  the  head,  is  merely  a  convulsive  movement : 
but  others  ha\e  actually  brought  in  the  verdict,  •<  Fe!<) 
de  fte.»  The  scorpions  are  surely  interested  in  a  spcetiy 
deciaion  of  the  question ;  as,  if  once  fairly  established 
as  insect  Catos,  they  will  probably  be  allowed  to  live  9s 
long  as  they  think,  proper,  without  J>etng  martyred  for 
the  sake  of  an  hypothesis. 

Note  18.  Page  i36,  Ifhe  3o. 

Wkca  Rlijnuua'a  luc  tnn  w«a  ••!. 

Hie  cannon  at  sunsA  clow  the  Rhamazan.  See  note  8. 
Note  19.  Page  r36,  line  I9.  ' 

By  pale  Pliingari't  Ircmbliof  ligbt. 

Phingari,  the  aoon. 

Note  3o.  Pltge  1 36,  line  60. 

Bright  ••  tb«  jnrcl  ofGiaiaKfaid. 

The  celebrated  fabulous  ruby  of  Sultan  Giamschid, 
the  embellisher  of  Istakhar;  from  its  splendour,  namctl 
Schebgerag,  «the  torch  of  n^ht;»  also,  «<the  cup  of 
the  sun,»  etc. — In  the  first  editions  (tGiamsohid  »  wa> 
written  as  a  word  of  three  syllables,  so  D'Herbelot  ha-; 
it;  but  I  am  told  Richardson  reduces  it  to  a  dissyllable, 
and  writes  wJamshid.tt  I  have  left  in  the  text  the  or- 
thography of  tlie  one  with  the  pronunciation  of  the 
other. 

Note  21.  Page  i36,  line  64. 

Tbongh  on  Al-Sirai'a  anb  1  aiood. 

Al-Sirat,  the  bridge,  of  breadth  less  than  tlie  threa.I 
of  a  famished  spider,  over  which  the  Mussulmans  must 
skate  into  paradise,  to  which  it  is  the  only  entrance; 
hut  this  is  not  the  worst,  the  river  beneath  being  hell 
il  '^f,  into  which,  as  may  be  expocte^l,  the  imskilful 
and  tender  of  foot  contrive  to  tumble  with  a  «  facilis 
descensus  Averui,»  not  very  pleasing  in  pros[>ect  to  the 
next  passenger.  There  is  a  sliorter  cut  duwnvtards  for 
the  Jews  and  Christians. 

Note  22.  Page  i3t),  liue  69. 

And  keep  that  poriioa  of  hi*  crrrd. 

A  vulgar  error:  the  Koran  allots  at  U'ast  a   third  of 


paradise  to  weU-behavod  womra ;  but  by  fiir  the  gmbt 
uimiber  of  Musaulmoiu  inCerprel  the  llkt  their  ovn 
way.  and  exclude  their  moieties  At>in  bcnven.  Meg 
enemifs  to  Platonics,  they  cannot  discern  «any  6tBi>« 
of  things»  in  the  souls  of  the  other  lez,  conceiving 
them  to  be  superseded  by  the  Uouris. 

Note  a3.  Page  i36,  line  75. 

Tk^teang  pooaryraaala'a  bloaaoma  urrm. 

An  oriental  umile,  wliich  may,  perliaps  thMi^CiiriT  I 
stolen,  be  deemed  «  plus  Arabe  qu'cn  Arabic* 

Note  ^.  Page  tj^  line  77. 

'  Hvr  hair  io  by aciaUiiaa  lov. 

Ilyaciutliine,  in  Arabii',  ASunbul;*  as  comBioa  1 
iliout'ht  in  the  eastern  poeta  aa  it  was  among  iln* 
Gnreks. 

Note  25.  Page  1A6,  hoc  87. 

Tba  lovrliati  biri  of  FrsBgaeataa. 

«  Franguestan,M  Circassia.  « 

Note  36.  Page  137,  linea6. 

■Bianillab!  aow  ibr  p«ri|  'a  paai,*  etc. 

nismillah— u  In  the  name  of  God;»  tlic  comoKore- 
moiit  tif  all  the  chapters  of  the  Koran  but  one,  Bbd  of 
{.raycr  and  (luinksgiving. 

Note  27.  Page  i37,  line  5i. 

Ihaa  curl' J  hia  very  ha«rd  «ith  ira. 

A  phenomenon  not  uncomnuHi  wiUi  an  an|;ry  Vuvul- 
man.  In  1809,  ihcCapitan  Pacha's  whiskers  at  a  diplo- 
inaiic  audience  uerc  not  less  litidy  with  indignalioo  tliao 
a  tiger  cat's,  to  the  horror  of  all  tlic  drafomaos;  tbe 
portentous  musiachios  twisted,  they  stood  erect  of  their 
o^n  accord,  and  wore  expected  every  momcut  to  change 
their  colour,  but  at  last  conde.sc<UMLed  to  subMde,  «bich 
proltably  saved  more  heads  than  they  contained  hairs. 

Note  18.  Page  137,  line  61. 

Nor  raiaad  tbe  iravra  cry,  Anaaaa! 

«  Amaun,»  quarter,  pardon. 

Note  29.  Page  1 37,  line  70, 
I  kuow  biM  by  ibr  cwii  rye 
The  u  evil  eye,»  a  common  superstition  in  tlie  Levaul' 
and  of  which  the  imaginary  effects  are  yet  very  singubr 
on  those  who  conceive  theinselvcH  affected. 

Note  3o.  Page  137,  line  ir.4. 

A  fngaaeoi  wf  bia  palaiapor^. 

The  flowered  tliawls  gcperall|  ^ran^  by  penoos  of 
rank. 

Note  3i.  Page  i38,  Hne  5i. 

Ilia  ralpar  real— liiarafian  r«4. 

The  cf  Calpac  »  is  the  solid  cap  or  centre  part  «f  the 
head-dress ;  tlic  shawl  is  wound  round  if,  And  foniH  Ibf 

iurl>an.  < 

Note  3a.  Page  i38,  liue  57. 

A  lurbaa  r4rvrd  in  ooaia^'at  a|«ae. 

Tlie  turban,  pillar,  and  inscriptive  verse,  decorate  tlv 
tombs  of  the  Osmaidles,  whetlitT  in  tlier<*iaefrry  orllif 
wildonicss.  In  tlie  mouuinins  you  freoueully  pass 
similar  mementos;  and,  on  inquiry,  you  WK  informed 
that  they  record  some  \ictim  of  rebellion,  plunder,  or 
revenge. 

Note  33.  Page  1 33,  line  68. 

At  aclamo  aounJ  of  •  aIU  Bn!« 

uAlla  llu!»  the  concluding  words  of  the  Mucxrin's 


..(5 


inyrr  from  ihf  higtiHi  itillrry  oa  ihe  rtiftini 
tioanl.     (^  •  iiill  nrniDB,  ^Ura  ibe  Nuuili 


Knte  34.  P«Ge  iH, 


H.  P.«  i3a,  Um  -7. 


,  of  u>,  vtll  inned,  lod  ibe  Omrlatei  hire  ihii 
[do  be  Ihinn,"— ■  True,  Af&aiUi  bul  tirvir- 

Bo(iiD|>hilkFliti(hnnHrp>1  IhUnuiniin||.>— ol  hnrii 
'ihiUpdiDg— Bum— pnm— i>pliinl;u1br«rT°>ii 
— op.hii..— .  A<  T°u  pl»w.  Afhtulii  iF  ii  h 
jrriuen,  «  viLI  ii  br.-— llr'riili»iiuirli«nrH]  pmlnii- 
-amn,  luJ  rwtr  np  id  Siiili,  Liii  OiHilInn  mmpMrinl 
rhOM  an.  (hongh  m 


•kJuJ,  Came,  kiu  mt.  Tur  I  loir  thn,k  ^ 
*  K01.3?.  Pi>g>-i3l,.]iRc* 


bfllon  ■ligoi  <Lic  cwpif  uuilerfMi  ■  >li(ht  Doiiciite 
■dS  prcpinlary  titiiifii;  for  ilsniulian.     IC  Ihe  nn- 


Ivo.  inil  Ihp  Dumber  nF  oMlindni  ilnexed  brin 
•full  pnporlioo  ■«  lb'  (eauinda',  Ibeir  hudi  i 

NoteJG.  Pasr  ija,  liDeS4. 

Eblii,  llie  OrirnfflTnace  uF  Dirkaeu. 

HoreJj.  P.ori3!,liM.89. 

iinL  Knneit  ToumeFnrt  l(ll<  ■  loagtlary,  wbi 
Soulhn.  in  Ibe  inrpi  on  Tliilaba,  ifuounaboul 
•  Ymura1«liu,>  is  he  callt  Ihrm.  The  Ilam:nc  nrm  it 
nlaulnchi,-  I  RcoDcFt  ■  vbole  FimilT  bciy  tuiri- 
by  rhf  icrenm  of  a  fhilri,  ^birh  ibry  imaoinn! 
I  pnKFn)  FrtHn  fliFh  >  viiitsdoii,  Tlie  Grerks  n-' 
mrnlinn  Ibe  irord  wilboul  bomr.     t  find  tliii 


Nlllwin 


II  pfopbelir,  l,y  oa  1 
-BlColoni 


nninedi  Fe«  baun.iB'lnuii 

-iety  of  briMiantlbidgl.  la  more  lingu9(;M  Ibno  (pailrd 

:he  bDilding  nf  BalSel,  opoa  the  miUikeo  Hrr ;  Homnir, 

ImiDUCTDrkinh.Iulian.inilEngliibwereiJlcnTCiwI. 

ID  TmriniH  eoneciu,  apmi  Ihe  unlriniiiuie  NnHnlmJiii, 

While  He  itcreronlemplitlnR  Ibe  bemlifiil  prmprri, 

Deninh  vu  occupiedaboul  Ihe  calumm.  I  Ibaught  be 

•■  but  (hne  pilhnwilL  be  uvFul  in  making  •  >iDnd^>> 
iiiid  >ddKl  other  remirki,  «b<ch  iI  tei.I  nineed  bit  «■■> 
bdiaf inbii  InnbJeMme  FkenllT  ofjarw-hrxring.  Oi>  oi<r 


.e.)  oF  lb 


ended  II 


>Flhe 


•  bvhM«  of  Ibe^Fare.  and  ihe  vetni 
Uoad,  an  the  neier-laibiin  'igw  dF 
Tli«  ilorirt  (0^  ■•  IhiOBnrf  ami  rirece  i 
f*eden  are  ilDilaUfftnd  kinie  oF  ihroi  loo^ 
■neunL 

Kote  Jn-'Pngf  t.io,  hiie  1<>. 


!DliDtie4^itJl  Ihe  eauv  oF  it>  ool  likiBi; 
notes  loXhilde  Harold,  Came  >d.     I  nai 

dreiiesarms.  and  nurktoF  Ibe  horvsof  aur||KT«> 
icpiirotely,  lliat.  »itli  other  circuiiulaDiA  ire  coahl  not 
doubt oF hj> haTJw  hfto  in  ■Tilbiivou«ftnipaiiy,i>aiid 
DuivliH  ia  a  bM  nej^bboarhDod.  Der'isJi  bHimt  > 
«oihuye^A>f  lih  and  I  dure  uij  ii  n<nt  hearing  mow 
muiketry  ihaD  ewr  will  ht  fired,  to  (he  grpit  rrfmb- 

'nl  of  Ibe  ArnsouU  o^Benl.  and  bit  natiie  mniiii- 

IS,— I  thall  memion  one  init  mdh^oF  Ibiaiingular 
baee.  In  Hatch  iBy,-a  remarhiblT  itout  imd  acrtH 
Atnaonl  came  [I  believe  Die  Solh  on  the  ame  ernnd] 
Ffer  biniielf  as  an  oiiHidaDi.  ihieb  was  declined: 
ell,  AfFendi.-  quolh  U«,  ■  maj  yon  li«e'— tob 
Id  baTc  found  me  lueFul.  t  thaJI  leaie  the  (own  for 
ibe  bills  to-morro^  in  the  tidier  t  return,  perbapi  yoii 

iJl  tb™  reeeire  me.»— Derriali,  vho  -wni  pr«ent. 

marked,  as  ■  thing  otasane.  aaj'of 'ik  eooviguf  nee. 

ID  the  mean  time  be  aill  join  the  Klephiei  ■  (n>h- 
ben),  wliieh  wattrise'lolbeleller,— If  milcutnff,  they 

rllknoimislheir 


«  doira  in  the  w 


cpl-its. 

Kole4t-PaBel4>.liw 
Tlie  mook't  sermoD  is  omilled.  Il  wmi  to  ban  had 


Tfiy  own^bsenialion,— On  my  third  journey  to  C 
IJiJonna  Sriy  In  ilii.  as  we  paWd  through  tbe  d' 
that  leads  From  tlie  liamlel  betweea  Keralii  and  l^lor 
1  ubarnerf  Dervisli  Tahiri  riding  ralfcer  Bul  of  the  path. 
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it  m>d'»  supposed  infiddky ;  he  asked  ▼ith  irhom.uid 
lie  had  tlie  barbarity  to  give  in  a  li&t  of  the  ttreUe 
andsomest  'women  in  Yanina.  They  ircre  seised,  fiast* 
oed  up  in  sacks,  and  drowned  in  the  lake  the  same 
ight !  One  of  tlie  guards  wlio  was  prettent  informed 
le,  that  not  one  of  the  victimx  uttered  a  cry,  orshowe^ 

symptom  of  terror  at  m  sudden  a  «c  wrench  from  all 
re  know,  from  all  we  love.M  The  fdte  of  Phrosine,  th« 
liresl  of  thi»  sacrifice,  is  the  subject  of  many  a  Romaic 
nd  Amaoat  ditty.    The  story  in  the  text  is  one  told  of 

youikg  Venetian  many  years  ago,  and  now  nearly  for- 
otten.  I  heard  it  by  accident  recited  by  one  of  the 
Dffce-house  story-tellers  who  abound  in  the  I^evant, 
nd  sing  or  recite  tlieir  narratives.  The  additions  and 
iterpolations  by  the  translator  will  be  easily  distin- 
uished  from  the  rest  by  the  want  of  Eastern  imagery  ; 


•nd  I.ie|^  that  my  memory  haa  retaaaed  ao  fev  tn^ 
menCt  of  dM  original. 

For  the  contents  of  some  of  the  neCea  I  am  indebcrd 
partly  to  D'Herbelot,  and  partly  to  that  most  eastern, 
uid,  as  Mr  Weber  justly  entitles  it,  «  sublime  tale,»  the 
«  Caliph  Vathek.a  I  do  not  know  from  what  sourre 
the  author  of  lliat  singular  ivlume  may  have  drawn  his 
materials ;  some  of  his  incidents  are  to  be  found  in  the 
«Bi^ioth^ucOnentale;»  but  for  correctness  of  cos- 
tume, beauty  of  description,  and  power  of  imaginatioa, 
it  far  surpasses  all  European  imitations ;  and  bears  sack 
marks  of  ori(;inality,  that  those  wli^^ve  visited |be  Eat 
will  fiud  some  difficulty  in  believing  it  to  be  more  thao 
.1  translation.  As  an  Eastern  tale,  even  Rasselas  mait 
bow  before  it;  his  «  Hiripl|»y^Valley »  wiU  not  bears 
comparison  with* the  «  Hall  of  Eblia.i> 


A  TURKISH  TALE. 


Had  we  DCTcr  loved  to  kindly. 
Red  «•  ••T«r  lov«d  to  biindlr* 
Tlwtr  B«t  or  ocrcr  parted, 
W«  bad  ae'er  htf  brohco-bearte-1. 

BURNS. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE  LORD  HOLLAND, 

WITH   ETERT   SEMTIMBNT  O?  REGARD  AX»   RESPECT,   BT   HIS   GRATEPCLLT   OBLIGED 

ANb   SIHCE||B  FRIEXD, 

BYRON. 


.CANTO  U 


I. 

ROW  ye  the  land  where  the  cypress  and  myrtle 
Are  emblems  of  deeds  that  are  done  in  their  clime  ? 
here  the  rage  of  the  vulture,  the  love  of  the  turtle, 
Now  melt  into  sorrow,  now  madden  to  crime ! 
now  yc  the  land  of  the  cedar  and  vine, 
here  the  (lowers  ever  blossom,  the  beams  ever  shine ; 
here  the  light  wings  of  Zephyr,oppress*d  with  perfume, 
ax  faint  o'er  the  gardens  of  Gdl  *  in  her  bloom  ; 
here  the  citron  and  Olive  are  fairest  of  fruit, 
id  the  voice  of  the  nightingale  never  is  mute; 
here  the  tints  of  the  earth,  and  the  hues  of  the  aky, 
colour  thoughivaried,  in  beauty  may  vie, 
id  the  purple  of  ocean  is  deepest  in  dye ; 
here  the  virgins  are  soft  as  tlic  roses  they  twine, 
id  all,  save  the  spirit  of  man,  is  divine? 
is  the  clime  of  the  caKt;  'tis  the  landttf  the  sun — 
n  he  smile  on  such  deeds  as  his  children  have  done? ' 
[ !  wild  as  the  accents  of  lovers'  farewell 
c  the  hearts  which  tlicy  bear,  and  tlie  talcs  which  they 
tell. 


IL 

Begirt  with  many  a  gallant  ^ve,  . 

Apparell'd  as  becomes  the  brave, 

Awaiting  each  his  lord's  behest. 

To  guide  his  steps,  or  guard  his  rest. 

Old  Giaffir  sate  in  his  Divan  : 

Deep  thought  was  in  his  afgj^  e0; 
And  though  the  face  of  Mussahnao, 

Not  oft  betrays  to  standers  by 
The  mind  within,  well  skill'd  to  hide 
All  but  unconquerable  pride. 
His  pensive  cheek  and  pondering  brow 
Did  more  than  he  was  wont  avow. 

m. 

«  Let  the  chamber  be  clear  d.*— The  train  disappear'd— 
«  Now  call  me  the  chief  of  the  Ilaram  guudL* 

With  Giaffir  is  none  but  his  only  bon. 

And  the  Nubian  awaiting  tlie  sire's  awar^ 
« ilaroiin— when  all  the  crowd  that  wait 
Are  pass'd  beyond  the  outer  gate, 
(Woe  t<»  the  liaad  whose  eye  beheld 

•      My  child  Zulcika's  face  uuveil'd !) 
Hence,  lend  my  daughter  from  her  tower; 
Her  fate  is  fix  d  this  very  hour : 
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— j^— - 

Yrt  not  to  her  n*peat  my  thought;         *  ' 
l)y  nic  alooe  be  duty  taught !» 

«  Padia '.  to  hear  is  to  obey.n 
No  more  mu»t  itlave  to  doxpot  uy — 
Thrn  to  tiitf  tover  liad  ta'eu  his  way, 
But  here  youu^;  Srlim  silence  brake, 

Fin>t  lowly  rendering  reverence  meet: 
And  downcast  look'd,  and  gently  spake, 

Still  standing  at  tlic  Pacha  s  feet : 
For  son  of  MotJem  mu«t  expire. 
Ere  dare  to  sit  before  his  sire ! 

«  Father !  for  fear  tliat  thou  shouldst  chide 
My  xistcr.  or  iter  sable  guide, 
Knot* — for  the  fault,  if  fault  there  be, 
W'dt^  mine;  then  fall  thy  frowns  on  me — 
So  lovelily  the  morning  shone, 

Tlut — let  the  old  and  weary  sleep — 
I  could  not;  and  to  virw  alone 

Tlir  fairest  scones  of  land  and  deep, 
With  none  to  li<ilen  and  reply 
To  ihnnghis  «iih  which  my  heart  beat  high 
WiTc  irksome — for,  i^hale'er  my  mood, 
In  MMiih  I  love  not  jtolitude; 
i  on  /ulcika's  slumber  broke, 

And,  as  thou  knowrst  tliat  for  me 

Soon  turns  the  llaram's  grating  key. 
Before  the  guardian  slaves  awoke,. 
We  to  the  cypress  gn)ve^  had  llown, 
And  made  earth,  main,  and  heaven  our  own  ! 
There  lingered  we,  beguiled  too  long 
>Viih  Mcjnoiin's  tale,  or  Sadi's  song ;' 
Till  I,  who  heard  the  deep  tambour  ^ 
Ib-at  thy  l>i>an's  approaching  hour. 
To  tlif'e  and  to  niv  dutv  true, 
>V.irii'd  by  tlie  MUind,  to  greet  thee  flew  : 
But  ihrn*  /ulcika  wanders  yet  — 
Nay,  father,  ra(^r  not — nor  forget 
That  none  can  pirrce  that  secret  bower 
But  llioi>e  who  vkati'h  the  women's  tower. » 

IV. 

•«  Son  of  a  slave  I»» — the  Pacha  said — 
M  From  unbelieving  motlier  bn>d, 
Vain  were  a  father's  hope  to  see    ■ 
Aught  that  beseems  a  man  in  ihec. 
Thou,  when  thine  arm  should  bend  tlie  bow. 
And  hurl  the  dart,  and  curb  the  steed, 
Tliuu,  (jreck  in  <»oul  if  not  in  creed. 
Must  pore  wliiTc  luibbling  waters  flow. 
And  watch  unfolding  ros(»  blow. 
Would  that  yon  orb,  ^hos4*  matin  glow 
Tliy  listU'S^  eyes  sO  much  adniin>. 
Would  lend  thee  •iomething  of  hit  (ire! 
Tliou.  who  wouldst  see  this  liatllement 
By  (Iliii>tian  cannon  piecemeal  rent; 
Nay,  lamely  view  old  Stambol's  wall 
Before  the  dogs  of  31oscow  fall, 
Nor  strike  one  Mroke  for  life  and  death 
Again.st  the  cur>  of  Nazareth  ! 
(Ju— let  thy  les>  than  woman's  luind 
A^sunii*  the  distaff — not  the  brand. 
But,  llaroun  ! — to  my  daughter  speed: 
And  hark — of  thine  own  head  take  heed  — 
If  thus  Zuli'ika  o(t  takes  wing— 
Tliou  see'st  \on  bow — it  hath  u  siring !  » 


No  sonnd  from  Selim's  lip  was  heard. 

At  least  that  met  Old  Ciaffir's  ear, 
But  every  frown  and  every  word 
Pierced  keener  than  a  Giristian's  sword. 

«  Son  of  a  slave ! — reproach'd  with  fear ! 

Tliose  gibes  had  cost  another  dear. 
Son  of  a  slave! — and  who  my  sire7» 

Thus  held  his  thoughts  their  dark  MTMr, 
And  glances  even  of  more  than  ire 

Flash  forth,  then  faintly  disappear. 
Old  Giaffir  gazed  upon  his  son 

And  started ;  for  w  ithin  his  eye 
lie  read  how  much  his  wrath  liad  done; 
lie  saw  n>l>eIlion  there  begun : 

4fiCome  hither,  boy — what,  no  reply? 
I  mark  thee — and  I  know  thee  too; 
But  there  be  deeds  thou  darest  not  do : 
But  if  thy  beard  had  manlier  length. 
And  if  tliy  hand  had  skill  and  strength, 
I  'd  joy  to  >ee  thee  break  a  lance, 
Albeit  against  my  own  perdiancc.N 

As  snerringly  tliese  accents  fell. 
On  Selim's  eye  he  fiercely  gaied  : 

Tliut  eye  retuni'd  him  glance  for  glance. 
And  pniudly  to  his  sire's  was  raised, 

Till  (]iaflir's  quail'd  and  shrunk  askance — 
And  why— he  felt,  but  durst  nut  tell. 

«  Much  I  niisdoobt  this  wayward  boy 

Will  one  day  work  me  more  annoy ; 

1  never  loved  him  from  his  birth, 

And— but  his  arm  is  little  worth, 

And  scan'ely  in  the  cliase  could  cope 

With  timid  fawn  or  antelope. 

Far  less  would  venture  into  strife 

Where  man  contends  for  fame  and  life — 

I  would  not  trust  that  look  or  tone: 

No — nor  the  blood  so  near  my  own. 

That  blood — he  hath  not  heard — no  more — 

I  '11  vtaicli  hiiu  closer  than  l>efbre. 

lie  is  an  .\rab^  to  my  sight. 

Or  (christian  crouching  in  the  6ght — 

But  hark  I — I  hear  /.uleika's  voice; 

Like  llouris'  hymn  it  meets  mine  ear: 
She  is  tlu!  offspring  of  my  clioicc ; 

Oh !  more  iliao  even  lier  mother  dear. 
With  all  to  hope,  and  nnuglit  to  fear— 
My  Peri !  ever  welcome  liere ! 
Sweet,  ab  tlie  dcsert-founlaiu's  wave 
To  lips  just  cool'd  in  time  to  save — 

Such  to  my  longing  tight  art  thou ; 
Nor  can  llu'y  waft  to  Mecca's  slu-ine 
More  thanks  for  life,  tlian  I  for  thine, 

Who  blest  thy  birth,  and  bless  lliee  uow.m 

VI. 

lair,  as  the  first  tliat  fell  of  womankind, 

When  on  that  dread  yet  lovely  serpent  smiling. 
Whose  image  then  was  stamp'd  upon  her  mind-* 

Hut  once  lieguiled — and  ever  more  beguiling ; 
|)azzling,  as  tluit,  oh!  too  transcendent  vision 
To  sorrow's  phantom-peopled  slumber  given, 
j  When  heart  meets  heart  again  in  dreams  Klysian, 
I      And  painK  the  lost  oil  earth  revived  in  licaven; 
j  Soft,  as  the  memory  of  bitrie<l  love  ; 
Pure,  as  the  prayer  which  childhood  viafts  abo\e: 
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Wat  she — the  daughler  of  that  rude  old  chief, 
Who  met  tlie  maid  with  tears — but  not  of  grief. 

Who  hath  not  proved  ho'«-  feebly  vonU  es&ay 
To  Ux  one  spark  of  bcautyV  hea\(;nly  ray  ? 
Who  doth  not  feel,  luitil  his  failing  Mt'ht 
Faints  into  dimncHA  with  its  own  delight, 
His  clianfjing  cheek,  Wis  sinkini;  heart  coufeu 
Tlie  iiU|;ht — the  majesty  of  lo\elines&? 
Such  mn  Zuleika — .such  around  ber  shone 
The  namdeM  charms  unmark'd  by  her  alone : 
The  li(;ht  of  love,  the  purity  of  (;rucef 
Tlie  mind,  the  music  breaching  from  her  fatT,^ 
The  heart  -whose  softnevi  harinouized  (lie  whole- 
And,  oh !  that  eye  was*  in  i(>eif  a  soul ' 

]Ier  graceful  arms  in  nieekne«i.s  bending 
Across  her  (;eally-buddiii(;  breast ; 

At  unc  kind  word  those  amis  extending 
To  cliisp  the  neck  of  him  who  bleit 
His  rhild  earessiii(;  and  rarest, 
Zuleika  eaiiie — an<l  (jijf.ir  felt 
Ilis  purpose  half  williia  liiin  melt: 
Not  (hat  against  her  fancied  weal 
His  heart  (liou{;li  s(ern  could  ever  feci; 
Affection  cliani'd  her  (o  tliat  heart; 
Ambition  tore  (he  links  apart. 

VII. 
«  Zuleika  !  child  of  (;en(lenrs«  ! 

How  dear  this  very  day  must  tell. 
When  1  forget  my  own  distress. 

In  losing  what  1  love  so  well, 

To  bid  thee  with  another  dwell: 

Another!  and  a  braver  man 

Was  never  seen  in  battles  van. 
We  Moslem  reck  not  much  of  blood ; 

But  yet  the  line  of  Caraftman  7 
Unchanged,  uiicli.-ingeable  hath  stood 
First  of  tlie  bold  Timariot  band^ 
That  won  and  well  can  keep  their  lands. 
Enough  tliat  he  who  comes  to  woo 
Is  kinsman  of  the  lk>y  Oglou : 
His  years  need  scarce  a  thought  employ: 
I  would  not  ha\e  thee  wed  a  boy. 
And  thou  slialt  have  a  noble  dower : 
And  his  and  my  united  power 
Will  laugh  to  scorn  tlie  dcatli-fimun. 
Which  otliers  tremble  but  to  scan. 
And  teach  the  messenger*  what  fate 
The  bearer  of  such  boon  mav  vrait. 
And  now  thou  know'st  thv  fathers  will : 

All  tliat  thy  sex  hatli  need  to  know:. 
T  was  mine  to  teach  obedience  still — 

The  way  to  love  thy  lord  may  show.» 

vni. 

In  silence  bow'd  the  virgin's  head ; 

And  if  her  eye  was  Hll'd  with  tears. 
That  stilled  feeling  dare  not  slied, 
And  changed  her  cheek  from  pale  to  red. 

And  red  (o  pale,  as  through  her  ears 
Those  winged  words  like  arrows  s|>ed. 

What  could  such  be  but  maiden  fears! 
So  bright  the  tear  in  l»eauty's  eye, 
Love  half  regrets  to  kiss  it  dry; 


So  t9ttt  the  blush  of  bashfulneM, 

Even  pity  scarce  can  wish  it  leM! 

Wliate'er  it  was  the  sire  forgot ; 

Or,  if  remember  d,  mark'd  it  not ; 

Thrice  clapp'd  his  hands,  and  call'd  his  steed,) 

Resign 'd  liis  gemsidom'd  Chibooque,  ■* 
And  mounting  featly  for  the  mead. 

With  Maugrabee*'  and  Jlamaluke, 

His  way  amid  his  Delis Vook,  ** 
To  witness  many  an  active  deed 
With  sabre  keen,  or  blunt  jereed. 
The  Kislar  only  and  his  Moors 
Watch'd  well  the  Ilaram's  massy  doors. 

IX. 

His  head  was  leant  upon  his  liand. 

His  eye  look'd  o'er  the  dark  blue  water 
That  swiftly  glides  and  gently  swells 
Between  the  winding  Dardanelles; 
Ihit  yet  lie  saw  nor  M-a  nor  strand 
Nor  even  his  l*acha's  turban'd  band 

Mix  in  the  game  of  mimic  slaughter. 
Careering  clea\e  the  folded  felt  '^ 
With  sabre  stroke  right  sharply  dealt ; 
Nor  mark'd  the  javelinnlarting  crowd, 
Nor  heard  their  Ollahs  *4  wild  and  loud — 
He  thought  but  of  old  Giaflirs  daughter! 

X. 

No  word  from  Selim's  bosom  broke; 
One  sigh  Zuleika's  thought  bopoke: 
Still  gazed  he  through  the  lattice  grate. 
Pale,  mute,  and  muurnfully  sedate. 
To  him  Zuleika's  eye  was  turn'd. 
But  little  from  his  aspect  learn'd  : 
Equal  her  grief,  yet  not  the  same; 
Her  heart  coiifess'd  a  gentler  tlame: 
But  yet  that  heart  alarm'd  or  weak. 
She  knew  not  why,  forbade  to  speak. 
Yet  sp(>ak  she  mu«t — but  whcu  essay? 
M  How  strange  he  thus  should  turn  away  ! 
Not  thus  we  e'er  before  have  met ; 
Not  (bus  shall  be  our  parting  yet.» 
Thrice  paced  she  slowly  through  the  room. 

And  watch'd  his  eye— it  s(ill  was  fix'd: 

She  snatch'd  the  urn  wherein  was  mix'd 
The  Persian  Atar-gul's'*  perfume, 
And  sprinkled  all  its  odours  o'er 
The  pictured  roof  '^  and  marble  floor : 
The  drops,  (hat  through  his  glittering  vest 
The  playful  girl's  appeal  addrcst, 
Unh<*e<led  o'er  his  bosom  flew. 
As  if  that  breast  were  marble  too. 
m  What,  sullen  yet  >  it  must  not  be — 
Oh !  gentle  Selim,  this  from  tliec> 
She  saw  in  curious  ortler  set 

The  fairest  flowers  of  Eastern  land — 
«  He  loved  them  once;  may  touch  tliem  yet. 

If  offer'd  by  Zuleika's  hand.* 
The  childish  thought  was  hardly  breath'd 
Before  the  rose  was  pinck'd  and  wreathed; 
The  next  fond  moment  saw  her  seat 
Her  fairy  form  at  Selim's  feet : 
w  This  rose  to  calm  my  brother's  cares 
A  message  from  the  Ihdbul  '7  bear*;  -  -  ^ 

It  says  to-night  he  will  prolong 
Fur  Selim's  ear  his  sweetest  soof ;  ' 
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And  though  his  note  is  somevhat  sad, 
He  *ll  try  for  once  a  strain  more  gkd, 
Wttli  Mme  faint  hope  his  allcr'd  by 
May  sing^tlicse  gloomy  thoughts  away. 

xr. 

«  What!  not  receive' my  foolish  flower? 

Nay  then  I  am  indeed  unblcst : 
On  me  can  thus  thy  forehead  lower? 

And  know'&t  thou  not  who  loves  thee  best! 
Oh,  S<*lim  dear!  oh,  more  tluin  dearest! 
Say,  is  it  inc  thou  hat'sl  or  ft'orest  I 
Come,  lay  thy  head  upon  my  breast, 
And  I  Mill  kiss  thee  into  rest, 
Since  words  of  mine,  and  Mings  must  fail 
E\eu  frommy  fabled  nightingale. 
I  knew  our  sire  at  times  was  stem, 
But  this  from  thee  had  yet  to  learn : 
Too  well  I  know  he  loves  thee  not; 
But  is  Zuleika's  love  forgot  f 
Ah !  deem  1  right?  the  Pacha's  plan— 
This  kinsman  Bi-y  of  Canisman 
Perliaps  may  prove  some  foe  of  thine. 
If  so,  I  swear  by  .Mecca's  shrine. 
If  ^irines  thai  ne'er  approach  allow 
To  woman'«  step  admit  her  \ow, 
>Villiout  thy  free  consent,  command, 
The  Sulian  should  not  have  my  hand ! 
Think'st  thou  that  I  could  bear  to  part 
With  tliee,  and  learn  to  lialve  my  heart? 
Ah !  were  I  sever  d  from  thy  side. 
Where  were  thy  friend — and  w  ho  my  guide  7 
Year*  have  not  seen,  time  shall  not  see. 
The  hour  that  tears  my  soul  from  thee : 
£\en  A/racI,'*  from  his  deadly  quiver 

When  flies  that  shaft,  and  fly  it  must, 
That  p;irts  all  else,  shall  doom  for  ever 
Our  hearts  to  undivided  ilitst !«» 
XII. 
He  lived — he  breathed— he  moved — he  felt; 
He  raised  the  maid  from  where  she  knelt: 
His  trance  was  gone — his  keen  eye  shone 
With  thoughts  that  long  in  darkness  dweU; 
With  thoughts  that  burn— in  rays  that  melt 
As  the  stream  late  conceal'd 

By  the  fringe  of  its  willows; 
When  it  rushes  reveal'd 

In  the  light  of  its  billows  ; 
As  tlie  bolt  burets  on  high 

From  the  black  cloud  that  bound  it, 
Flash'd  the  soul  of  that  eye 

Through  the  long  la»hes  round  it. 
A-war4iorsc  at  the  trumpet's  sound, 
A  hon  roused  by  heedless  hound, 
A  tyrant  leaked  to  sudden  strife 
By  gRue  of  ill-directed  knife, 
Starts  not  to  more  convulsi\e  life 
Than  he,  w  ho  heard  that  vow,  display  d. 
And  all,  before  repress'd,  betmy'd : 
«  Now  thou  art  mine,  for  ever  mine, 
With  life  to  keep,  and  scarce  with  life  resign; 
Now  thou  art  mine,  that  sacred  oath. 
Though  sworn  by  one,  liath  bound  us  both. 
Yes,  fondly,  wisely  hast  thou  done ; 
That  >ow  liath  saved  more  heads  than  one : 
But  blench  not  tliou — thy  simplest  trest 
Claim-t  more  from  me  tlian  tenderness; 


I  would  not  wrong  the  slenderest  hair 

Tliat  clusters  romid  thy  forehead  fair, 

For  all  the  treasures  buried  far 

Within  the  caves  of  Istakar.'9 

This  morning  clouds  upon  me  lower'd, 

Reproaches  on'  my  head  were  shower d. 

And  Giaffir  almost  called  mc  coward ! 

Now  I  have  motive  to  be  brave; 

The  son  of  his  neglected  slave — 

Nay,  start  not,  't  was  the  term  he  gave^ 

May  show,  though  little  apt  to  vaunt, 

A  heart  his  words  nor  deeds  can  dmunlK, 

Hii  son,  indeed ! — yet  thanks  to  thee. 

Perchance  1  am,  at  least  shall  be ; 

But  let  our  plighted  secret  vow 

Be  only  known  to  us  as  now. 

I  know  the  wretch  who  dares  demand 

From  (xiaflir  thy  reluctant  hand ; 

More  ill-got  wealth,  a  meaner  soul. 

Holds  not  a  Musselim's'**  control: 

Was  he  not  bred  in  Egripo ? '» 

A  viler  race  let  Israel  show  ! 

But  let  tliat  pass — to  none  be  told 

Our  oath ;  the  rest  sliall  lime  unfold. 

To  me  and  mine  lea\e  Osman  Bey; 

I  '\e  parli^aas  for  peril's  day: 

Think  not  I  am  wliat  I  appear; 

I  've  arms,  and  friends,  and  vengeance  nemr.w 

XHI. 

«  Think  not  thou  art  what  thou  appearest ! 

My  Selim,  tliou  art  sadly  clianged: 
This  mom  I  saw  thee  gentlest,  dearest ; 

But  now  thou  'rt  from  thyself  estranged. 
My  love  thou  surely  kiiew'st  before, 
It  ne'er  was  less,  nor  can  be  more. 
To  see  thee,  hear  thee,  near  thee  stay, 
And  liale  the  night  I  know  not  why, 
Save  that  we  meet  not  but  by  day; 
With  thee  to  live,  with  thee  to  die, 
I  dare  not  to  my  hope  deny : 
Tliy  cheek,  thine  eyes,  thy  lips  to  kiss. 
Like  this — and  this — no  more  than  this; 
For,  AUa !  sure  thy  lips  are  flame : 

What  fever  in  thy  veins  is  flusliing? 
My  own  liave  nearly  caught  the  same. 

At  least  I  feel  my  cheek  too  blus»:uig. 
To  soothe  thy  sickness,  watch  thy  health. 
Partake,  but  never  waste,  tliy  wealth, 
Or  stand  with  smiles  unmurmuring  by, 
And  lighten  half  tliy  poverty ; 
Do  all  but  close  thy  dying  eye. 
For  tliat  I  could  not  live  to  try ; 
To  these  alone  my  thoughts  aspire : 
More  can  I  do,  or  thou  require  7 
But,  SeUm,  thou  must  answer  why 
We  need  so  much  of  mystery  ? 
The  cause  I  cannot  dream  nor  tell, 
But  be  it,  since  thou  say'st  't  is  well ; 
Yet  what  thou  mean'st  by  'arms'  and  'friends,' 
Beyond  my  weaker  sense  extends. 
I  meant  that  Giaf/ir  should  have  heard 

The  very  vow  I  plighted  thee ; 
His  wnith  would  not  revoke  my  word: 
But  surely  he  would  leave  me  free. 
Can  this  fond  wish  seem  strange  in  me, 
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To  be  wbat  I  liave  ever  been  7 

\N*liat  otlier  liaili/Zuleika  seen 

From  simple  childJiood's  earliext  hour? 

What  other  can  she  seek  lo  see 
Than  thee,  companion  of  her  bower, 

The  partner  of  her  infoncy? 
Tliese  cherish'd  tlioii^hut  willi  life  begun. 

Say,  wliy  must  I  no  more  avow  ? 
Wbafr change  is  wrought  to  make  me  shun 
j^Dnt  Crath ;  my  pride,  and  thine  till  now  T 
IP^MC  tbe  gaze  of  stranger's  eyes 
OHHiiiFf  our  creed,  our  God  denies; 
Nor  tliall  one  wandering  thought  of  mine 
At  such,  oiir  Prophet's  will,  repine: 
No !  happier  made  by  that  decree ! 
He  left  me  all  in  leaving  thee. 
Deep  were  my  anguish,  thus  compell'd 
To  wed  with  one  I  ne'er  belield : 
This  wherefore  should  I  not  reveal  ? 
Why  wilt  thou  urge  me  to  conceal  T 
I  know  the  Pacha'!>  liaughty  mood 
To  thee  hath  never  boded  good  ; 
And  he  m  often  storms  at  nought, 
Allah!  forbid  tliat  e'er  he  ought ! 
And  why  I  know  not,  but  within 
My  heart  concealment  wcigtu  like  sin. 
If  then  such  secrecy  be  crime, 

And  such  it  feels  while  lurking  here; 
Oh,  Selim !  tell  me  yet  in-  time. 

Nor  h^ave  me  thus  to  thoughts  of  fear. 
Ah !  yonder  see  the  Tchocudar,'' 
My  fetlier  leaves  the  mimic  war; 
I  tremble  now  to  meet  his  eye — 
Say,  Selim,  can'st  thou  tell  me  why?w 

XIV. 

«  Zulcika !  to  thy  lower's  retreat 

Betake  tliec — Giafiir  I  can  greet : 

And  now  with  him  I  fain  must  prate 

Of  firmans,  imposts,  levies,  state. 

There 's  fearful  news  from  Danube's  banks ; 

Our  Vizier  nubly  thins  his  ranks,    ■ 

For  which  the  Giaour  may  give  him  tlianks! 

Our  Sultan  hntli  a  shorter  way 

Such  costly  triumph  lo  repav. 

Bui,  murk  me,  when  the  twilight  drum 
Hath  warn'd  the  troops  to  food  and  sleep. 

Unto  thy  cell  w  ill  S<'lim  come : 
Then  softly  from  the  Haram  creep 
Where  we  mny  wander  by  the  deep: 
Our  garden-hntllenients  are  sleep; 

Nor  these  will  ra^h  intruder  climb 

To  list  our  words,  or  sliul  our  time. 

And  if  he  doth,  1  want  not  steel 

Vhich  some  have  felt,  and  more  may  feel. 

Then  shnlt  thou  learn  of  Srlim  more 

Than  thou  hast  heard  or  thought  before; 

Trust  me,  /.uleika — fear  not  me ! 

Thou  know'st  I  hold  a  Haram  key.» 

«  Fear  thee,  my  Selim !  ne'er  till  now 

Did  word  like  this — n 

«<  Delay  not  thou ; 

I  keep  the  key — aud  Haroim't  guard 

Have  some,  and  hope  of  more  reward. 

To-night,  Zuleika,  thou  shall  hear 

My  tale,  my  purpose,  and  my  fear : 

I  am  not,  love!  what  I  api)ear.» 


CANTO  II. 


I. 

Tbi  winds  are  high  on  Helle's  wave, 
,   As  on  that  niglit  of  stormy  water 
When  love,  who  sent,  forgot  to  rave 
The  young,  the  beautiful,  the  brave. 

The  lonely  hope  of  Sestos'  daughter. 
Oh !  when  alone  alongihe  sky 
Her  turret-torch  was  blazing  high, 
Though  rising  gale,  and  breaking  foam, 
And  shrieking  sea-birds  warn'd  him  home; 
And  clouds  alofi  and  tides  below, 
With  signs  and  sounds,  forbade  to  go; 
He  could  not  see,  he  would  not  hear 
Or  soimd  or  sign  foreboding  fear ; 
His  eye  but  saw  tlut  light  of  loTe, 
The  only  star  it  hail'd  above ;  * 

His  ear  bat  rang  with  Hero's  song, 
«  Ye  waves,  divide  not  lovers  long !» — 
That  tale  is  old,  but  love  anew 
May  nerve  young  liearts  to  prove  as  tme. 

^    H. 

The  winds  are  high,  and  Helle't  tide 
Rolls  darkly  heaving  to  thehiain: 
And  night's  descending  shadows  hide 

Tliat  field  with  blood  bcdcw'd  in  vain. 
The  desert  of  old  Priam's  pride ; 
The  tombs,  sole  relics  of  his  reign, 
All — save  immortal  dreams  tluit  could  beguile 
The  blind  old  man  of  Scio's  rocky  isle ! 

HI. 

Oh !  yet — for  there  my  steps  have  been ; 

These  feet  have  press  (1  the  sacred  shore. 
These  limbs  that  buoyant  wave  hath  bome~ 
Miustrel!  with  thee  to  muse,  to  mourn. 

To  trace  again  those  fields  of  yore. 
Believing  every  hillock  green 

G)ntains  no  fabled  hero's  ashes. 
And  that  around  the  undoubted  scene 

Thine  own  «  bntad  Hellespont  n>3  still  dashes. 
Be  lung  my  lot !  ami  cold  were  he  • 

Who  llierc  could  gaze  denying  thee  ! 

IV. 

The  niglit  haUi  closed  on  Helle's  stream, 

Nur  yet  hath  risen  on  Ida's  hill  • 

That  moon,  which  shone  on  his  high  theme ; 
No  warrior  chides  her  peaceful  Iteam, 

But  coiiscioas  shephenls  bless  it  still. 
Their  flocks  arc  grazing  on  the  mound 

Of  him  who  felt  the  Dardan's  arrow : 
That  mighty  heup  of  gather'd  grouud 
Which  Ainmon's  >4  sou  ran  pntudly  round. 
By  nations  raised,  by  monarchs  crown'd. 

Is  now  a  lone  and  nameless  barrow  ! 

Within — thy  dwelling-place  how  narrow  ! 
Without — can  only  stran(;crs  breathe 
The  name  of  him  that  waf  })enoath  : 
Dust  lon<;  outlasts  the  storied  stone. 
But  thou — thy  very  dust  is  gone ! 
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V. 
Late,  bite  to  night  will  Dian  cheer 
The  ftvain,  and  cha«e  the  boatman's  fear; 
Till  then — no  beacon  on  the  cliff 
Hay  shape  the  course  of  i;lru(«{;ling  skiff; 
Tlie  scntter'd  lights  that  skirt  the  bky, 
All,  one  by  one,  have  died  avny; 
The  only  lamp  of  this  lone  hour 
U  glimnieriug  in  Zuleika's  tower. 

Ycft!  there  i*  light  in  that  lone  chamber. 

And  o'er  ker  silken  ottoman 
Are  thrown  the  fragrant  beads  of  amber, 

O'er  -which  her  fairy  fingers  ran ;  '* 
Near  the.v,  with  emerald  rays  beset, 
(How  could  she  thus  that  gem  forget  ?) 
Her  mothers  sainted  amulet,** 
Wliercon  engraved  the  Koorsec  text. 
Could  smooth  this  life,  and  win  the  next; 
And  by  her  Gomboloio  '7  lies 
A  Koran  of  illumined  dyes; 
And  many  a  briglit  emblaion'd  rhyme 
By  Persian  scribes  redeem'd  from  time; 
And  o'er  those  scrolls,  not  oft  so  mute, 
Reclines  her  now  neglected  lute; 
And  round  tier  lamp  of  fretted  gold 
Hloom  flowers  in  urns  of  China's  mould ; 
The  richest  work  of  Iran's  loom, 
And  Sheerai'  tribute  of  perfume; 
All  that  can  eye  fir  sense  deliglit 

Are  gather'd  in  that  gorgeous  room : 

But  yet  it  hath  an  air  of  gloom, 
She,  of  this  Peri  cell  the  sprite, 
Wliat  doth  she  hence,  and  on  so  mde  a  night  ? 

VI. 

AVrapt  in  the  darkest  sable  vest. 

Which  none  save  noblest  Moslem  wear. 
To  guard  from  winds  of  heaven  the  breast 

As  heaven  itself  to  Selim  deatt 
With  cautious  steps  the  thicket  threading. 

And  starting  oft,  as  through  tlie  glade 

The  gust  its  hollow  monnings  made, 
Till  on  the  smoother  pathway  treading. 
More  free  her  timid  bosom  beat, 

The  maid  pursued  her  ulent  guide; 
And  though  her  terror  urged  retreat,      ^ 

How  could  slie  quit  her  Selim's  side  ? 

How  teach  her  tender  lips  to  chide? 

VII. 

They  ^ch'd  at  length  a  grotto,  hewn 

By  nature,  but  enlarged  oy  art, 
Wliere  oft  her  lute  she  vont  to  tune. 

And  oft  her  Koran  coun'd  apart; 
And  oft  in  youthful  reverie 
She  dream'd  what  Jhradise  might  be: 
Where  woman's  parted  soul  shall  go 
lier  prophet  had  disdain'd  to  show ; 
But  Selim's  mansion  was  secure. 
Nor  deem'd  she,  could  he  long  endure 
II  i«  boiser  in  otlier  worlds  of  bliss, 
Without  fcer,  most  beloved  in  this! 
Oh  !  who  so  dear  with  him  could  dwell? 
What  Ilouri  soothe  him  half  so  wellT  * 


Vllf. 

Since  last  she  visited  the  spot 

Some  change  seem'd  wrought  within  the  grot : 

It  might  be  only  that  the  night 

Disguised  things  seen  by  better  light: 

That  hraxen  lamp  but  dimly  threw 

A  ray  of  no  celestial  hue; 

But  iu  a  nook  within  the  cell 

Her  eye  on  stranger  objects  fell. 

There  arms  were  piled,  not  such  as  wield 

Tlie  turban'd  Delis  in  the  field; 

But  brands  of  foreign  blade  and  hilt. 

And  one  was  red — perchance  with  guilt ! 

Ah !  how  without  can  blood  be  spilt T 

A  cup  too  on  the  iKmrd  was  set 

That  did  not  seem  to  hold  slierbeL 

What  may  this  mean?  slie  tum'd  to  see 

Iler  Selim— « Oh !  am  this  be  he?* 

IX. 
His  robe  of  pride  was  thrown  aside, 

His  brow  no  high-crown  a  turban  bore. 
But  in  its  stead  a  shawl  of  red, 

Wreathed  lightly  round,  his  temples  wore : 
That  dagger,  on  whose  hilt  the  gem 
Were  worthy  of  a  diadem. 
No  longer  glitter'd  at  his  waist. 
Whore  pistols  unadom'd  were  braced; 
And  from  his  belt  a  sabre  swung. 
And  fn)m  his  shoulder  loosely  hung 
The  cloak  of  w  hite,  the  thin  capote 
Tltat  decks  tlie  wandering  Canciiote : 
Beneath — his  golden-plated  vest 
Clung  Uke  a  cuirass  to  his  breast; 
Tlie  greaves  below  his  knee  that  wound 
With  silvery  scales  were  sheathed  and  bound. 
But  were  it  not  that  high  command 
Spake  in  his  eye,  and  tone,  and  hand. 
All  that  a  careless  eye  could  see 
In  him  was  some  young  Galioug^.  ^ 


« I  said  I  was  not  wh:it  I  seem'd; 

And  now  thou  seest  my  words  were  true: 
I  have  a  tale  thou  liast  not  dream'd. 

If  sooth — its  truth  must  others  rue. 
Bfy  story  now  *t  were  vain  to  bide; 
I  must  not  see  thee  Osman's  bride : 
But  had  not  thine  own  lips  decbred 
How  much  of  that  young  heart  I  shared, 
I  could  not,  must  not,  yet  have  sliown 
The  darker  secret  of  my  own. 
In  this  I  speak  not  now  of  love ; 
That,  let  time,  truth,  and  peril  prove: 
But  first — Oh  !  never  wed  another— 
Zuleika!  I  am  not  tliy  brother!>» 

Xf. 

m  Oh !  not  my  brother !— yet  unsay — 

God !  am  I  left  alone  ou  earth 
To  mourn — I  dare  not  curse — the  day 

Tliat  Miw  my  solitary  birth? 
Oh !  thou  wilt  love  me  now  no  more! 

My  sinking  heart  forel»oded  ill ; 
But  know  me  all  I  was  before. 

Thy  sister— friend— Zuleika  still. 
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Thoa  led'st  mc  here  perchance  to  kill ; 
If  thou  hast  cause  for  rengeance,  see! 

My  breast  U  offer  d— take  thy  fill ! 
Far  better  with  the  dead  to  be 
Than  live  thus  notliiiiG  now  to  thee: 

Perhaps  far  worse,  for  now  I  knotf 

Why  Giaffir  always  seem'd  thy  foe; 

And  I,  alas !  am  Giaffir  s  child, 

For  whom  thou  wort  contemn  d,  reviled. 

If  not  thy  sister— wouldst  thou  save 

My  Ufe,  Oh !  bid  me  be  thy  slave !» 

XII. 
«  My  slave,  Zuleika  I— nay,  I  'm  thine  : 

But,  gentle  love,  this  transport  calm, 
Thy  lot  shall  yet  bo  link'd  with  minej 
I  swear  it  by  our  Prophet's  shrine. 

And  be  that  thought  thy  sorrow's  balm. 
So  may  the  Koran »9  verse  displayd 
Upon  its  steel  direct  my  blade. 
In  danger  s  hour  tg  guard  us  both, 
As  I  preserve  that  awful  oath ! 
The  name  in  which  thy  heart  hath  prided 

Must  change;  but,  my  Zuleika,  know, 
That  tie  is  widen'd,  not  divided. 

Although  tliy  sire 's  my  deadliest  foe. 
My  fatlier  was  to  Giaffir  all 

That  Selim  late  was  deem'd  to  thee  f 
That  brother  wrought  a  brother  s  fall, 

But  spared,  at  least,  my  infancy  j 
And  luU'd  me  with  a  vain  deceit 
Tliat  yet  a  like  return  may  meet 
He  reard  me,  not  with  tender  help, 

But  like  the  nephew  of  a  Cain ;  ^ 
lie  watch'd  me  like  a  lion's  whelp. 

That  gnaws  and  yet  may  break  his  chain. 

My  father's  blood  in  every  vein 
Is  boiling;  but  for  thy  dear  sake 
No  present  vengeance  will  I  take ; 

Though  here  I  must  no  more  remain. 
But  first,  beloved  Zuleika !  hear 
How  Giaffir  wrought  this  deed  of  fear. 

xiir. 

«  How  first  their  strife  to  rancour  grew. 

If  love  or  envy  made  them  foes, 
It  matters  Httle  if  I  knew; 
In  fiery  spirits,  slights,  though  few 

And  thoughtless,  will  disturb  repose. 
In  war  Abdallah's  arm  was  strong, 
Remember'd  yet  in  Bosniac  song, 
And  Paswan's'*  rebel  hordes  attest 
How  little  love  they  bore  such  guest : 
His  death  is  all  I  need  relate, 
The  stern  effect  of  Giaffir  s  hate ; 
And  how  my  birth  disclosed  to  me, 
Whatc'er  beside  it  makes,  hath  made  me  free. 

XIV. 
«  When  Paswan,  after  years  of  strife, 
At  last  for  power,  but  first  for  life, 
In  Widins  walls  too  proudly  sate. 
Our  Pachas  rallied  round  the  state ; 
Nor  last  nor  least  in  high  command 
Each  brother  led  a  separate  band ; 


They  gave  their  horsetails'*  to  the  wind. 

And,  mustering  in  Sophia's  plain, 
Tlieir  tents  were  pitch'd,  their  post  assign'd; 

To  one,  alas !  assign'd  in  vain ! 
What  need  uf  words?  tlie  deadly  bowl. 

By  Giaffir's  order  druggd  and  given, 
W^itli  venom,  subtle  as  his  soul, 

Dismiss'd  Abdallah's  hence  to  heaven. 
Reclined  and  feverish  in  the  bath,     . 

He,  when  the  hunter's  sporl  was  up. 
But  little  deem'd  a  brother's  wrath 

To  quench  his  thirst  luid  such  i^cup : 
Tlie  bowl  a  bribed  attendant  bore ; 
He  drank  one  draught,^*  nor  needed  morel 
If  thou  my  tale,  Zuleika,  doubt. 
Call  Haroun— he  can  tell  it  out. 

XV. 

«  The  deed  once  done,  and  Paswan's  feud 
In  part  suppress'd,  though  ne'er  subdued, 
Abdallah's  pacltalick  was  gain'd : 
Thou  know'st  not  what  in  our  Divan 
Can  wealth  procure  for  worse  tlian  man— 
Ab<Ullah's  honours  were  obtaiu'd 
By  him  a  brother  s  murder  suiu'd ; 
T  is  true,  tlie  piu-cliase  nearly  drain'd 
His  ill-got  treasure,  soon  replaced. 
Wouldst  question  whence?  Survey  the  wast 
And  ask  the  squalid  peasant  how 
His  gains  repay  h'ls  broiling  brow? 
Why  me  the  stern  usurper  spared, 
Why  thus  with  me  his  palace  shared, 
I  know  not.     Shame,  regret,  remorse. 
And  little  fear  from  infant's  force; 
Besides,  adoption  as  a  son 
By  him  whom  llcavon  accorded  none. 
Or  some  unknown  cabal,  caprice. 
Preserved  me  thun^ — but  not  in  peace : 
He  cannot  curb  his  haughty  mood, 
Nor  I  forgive  a  father's  blood. 

XVI. 

«  Within  thy  father's  house  arc  foes ; 

Not  all  who  break  his  bread  are  true  : 
To  these  should  I  my  birth  disclose, 

His  days,  his  very  hours  were  few. 
They  only  want  a  heart  to  lead, 
A  hand  to  point  them  to  the  deed. 
But  Haroun  only  knows,  or  knew 

This  tale,  whose  close  is  almost  nigh : 
He  ill  Abdallah's  palace  grew, 

And  held  that  post  in  his  Serai 

Which  holds  he  here— he  saw  him  dfc: 
But  what  could  single  slavery  do? 
Avenge  his  lord  I  alas  I  too  late; 
Or  save  his  son  from  such  a  fate? 
He  chose  the  last,  and  when  elate 

With  foes  sub<lued,  or  friends  belray'd. 
Proud  Giaffir  in  high  triumph  sate. 
He  led  mc  helpless  to  his  gate, 

And  not  in  vain  it  seems  essay'd 

To  save  the  life  for  which  he  pray'd. 
The  knowledge  of  my  birth  secured 

From  all  and  each,  but  most  from  rae; 
Tluis  Giaffir's  safety  was  ensured. 
•   Removed  he  too  from  Roumelie 
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To  tbb  our  Asiatic  side, 

Far  from  our  seats  by  Danube's  tide, 

With  none  but  Haroun,  tvbo  reuins 
Such  knowledge — aud  that  Nubian  feels 

A  tyrant's  secrets  are  but  chains 
From  whicli  the  captive  gladly  steals, 
AimI  this  and  more  to  me  reveals: 
Such  Alill  to  guilt  just  Alia  sends— 
Slaves,  tools,  accomplices — no  friends! 

XVII. 

«  All  this,  Zuleika,  hardily  sounds ; 

Rut  harsher  still  my  ule  roust  be : 
Ho^eer  ray  tongue  thy  softness  wouimU, 

Yet  I  must  prove  all  truth  to  thee. 

I  saw  thee  start  this  garb  to  see, 
Y«'t  is  it  one  I  oft  have  worn. 

And  long  must  wear:  this  Galiougee, 
To  whom  thy  plighted  ^ow  is  sworn, 

U  leader  of  those  pirate  hordes. 
Whose  laws  and  lives  are  on  their  swords; 
To  bear  whose  desolating  talc 
Would  make  thy  waning  cheek  more  pale: 
T^jose  arms  thou  see'st  my  band  have  brought, 
The  hands  that  wield  are  not  remote; 
This  cup  too  for  the  rugged  kuaves 

Is  fiU'd — once  quaffd,  they  ne'er  repine : 
Our  Prophet  might  forgive  tlie  slaves; 

They  *re  only  infidels  in  wine. 

xvrii. 

«  Wiat  could  I  be?  Proscribeil  at  home, 

Aud  taunted  to  a  with  to  roam ; 

And  listless  loft— for  Ciaffir's  fear 

I>cnirtl  tho  courser  and  the  spear — 

Though  oft — Oh,  Mahomet !  how  oft  !— 

In  full  Divan  the  despot  scoff d. 

As  if  my  weak  unwilling  hand 

Refused  the  bridle  or  the  brand: 

He  ever  went  to  war  alone, 

And  pent  me  here  untried,  unknown ; 

To  Ilaroun's  care  with  women  left. 

By  hope  unble&t,  of  fome  bereft. 

While  thou — whose  softness  long  endear'd. 

Though  it  unmann'd  me,  still  had  cheer'd— 

To  Brusa's  walls  for  safety  sent, 

Awaited'st  there  the  field's  event. 

Haroun,  who  saw  my  spirit  pining 

Beneath  inaction  s  sluggish  yoke. 
His  captive,  though  with  dread  resigning. 

My  thraldom  for  a  season  broke. 
On  promise  to  return  before 
The  day  when  Giaffir's  charge  was  o'er. 
T  is  vain— my  tongue  cannot  impart 
My  almost  drunkenness  of  heart. 
When  first  this  Hberatcd  eye 
Survey'd  earth,  ocean,  sun,  and  sky, 
As  if  ray  spirit  pierced  them  through. 
And  all  their  inmost  wonders  knew ! 
One  T»ord  alone  ci'n  paint  to  thee 
That  more  than  feeling — I  was  free! 
E'en  for  thy  presence  ceased  to  pine ; 
The  world-  nay— heaven  itself  was  Aline! 

XIX. 

"The  shnllcp  of  a  rru»ty  Mtor 
Convey  d  me  from  this  idle  shore; 


I  long'd  to  see  the  isles  that  gem 

Old  Ocean's  purple  diadem : 

I  sought  by  turns,  and  taw  them  all;^ 

But  when  and  where  I  join  d  the  crew,     ^ 
With  whom  I'm  pledged  to  rise  or  fall, 

When  III  that  we  design  to  do 
Is  done,  't  will  then  be  time  more  meet 
To  tell  thee  when  the  tale 's  complete. 

XX. 

«  T  is  true,  they  are  a  lawless  brood. 
But  rough  in  form,  nor  mild  in  mood; 
And  every  creed,  and  every  race. 
With  them  hath  found— may  find  a  pUce: 
But  open  speech,  and  ready  hand,    ' 
Obedience  to  their  chiefs  command ; 
A  soul  for  every  enterprise. 
That  ne\er  sees  with  terror's  eyes; 
Friendship  for  each,  aud  faith  to  all. 
And  vengeance  vow'd  for  those  who  fall. 
Have  made  them  fitting  instruments 
For  more  than  even  my  own  intents. 
And  some — and  I  have  studied  all 

Distinguish'd  from  the  vulgar  rank. 
But  chiefly  to  my  council  caU 

The  wisdom  of  the  cautious  Frank — 
And  some  to  higher  thoughts  aspire. 
The  last  of  Lambro's  ^^  patriots  there 
Anticipated  freedom  share; 
And  oft  around  the  cavern  fire 
On  visionary  scliemes  debate. 
To  snatch  the  Rayahs  ^  firom  their  fate. 
So  let  them  case  their  hearts  with  prate 
Of  equal  riglits,  which  man  ne'er  knew ; 
I  have  a  love  for  freedom  too. 
Ay  !  let  me  like  the  ocean-patriarch  h  roam. 
Or  only  know  on  land  the  Tartar's  home !  ^ 
My  tent  on  shore,  my  galley  on  tlie  sea. 
Are  more  than  cities  and  serais  to  me: 
Borne  by  my  steed,  or  wafted  by  my  sail. 
Across  the  desert,  or  before  the  gale. 
Bound  where  thou  wilt,  my  barb!  or  glide,  my  prow  ! 
But  be  the  star  that  guides  the  wanderer,  thou! 
Thou,  my  Zuleika,  shate  and  bless  my  bark ; 
The  dove  of  peace  and  promise  to  mine  ark ! 
Or,  since  that  hope  denied  in  worlds  of  strife. 
Be  thou  the  rainbow  to  the  storms  of  life ! 
The  evening  beam  that  smiles  the  clouds  away. 
And  tints  to-morrow  with  prophetic  ray! 
Blest — as  the  Mueizin's  strain  from  Mecca's  wall 
To  pilgrims  pure  and  prostrate  at  his  call: 
Soft — as  the  melody  of  youthful  days. 
That  steals  the  trembling  tear  of  speechless  praise; 
Dear — as  his  native  song  to  exile's  ears. 
Shall  sound  each  tone  thy  long-loved  voice  endears. 
For  thee  in  those  bright  isles  is  built  a  bower 
Blooming  as  Aden  H  in  its  earliest  hour. 
A  thousand  swords,  with  ^elin^s  heart  and  hand. 
Waif —wave— defend — destroy — at  thy  command! 
Girt  by  my  baud,  Zuleika  at  my  side, 
'*'he  spoil  of  nations  shall  liodcrk  my  bride. 
The  h<i**nm's  languid  )oars  of  lisiK'SS  ease 
A'  '  ^fll  TsignM  fcr  car*?? — fir  joys  like  i!ic-C: 
Not  ulind  to  fate,  ?  s-..: ,  whe'-.»>r  I  rove, 
Uanuiaber'd  perls — bill  one  oiuy  love ! 

^o 
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Tet  well  my  toils  shall  that  fond  breast  repay, 

Though  fortune  frown,  or  falser  friends  betray. 

How  dear  the  dream  in  darkest  hours  of  ill. 

Should  all  be  changed,  to  find  thee  faithful  still ! 

Be  but  thy  soul,  like  Selims,  firmly  shown; 

To  thee  be  Selim's  tender  as  thine  own  ; 

To  soothe  each  sorrow,  share  in  each  delight, 

Blend  every  thought,  do  ^U— but  disunite  I 

Once  fr^,  'tis  mine  our  horde  again  to  guide; 

Friends  to  each  other,  foes  to  aught  beside : 

Yet  there  we  follow  but  the  bent  assign'd 

By  futai  nature  to  man's  warring  kind: 

Mark !  where  his  carnage  and  his  conquests  cease ! 

He  makes  a  solitude,  and  calls  it — peace ! 

I,  like  the  rest,  must  use  my  skill  or  strength. 

But  ask  no  land  beyond  my  sabre's  length : 

Power  sways  but  by  division — her  resource 

The  blest  alternative  of  fraud  or  force ! 

Ours  be  the  last;  in  time  deceit  mav  come, 

When  cities  cage  us  in  a  social  home : 

There  even  thy  soul  might  err — how  oft  the  heart 

Corruption  shakes  which  peril  could  not  part ! 

And  woman,  more  than  man,  when  death  or  wor 

Or  even  disgrace  would  lay  her  lover  low. 

Sunk  in  the  lap  of  luxury  will  shame — 

A^»ay  suspicion  I — not  Zuieika's  name! 

But  life  is  liazard  at  the  best;  and  here 

No  more  remains  to  win,  and  much  to  fear : 

Yes,  fear  I — the  doubt,  the  dread  of  losing  thee, 

By  Osman's  power  and  Giaffir's  stem  decree. 

That  dread  shall  vanish  with  the  favouring  gnle, 

Which  love  to<night  hath  promised  to  my  sail : 

No  danger  daunts  the  pair  his  smile  hath  blest. 

Their  steps  still  roving,  but  their  hearts  at  rest. 

With  thee  all  toils  are  sweet,  each  clime  hath  charms ; 

Earth — sea  alike — our  world  within  our  arms! 

Ay — let  the  loud  winds  whistle  o'er  the  deck. 

So  that  those  arms  cling  closer  round  my  neck : 

The  deepest  murmur  of  this  Up  shall  be 

No  sigh  for  safety,  but  a  prayer  for  thee  ! 

The  wars  of  elements  no  fears  impart 

To  love,  whose  deadliest  bane  is  human  art: 

Ther<  lie  the  only  rocks  our  course  can  cheek ; 

Here  moments  menace — Aere  are  years  of  wreck ! 

But  hence  ye  thoughts  that  rise  in  horror's  shape ! 

Tliis  hour  bestows,  or  ever  bars  escape. 

Few  words  remain  of  mine  my  tale  to  close ; 

Of  thine  but  one  to  waft  us  from  our  foes ; 

Yea — foes — to  me  will  Giaffir's  hate  decline  ? 

And  is  not  Osman,  who  woukl  part  us,  thine  ? 

XXI. 

*  His  head  and  faith  from  doubt  and  death 
Relum'd  in  time  my  guard  to  save; 
Few  heard,  none  told,  that  o'er  the  wave 

From  isle  to  i:^le  I  roved  the  while: 

And  since,  though  parted  from  my  band. 

Too  seldom  now  I  leave  the  land. 

No  deed  they  've  done,  nor  deed  shall  do, 

Ere  I  have  heard  and  doom'd  it  too: 

I  form  the  plan,  decree  the  spoil, 

T  is  fit  I  oftener  share  the  toil. 

But  now  too  long  I  've  held  thine  ear ; 

Time  presses,  floats  my  bark,  and  here 

We  leave  behind  but  liate  and  fear. 


To-morrow  Osman  with  his  train 
Arrives— to-night  must  break  thy  chain  j 
And  wouldst  thou  save  that  haughty  Bey, 

Perchance  his  life  wbo^gave  thee  thine. 
With  me  this  hour'away — away ! 

But  yet,  though  thou  art  plighted  mine, 
Wouldst  thou  recal  thy  willing  tow, 
Appall'd  by  truths  imparted  now, 
Here  rest  I— not  to  see  thee  wed : 
But  be  that  peril  on  my  head!» 

XXH. 

Zuleika,  mute  and  motionlesit. 

Stood  like  that  statue  of  distress. 

When,  her  last  hope  for  ever  gone. 

The  motlier  harden'd  into  stone; 

All  in  the  maid  that  eye  could  see 

Was  but  a  younger  Niob^. 

But  ere  her  lip,  or  even  her  eye, 

Essay'd  to  speak,  or  look  reply. 

Beneath  the  garden's  wicket  porch 

Far  flasli'd  on  high  a  blazing  torch! 

Another — and  another — and  anotlier — 

«  Oh  I  fly — no  more— yet  now  my  more  than  bnidierli 

Far,  wide,  through  every  thicket  spread. 
The  fearful  lights  are  gleaming  red ; 

Nor  these  alone— for  each  right  hand 
Is  ready  with  a  sheathless  brand. 
They  part,  pursue,  return,  and  wheel 
With  searching  flambeau,  shining  steel ; 
And  last  of  all,  his  sabre  waving, 
Sccrn  Giaffir  in  his  fury  raving: 
And  now  almost  they  touch  the  care— 
Oh  !  must  that  grot  be  Selim's  grave  ? 

XXIII. 
Dauntless  he  stood — «  T  is  come — toon  past — 
One  kiss,  Zuleika— 't  is  my  lost : 

But  yet  my  band  not  far  from  shore 
May  hear  this  signal,  see  the  flash; 
Yet  now  too  few — the  attempt  were  rash : 

No  matter — yet  oue  effort  more.* 
Forth  to  the  cavern  mouth  he  stept; 

llis  pistol's  echo  rang  on  high. 
Zuleika  started  not,  nor  wept. 

Despair  benumb'd  her  breast  and  eye ! — 
«  They  hear  me  not,  or  if  they  ply 
Their  oars,  't  is  but  to  see  me  die; 
That  sound  hath  drawn  my  foes  more  nigh. 
Then  forth  my  Other's  scimitar. 
Thou  ne'er  hast  seen  less  equal  war! 
Farewell,  Zuleika !— Sweet !  retire: 
Tet  stay  within— here  linger  safe. 
At  thee  his  rage  will  only  chafe. 
Stir  not — lest  even  to  thee  perchance 
Some  erring  blade  or  ball  should  glance. 
Fear'st  thou  for  him  ? — may  1  expire 
If  in  this  strife  I  seek  thy  sire ! 
No— though  by  him  that  poison  pour'd; 
No— though  again  he  call  me  coward! 
But  lamely  shall  I  meet  their  steel? 
No — as  each  crest  save  his  may  feel !» 

XXIV. 

One  botmd  he  made,  and  gnin'd  the  sand: 
Already  at  his  feet  hath  sunk 
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The  foremost  of  the  prying  band, 

A  gasping  head,  a  quivering  trunk  : 
Another  falls — but  round  him  close 
A  swarming  circle  of  his  foes  ; 
From  right  to  left  his  path  he  cleft, 

And  almost  met  the  meeting  wave: 
His  boat  ap)K>ars— not  live  oars'  length — 
His  comrades  strain  with  desperate  strcngth- 

Oh  I  are  llicy  yet  in  time  to  save  ? 

His  ffot  the  foremost  breakers  lave  ; 
His  liand  are  plunging  in  the  bay, 
Thrir  sabres  ghfter  through  the  spray  ; 
Wcc — wild — unwearied  to  the  strand 
They  stiUggle—now  they  touch  the  land ! 
They  come — *t  is  but  to  add  to  slaughter — 
Uis  heart's  best  blood  is  on  the  water  ! 

XXY. 

Escaped  from  shot,  unharm'd  by  steel. 

Or  scarcely  grazed  its  force  to  feel. 

Had  Selim  won,  betray'd,  beset. 

To  where  the  strand  and  billows  met : 

There  as  his  last  step  left  the  land. 

And  the  last  death-blow  dealt  his  liand— 

Ah !  wherefore  did  he  turn  to  look 

For  her  his  eye  but  sought  in  vainT 
Tliat  pause,  that  fatal  gaze  he  took. 

Hath  doom'd  his  death,  or  fix'd  bis  chain. 
Sad  proof,  in  peril  and  in  pain. 
How  late  will  lovers  hope  remain! 
Uis  back  was  to  the  dashing  spray ; 
Behind,  but  close,  his  comrades  lay, 
^lien,  at  the  instant,  hiss'd  the  ball— 
«  So  may  the  foes  of  Gbffir  fall  !n 
^liose  Toice  is  heard?  whose  carbine  rang  ? 
Whose  bullet  through  the  night-air  sang. 
Too  nearly,  deadly  aim'd  to  err? 
Tis  thine— Abdullah's  murderer  ! 
The  father  slowly  'ued  thy  hate, 
Tlie  son  hath  found  a  quicker  fate : 
Fast  from  his  breast  the  blood  is  bubbling. 
The  whiteness  of  the  sea*foam  troubling — 
If  auglit  his  lips  essay'd  to  groan, 
Tlie  rushing  billows  choak'd  the  tone ! 

XXVI. 

Mom  slowly  rolls  the  clouds  away ; 

Few  trophies  of  the  fight  are  there : 
The  shouts  that  shook  the  midnight-bay 
Are  silent ;  but  some  signs  of  fray 

Tliat  strand  of  strife  may  boar,  * 

And  fragments  of  each  sliiver  d  brand  : 
Steps  stamp'd;  and  dash'd  into  the  s;iud 
The  print  of  many  a  struggling  hand 

)lay  there  be  mark'd;  nor  far  remote 

A  broken  torch,  an  oarless  boat; 
And  tangled  on  the  weeds  that  heap 
The  beach  where  shelving  to  the  deep 

Tliere  lies  a  white  capote  ! 
T  is  rent  in  twain — one  dark-red  stain 
The  wave  yet  ripples  o'er  in  vain : 

But  where  is  he  who  wore  ? 
Ye  I  who  would  o'er  his  relics  werp 
(<o,  seek  them  where  the  surges  sweep 
Their  burthen  round  Siga»um's  steep. 
And  cast  on  Lemnos'  shore  : 


The  sea-birds  sliriek  above  the  prey, 
O'er  which  their  hungry  beaks  deky. 
As  shaken  on  his  restless  pillow. 
His  head  braves  with  the  heaving  billow; 
Tliat  hand,  whose  motion  is  not  life. 
Yet  feebl]^«eems  to  menace  strife, 
Flung  by  the  tossing  tide  on  high. 

Then  levell'd  with  the  wave — 
What  recks  it,  though  that  corse  shall  lit 

Within  a  living  grave? 
The  bird  that  tears  that  prostrate  form 
Hath  only  robb'd  the  meaner  worm; 
The  only  heart,  the  only  eye 
Had  bled  or  wept  to  see  him  die, 
Had  seen  those  scatter'd  limbs  composed. 

And  mourn'd  above  his  turban-stone,  ^ 
That  heart  hath  burst — that  eye  was  closed — 

Yea — closed  before  his  own ! 

XXYII. 

I  By  Helle's  striram  tliere  is  a  voice  of  wail ! 

I  And  woman's  eye  is. wet — man's  cheek  is  pale : 

I  Zuleika!  last  of  Giaffir's  race, 

I      Thy  destined  lord  is  Come  too  late; 
He  sees  not — ne'er  sliall  sec  thy  face! 
Can  he  not  hear 

The  loud  Wul-wulleh4»  warn  his  distant  ear? 
Thy  handmaids  weeping  at  the  gate. 
The  Kornn-ohaunters  of  the  hymn  of  fate. 
The  silent  slaves  with  folded  arms  that  wail, 

Sighs  in  the  hall,  and  shrieks  upon  the  gale. 
Tell  him  thy  tale  ! 

Thou  didst  not  view  thy  Selim  fall ! 

That  fearful  moment  when  he  left  the  cave 
Thy  heart  grew  chill : 

He  was  thy  hope — thy  joy — thy  love — thine  all — 
And  that  last  thought  on  him  thou  couldst  not  save 
Sufficed  to  kill; 

Rurst  forth  in  one  wild  cry — and  all  was  still. 
Peace  to  thy  broken  heart,  and  virgin  grave ' 

Ah  !  happy !  but  of  life  to  lose  the  worst ! 

That  grief — though  deep — though  fotal — was  thy  first! 

Thrice  haj>py  !  ne'er  to  feel  nor  fear  the  force 

Of  absence,  shame,  pride,  liate,  revenge,  remorse! 

And,  oh!  that  pang  where  more  tlian  madness  lies! 

The  worm  that  will  not  sleep — and  never  dies; 

Thought  of  the  gloomy  day  and  ghastly  night. 

That  dreads  the  darkness,  and  yet  loathes  the  light, 

Tliat  winds  around,  and  tears  tlie  quivering  heart ! 

Ah  !  wherefore  not  consume  it—and  depart ! 

Woe  to  thee,  rash  and  unrelenting  chief ! 
Vainly  thou  heap'st  the  dust  upon  thy  head. 
Vainly  the  sackcloth  o'er  thy  limbs  dost  spread  : 
hy  tliat  same  hand  Alidallah — Selim  bled. 

^ow  let  it  tear  thy  beard  in  idle  grief: 

Thy  pride  of  heart,  thy  bride  for  Osman's  bed, 

Shc,.whom  thy  sultan  had  but  seen  to  wed. 
Thy  daughter 's  dead ! 
Hope  of  thine  age,  thy  twiliglit's  lonely  beam. 
Tlie  star  hath  set  that  shone  on  Helle's  stream. 

What  quench'd  its  ray? — the  blood  that  thou  hast  shed ! 

Hark !  to  the  hurried  question  of  despair : 

«<  Where  is  my  child ?»  an  echo  answers — «i  Where  ?>»4« 

XXVIH. 
Within  the  placf>  of  thousand  tombs 
That  sliine  beneath,  while  dark  aliovt 


I 


1 56 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


tbe  lad  but  liTin;  cypreu  ^ooms 

And  withera  oof,  tlMmgh  bnmch  and  kaf 

Are  ftampd  with  an  eternal  grief, 

lAke  early  nnreqiiited  lore, 
One  spot  exists,  which  ever  blooms, 

Even  in  that  deadly  grore —  "  :*' 

A  stttgle  rose  is  shedding  there 

Its  lonely  lustre,  meek  and  pale : 
It  looks  as  planted  by  despair — 

So  white — so  faint — the  slightest  gale 
Might  whiri  the  leaves  on  high ; 

And  yet,  though  storms  and  blight  assail. 
And  hands  more  rude  than  wintry  sky 

May  wring  it  from  the  stem — in  vain — 

To-morrow  sees  it  bloom  again ! 
The  stalk  some  spirit  gently  rears, 
And  waters  with  celestial  tears; 
'  For  well  may  maids  of  Helie  deem 
That  this  can  be  no  earthly  flower, 
Which  mocks  the  tempest's  withering  hour, 
And  buds  unshelter'd  by  a  bower ; 
Nor  droops,  though  spring  refuse  her  shower. 

Nor  woos  the  summer  beam  : 
To  it  the  livelong  night  there  sings 

A  bird  unseen — but  not  remote : 
Invisible  his  airy  wings. 
But  soft  as  harp  that  Houri  strings 

His  long  entrancing  note  I 
It  were  the  bulbul ;  but  his  throat. 

Though  mournful,  pours  not  such  a  strain: 
For  they  who  listen  cannot  leave 
The  spot,  but  linger  there  and  grieve 

As  if  they  loved  in  vaio ! 
And  yet  so  itweet  the  tears  they  slied, 
*T  is  sorrow  so  unmix'd  with  dread. 
They  scarce  can  bear  the  morn  to  break 

That  melancholy  spdl. 
And  longer  yet  would  weep  and  wake, 

He  sings  so  wild  and  w^ ! 
But  when  the  day-blush  bursts  irom  high 
Expires  tliat  magic  melody. 
And  some  have  been  who  could  believe 
(So  fondly  youthful  dreams  deceive. 

Yet  harsh  be  they  that  blame) 
That  note  so  piercing  and  profound 
Will  shape  aud  syllable  its  sound 

Into  Zuleika's  nnme.  43 
T  is  from  her  cypress'  summit  heard, 
Tluit  melts  in  air  the  liquid  word  : 
Tis  from  her  lowly  virgin  earth 
Tliat  white  rose  takes  its  tender  birth. 
There  late  was  laid  a  marble  stone ; 
Eve  saw  it  placed — the  morrow  gone  ! 
It  was  no  mortal  arm  that  bore 
Tliat  deep-fix'd  pillar  to  the  shore ; 
For  there,  as  llelle's  legends  tell. 
Next  mom  't  was  found  where  Selim  fell ; 
Lash'd  by  the  tumbling  tide,  whose  wave 
Denied  his  bones  a  holier  grave: 
And  there,  by  night,  reclined,  'i  is  said, 
Is  seen  a  ghastly  turbao'd  head  : 
And  hence  extended  by  the  billow, 
Tis  named  the  m Piraic-phantom's  pillow  !» 
Where  first  it  Iny  tliat  mourning  flower 
Ilath  flourish'd ;  flourislieth  this  hour, 
\lone  and  dewy,  coldly  pure  and  pale  ; 
\s  weeping  beauty's  cheek  at  sorrow's  tale ! 


NOTES. 


Note  I.  I^ge  14^,  line  8. 

Wai  faiBt  o'er  Um  finlMit  of  Gul  !■  ker  Mmi. 

«  GulfW  the  rose. 

Note  3.  Page  146,  line  17. 

Can  h«  Miile  oa  turb  dttJk  m  hia  ckiMrca  haw  iomt  t 

■  SoaU  maJa  of  firr,  aad  ckiMraa  «f  ib«  ma. 
With  whom  ravaaf e  it  virtaa.* 

T**««*a  RarvcB. 


|P* 


Note  3.  Page  i47t  line  3i.     , 

With  Majnoaa'fl  tala.  or  Sadi'a  aaaf. 

Mejnoun  and  Leila,  the  Romeo  and  Juliet  of  the 
Cast.    Sadi,  the  moral  poet  of  Persia. 

Note  4*  Page  147,  line  3a. 

Till  I,  who  haard  ibe  drop  taaibaar. 

Tambour,  Turkish  drum,  which  sounds  at  sunrise, 
noon,  and  twilight. 

Note  5.  Page  i4r,  line  io3. 

Ha  »  aa  Arab  to  mj  aiglit. 

The  Turks  abhor  the  Arabs  (who  return  the  compli- 
ment a  hundred  fold)  even  more  than  they  hate  the 
Christians. 

Note  6.  Page  148,  line  la. 

Tba  Bind,  ibe  aaaaic  broaikiag  fVaa  bar  Am*. 

This  expression  has  met  with  objections.  I  will  not 
refer  to  «  him  who  hath  not  Music  in  his  soul,*  but 
merely  request  tlie  reader  to  recollect,  for  ten  tecoads, 
the  features  of  the  woman  whom  he  beUeres  to  be  the 
most  beautiful ;  and  if  he  then  docs  not  comprdirad 
fully  what  is  feebly  expressed  iu  the  above  line,  I  shall 
he  sorry  for  us  both.  For  an  eloquent  passage  in  the 
latest  work  of  the  first  female  writer  of  this,  periups 
of  any  age,  on  the  analogy  (and  the  immediate  com- 
parison excited  by  tliat  analogy)  between  « painting 
and  music,»  sec  vol.  iii.  cap.  10.  Db  L'Allema«hb.  And 
is  not  tlijs  connexion  still  stronger  with  the  originiil 
than  the  copy  T  With  the  colouring  of  nature  tlian  of 
art?  After  all,  this  is  rather  to  be  felt  than  described; 
still  I  think  there  are  some  who  will  understand  it,  at 
least  thry  would  have  done  liad  they  beheld  the  coun- 
tenance whose  speaking  harmony  suggested  the  idea; 
for  this  passage  is  not  drawn  from  imagination  but 
memory,  that  mirror  which  affliction  dashes  to  tlie 
earth,  and  looking  down  upon  the  fragments,  only  be- 
holds the  reflection  multiplied ! 

Note  7.  Page  148,  line  34* 

Bui  yet  iha  line  ofCarataaa. 

Carasraan  Oglon,  or  Kara  Osman  Oglou,  is  the  prin- 
cipal landholder  in  Turkey;  he  governs  Magnesia:  those 
who,  by  a  kind  of  feudal  tenure,  possess  land  on  con- 
dition of  service,  arc  called  Timariots:  they  serve  as 
Spnhis,  according  to  the  extent  of  territory,  i^nd  bring 
a  certain  number  iuto  the  field,  generally  cavalry. 

Note  8.  Page  148,  line  46. 

Aad  taai-b  the  neaacn^er  wbat  faia. 

When  a  Pacha  is  sufficiently  strong  to  resist,  the 
single  messenger,  who  is  always  the  first  bearer  of  the 
order  for  his  death,  is  strangled  instead,  and  some- 
times five  or  six,  00c  after  the  other,  on  the  Mmc 
errand,  by  command  of  the  refractory  patient ;  if,  on 
the  ^ntrary,  he  is  weak  or  loyal,  he  bows,  kisses  th^ 


THE  BBICE  OF  ABTD08. 


ri, 


Saltan*  nAp(c(4blc  tigiuLim,  ■ud  it  IrijuirruiiLi  wit} 

amoae  olben.  the  ktnd  of    ll^  l^cha  of  Daedal,  i 
inKt-  T<>une  miu,  cut  08  bj  tr»ehcry,  aftrr  ■  de 


Naie  to.     Pogc  148.  liiK  G6 

Chlbau(|H.  Ilie  TurkiiJi  pipe,  (if  *hir 
ibooUi^i^rT,  aod  KoiDclinKi  tli«  ball  « 

tkOD  of  l\tt  nealfhifr  orders. 


tluaHliDiin  ipniDenli  are  gcoenll]'  paiulcd,  io  gmt 

Cnntl»nliiiopl*,  wherria  the  principul  fcMnrr  U  ■  noble 
rDDIflnpl  ot  prmpeclLteL  beJow,  iirmji,  iCLBiLlari,  etc., 
tttt  iu  ^DcnJ  Aiacifully  uhI  not  ineleBaallj  dupotfd. 

Not(  17.     Pige  148.  line  111. 

ll  hat  bfcn  much  doubted  wbclbcnlic  aalM  uF  this 
•  Loter  of  Alt'  row,'  (re  ud  or  niFirjr^  and  Mr  Foi'o 
rpnurka  on  lUr  (uhjecl  luve  proiokcd  come  lettiied 
conlrnvoiiy  a*  to  tbe  opiouMU  of  tUa  ancifnu  on  the 
uibject.     1  dare  oot  venture  1  ccmjeeinrcoalbf!  point. 


i/Mr  FaiiuaiDiitUluii. 


D  ihe-i 


— ibe  auQFl  of  dpfllb. 
Note  19.     l>(iKei4g,liucG7. 

nuHof  tlie  Pmdaniilc  Suliaoii. 


Egripo— the  MeflmpooL     According  to  tbe  pniurt 
iikIu  of  Allirm,  an  tLe  *ont  of  their  rdjicclii 


Drli,  bni.M  -bo  form  ll>e  forlorn  hope  0 

then.- 

note  .3.    Pag,i5o,hueioi- 

•ilry,  and  alnji  begin  the  nciioD. 

The  irnioBtlqg  about  ilu«eplthct.  -the  broad  Uel- 

Sot*  13,     P»gei4B,hinSi. 

niean>  one  or  tbe  other,  or  wlial  it  menu  at  all,  liai 

A  l*i>teit  fold  of  fill  ii  lued  for  ■cimiUr 

practice 

been  beyond  all  |>OBihility  of  delaU.  1  ha.e  even  beard 

llimugh  It  It  a  linglc  ttmke :  lomeliuies  ■  1 

ugh  .ur- 

ban  L.  UKd  f.w  the  am.  purpo«.     Tbe  jer 

reediia 

loimmlng  acro«  it  in  Dk   mean  lime,  and  probaJiiT 

(piiiteaf  blunt  jnelini,  ui mated  a od  graceful 

may  again.  heCon  the  point  i.  aetlled.     Indeed,  Ibe 

Note  14.     Paie  .48,  UDe  84. 

iiill  continue^  much  of  it  ruih>g  upon  tbe  talin.nic 

•  Olbilu,' Alia il  Allah,  tlie -Leibes,.  ai  lb 

Spanidi 

nord    .«7«(^<«:.    probably   Homer  I1.U    the   nmc 

pacta  call   iliem.  tlie  »und  i>  OUiJm  a  cry 

(  «hicb 

notion  of  distance  lJ>al  a  cuquctle  hu  of  lioie,  and 

ili«  Turki,  for  a  liJeul  people,  are  aomewba 

profu«. 

KheuhelaUuof  bnuudlcH,  mean^  balf  a  mile;  at  lh« 

p«1i™l.rlj  duriBB  iJie  jerrced,  or  in  Ihr   c 

OK.  but 

latter,  bya  like  figure,  .hen  >bc  nj.  .lee.wl  -tucli- 

muill;  in   balllc.    Their  atiimalion  in   the  G 

eld,  and 

■neut,  limply  ipeciUea  throe  •eeka. 

ffranly  in  the  chamber.  »ilJi  (bcir  plp«  and 

Dote  14.     PageiSo.linc  iii. 

laioa,  fonnauamuaiiig  contnit. 

Wh.A  a—.'.  ».  «  r^ili ""'. 

N.'le.y      Page  14s,  ilKcr..}. 

B.rfora  hii  Persian  in<a>ion.  and  crowned  tbe  altar 

T^P,-..*U.-,-r.^rf„r. 

with  laurel,  etc.     He  *at  aflerwardi  imiuted  byf^ra- 

•  Alar.gul,-  otlar  oF   roaes.      Tbe    Penia 

ia   Ike 

calla    io  hi.  t.ee.      It   L,  believed  thai  tbe  la.1  «!«. 

^ote  16.     Page  14B,  line  tsi. 

Palroclan  Game*.     1  b.«.  mi.   ibe  .beep  feding  on 

ibe  ton.b.  of  Xalcto  and  Antilocbu.;  th.  lini  ia  i* 

7**  oeiliiig  and  ..in«ol..  or  mthcr  -all 

of    LlU' 

the  rent,*  of  the  plain. 

Sole  a6,     PapeiSi 
Tlie  belief  in  anulcta  engiavei 


The  Koonee  {throne)  vcr 
le  Koran  deicribn  Ibe  altril 
i  engraved  iti  Ibis  manner, ' 
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Note  27.     Page  iSi,  line  18. 

AbJ  by  bar  Coisbalai*  list. 

« Comboloioo— a  Turkuli  rosary.  Tlie  MSS.,  par- 
ticularly those  of  the  Persians,  are  richly  adorned  and 
illuminated.  The  Greek  females  are  kept  in  utter  igno- 
rance; hut  many  of  the  Turkish  girls  are  highly  ac- 
compUshed,  though  not  actually  qualified  for  a  Chris- 
tian coterie ;  perhaps  some  of  our  own  «  hlues»  might 
not  be  the  worse  for  bleaching. 

Note  28.     Page-  i5i,  line  96. 

Ib  bin  wa«  tome  joaDg  Galioog^. 

«  Galiongeen — or  Galiongi,  a  sailor,  that  is,  a  Turk' 
ish  sailor;  the  Greeks  navigate,  the  Turks  work  the 
guns.  Their  dress  is  picturesque;  and  I  have  seen  tlic 
Capitan  Paclia  more  tlinn  ouce  wearing  it  ak  a  kind  of 
incog.  Their  legs,  however,  are  generally  naked.  The 
buskins  described  in  the  text  as  sheatlied  behind  with 
silver,  are  those  of  an  Arnaout  robber,  who  was  my 
host  (he  had  quitted  the  profession),  at  his  Pyrgo,  near 
Gastouni  in  the  Morea ;  they  were  plated  in  scales  one 
over  tlie  other,  like  the  back  of  an  armadillo. 

Note  'ic).     Page  iSa,  line  18. 

80  may  tb«  Koran  ▼•■••  HUplay'd. 

Tlie  characters  on  all  Turkish  scimitars  contain  '^ume- 
times  tlie  name  of  the  place  of  their  manufacture,  but 
more  generally  a  text  frodi  the  Koran,  in  letters  of  gold. 
Amongst  those  in  my  possession  is  one  with  a  blade  of 
singular  construction;  it  is  very  broad, *  and  the  edge 
notched  into  serpentine  curves  like  the  ripple  of  water, 
or  the  wavering  of  flame.  I  asked  the  Armenian  who 
sold  it,  what  possible  use  such  a  figure  could  add:  he 
said,  in  Italian,  that  he  did  not  know;  but  the  Mussul- 
mans had  an  idea  that  those  of  this  form  gave  a  severer 
wound;  and  liked  it  because  it  was  «  pin  feroce.w  I 
did  not  much  admire  tlie  reason,  but  bought  it  for 
its  peculiarity. 

Note  3o.     Page  iS's,  line  33. 

B«i(  Iih«  iba  aaphew  of  a  Caia. 

It  is  to  be  observed,  that  every  allasion  to  any  tiling 
or  personage  in  the  Old  Testament,  such  as  the  Ark,  or 
Gain,  is  equally  the  privilege  of  Mussulman  and  Jew ; 
indeed  the  former  profcM  to  be  much  better  acquainted 
with  the  lives,  true  and  fabulous,  of  the  patriarclu,  than 
is  warranted  by  our  own  Sacred  writ,  and  not  content 
with  Adam,  tliey  have  a  biography  of  Pre-Adamites. 
Solomon  is  the  monarch  of  all  necromancyyand  Moses  n 
prophet  inferior  only  to  Qirist  and  Mahomet.  Zuleika 
is  the  Persian  name  of  Poiiphar  s  wife,  and  her  amour 
with  Joseph  constitutes  one  of  the  finest  poems  in  their 
language.  It  is  therefore  no  viol.ition  of  costume  to  put 
the  names  of  Gain,  or  Noah,  into  the  mouth  of  a  .Moslem. 

Note  3i.     Page  i5:»,  line  49' 

Aad  Paavaa'a  rabrl  bnrdaa  attest. 

Paswan  Oglou,  the  rebel  of  Widin,  who  for  the  last 
years  of  his  life  set  the  whole  power  of  the  Porte  at 
defiance. 

Note  3t.     Page  i52,  line  tii. 

Tb«y  fav«  ibair  bore^taila  to  iba  wiad. 

Horsetail,  the  standard  of  a  Pacha. 

Note  33.     Page  i.'ia,  line  ';.\. 

H«  draak  ooo  drau^t,  n«r  ncrdud  morf  ' 

Giaftir,  Pacha  of  Argyro  Castro,  or  Scutari,  I  aui  not 


|i-' 


suiw  which,  was  aetnally  taken  off  by  the  AlbaMta  ig, 
in  the  maimer  described  in  the  text.  Ali  Pkcha,  vUb 
i  was  in  the  couotry,  married  the  daughter  of  his  ^ictin, 
some  years  after  the  event  bad  taken  pUce  at  a  balk  is 
Sophia,  or  Adrianople.  Tlie  poison  was  mixed  in  the 
cup  of  coffee,  which  is  pres4>nted  before  the  sherbet  bt 
the  bath-keeper,  after  dressing. 

Note  34.     Page  i53,  line  64. 

I  aaafbl  by  tttraa,  aa4  tarn  tbma  all. 

The  Turkish  notions  of  almost  all  islands  are  con&at^  | 

to  the  Archipelago,  the  sea  alluded  to.  | 

I 
Note  35.     Page  i53,  line  87.  j 

Tbc  laU  of  Laaibro'fl  pairioca  tborr.  I 

Lambro  Canxani,  a  Greek,  famous  for  his  efforts  is  1 
i7^9~9o  ^c  ^c  iodependeuce  of  his  country:  alw  ! 
doned  by  the   Kussians,  he  became  a  pirate,  and  tla 
Archipelago  was  the  scene  of  his  enterprises.  He  i«  taid 
to  be  still  alive  at  Petersburgh.  lie  and  Riga  are  tketvs 
most  celebrated  of  the  Greek  revolutionists. 


Note  36.     l^ge  i53,  line  91. 

To  aaatrk  ib«  Rayaba  from  iboir  fate. 

u  Rayahs,»  all  who  pay  the  capitation  tax,  called  ibe 
«  Haratch.» 

Note  37.     Page  1 53,  line  ^5. 

Ay!  lal  ■••  liiia  tba  ecooB-pairiarrli  rMB. 

This  first  of  voyages  is  one  of  the  few  with  which  tbe 
Mussulmans  profess  much  acquaintance. 

Note  38.     Page  1 53,  line  96. 

Or  ooly  know  ob  load  tbc  Tartar's  boBM. 

The  wandering  life  of  the  Arabs,  TarUrsandTorko- 
mans,  will  be  found  well  detaikxl  in  any  book  of  Caslen  | 
travels.  That  it  possesses  a  charm  peculiar  to  itself  caa-  I 
not  be  denied.  .\  young  French  rcnegado  c<Hifessed  to  j 
Chateaubriand,  that  he  never  found  himaelf  alone,  gsl-  | 
loping  in  the  desert,  without  a  sensation  appronching  to  . 
rapture,  which  was  indescribable.  ^ 

■ 

Note  39.     Page  1 53,  line  116.  I 

Bloooiinf  aa  AdcD  io  it*  aariiatt  bo«r.  | 

M  Jannat  al  Aden,M  the  perpetual  abode,  the  Hiaaul-  > 
man  Paradise. 

Note  4«-     Piigc  t55,  line  78. 

Aad  aioaro'd  abova  bit  tnrbaa-alona. 

A  turban  is  carved  in  stone  above  the  graves  of 

only.  I 

Note  41.     Page  i55,  line  87.  | 

The  load  Wul-wBHab  warn  hia  dittaBt  rar.  I 

The  dcath->ong  of  the  Turkish  women.  The  «  silent 
sl;nc«.rt  are  the  men  v»hose  notions  of  decorum  forbid 
complaint  in  public. 

Note  42.     Page  i55,  line  ia3.' 

f  Wbrra  it  my  cbild  >— an  acbo  aatwen— •  Wb«r«  !• 

« 1  came  to  the  place  of  my  birth  and  cried,  *  tlie 
friends  of  my  youth,  where  arc  they?'  and  an  Echo 
answered,  '  where  are  they  1'f  \ 

From  an  Arabic  MS,  1 

Tlic  above  quotation  (from  ^hich  the  idea  in  the  text  is  j 
taken)  must  be  already  familiar  to  every  reader — it  is 
gi\pn  in  the  fir>t  annotation,  page  67,  of  «  The  Pleasurrs 
of  Memory;*  a  poem  so  well  known  as  to  render  a 
reference  almost  superfluous;  but  to  whose  pagr>  all 
vkill  bedelightrd  to  recur. 


THE  CORSAIR. 
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Note  43*     Page  1 S6,  line  47- 

laio  Zaleilu't  imib*. 
■  Aa<i  airy  l«agaM  ibal  MjUtMt  aisn't  aaniM.a 

MILTON. 

For  a  belief  that  the  souk  of  tM  dead  inhabit  the  form 
of  birds,  ^e  need  not  travel  to  the  E:(ftt.  Lord  Lytlleton'n 
fjhfkit  story ;  the  belief  of  the  DucheM  of  Kendal,  that 
Cveorge  1.  flew  into  her  window  in  the  fchape  of  a  raven 


(see  Orford'.H  Reminifteeoces),  and  many  other  instances, 
bring  tliis  Huperstition  nearer  home.  Tlie  most  singular 
was  the  whim  of  a  Worcester  lady^j  who,  believing  her 
daii[;hter  to  exist  in  the  shape  of  a  singing  bird,  literally 
funii.shed  her  |)cw  in  tlie  Cathedral  with  cages-full  of  the 
kind;  and  as  she  was  rich,  and  a  benefactress  in  beauti- 
fying the  church,  no  objection  was  made  to  her  harmless 
folly- — For  this  anecdote,  seeOrfbrd's  Letters. 


Wat  €0WJa(?; 

A  TALE. 


I  %w\  pentirri  in  \m\  domir  ntm  pona.i. 
TASSO,  Camto  dccimo,  Cenuatrmmt*  Uiemlm. 


TO 


THOMAS  MOORE,  ESQ. 

MY  DEAR  MOORE, 

'I  DEuic^TK  to  you  the  last  production  with  which  I 
sliall  trc^tpass  on  public  patience,  ond  your  indulgence, 
for  some  yrar> ;  and  I  own  tliat  I  feel  anxious  to  avail 
myself  of  this  latest  and  only  opportunity  of  adorning 
my  p.igesi  with  a  name,  consecrated  by  unshaken  public 
principle,  abd  the  nfost  undoubted  and  various  talents. 
While  Ireland  ranks  you  among  the  firmest  of  her  pa- 
triot.s :  while  you  stand  alone  the  first  of  her  bards  in  her 
estimation,  and  Britain  repeats  and  ratifies  the  decree, 
permit  one,  whose  only  regret,  since  our  first  acquaint- 
ance, ban  l>een  the  years  he  had  lost  before  it  commenced, 
to  add  the  humble  but  sincere  suffrage  of  friendship,  to 
the  voice  of  more  than  one  nation.  It  will  at  least  prove 
to  you,  that  I  have  neither  forgotten  the  gratification 
derived  from  your  society,  nor  abandoned  the  prospect 
of  its  renewal,  wherievcr  your  leisure  or  inclination  allows 
)-ou  to  alone  to  your  friends  for  too  long  an  absence.  It 
is  said  .among  those  friends,  I  trust  truly,  that  you  are 
engaged  in  the  composition  of  a  poem  whose  scene  will 
he  laid  in  the  East :  none  can  do  those  scenes  so  much 
justice.  The  wrongs  of  your  own  country,  the  mngnifi- 
ceut  and  fiery  spirit  of  her  sons,  the  beauty  and  feeling  of 
tier  daughters,  may  there  be  found ;  and  Collins,  when 
he  denominated  his  Oriental  his  Irish  Eclogues,  was  not 
aware  how  true,  at  least,  was  a  part  of  his  parallel.  Your 
imagination  will  create  a  warmer  sun,  and  less  clouded 
sky;  but  wildness,  tenderness,  and  originality  are  part 
of  your  national  claim  of  oriental  descent,  to  which  you 
have  already  tlias  far  proved  your  title  more  clearly  tliaii 
the  most  zealous  of  your  country's  antiquarians. 

May  I  add  a  few  words  on  a  subject  on  which  all  men 
are  suppostnl  to  be  fluent,  and  none  agreeable  ?— Self. 
I  have  written  much,  and  publislied  more  than  enough 
to  demand  a  lo'sger silence  than  I  now  meditate;  but  for 
some  years  to  come  it  is  my  intention  to  tempt  no 
further  the  award  i>f  •«  gods,  men,  nor  columns.»  In 
the  present  composition  I  have  attempted  not  the  most 
difficult,  but,  perhaps,  the  best-adnpted  measure  to  our 
language,  the  good  old  and  now  neglected  heroic  couplet- 
Tlie  stanza  of  Spenser  is  perhaps  too  slow  and  dignified 
for  narrative  ;  though  I  confess,  it  is  the  measure  most 


after  my  own  heart :  Scott  alone,  of  the  present  gene- 
ration, has  hitherto  completely  triumphed  over  the  fatal 
facility  of  the  octo-syllabic  verse;  and  this  is  not  the  least 
victory  of  his  fertile  and  mighty  genius :  in  blank  verse, 
Milton,  Tliomson,  and  our  dramatists,  are  the  beacons 
tluit  shine  along  the  deep,  but  warn  us  from  the  rough 
and  barren  rock  on  which  they  are  kindled.  The  heroic 
couplet  is  not  the  most  popular  measure  certainly;  but 
as  I  did  not  deviate  into  the  other  from  a  wisli  to  flatter 
wliat  is  called  public  opinion,  I  shall  quit  it  without 
further  apology,  and  take  my  chance  once  more  with 
that  versification,  in  which  I  have  hitherto  published 
nothing  but  compositions  whose  former  circulation  U 
part  of  my  present  and  will  be  of  my  future  regret. 

With  regard  to  my  story,  and  stories  in  general,  I 
should  have  been  glad  to  have  rendered  my  personages 
more  perfect  and  amiable,  if  possible,  inasmuch  as  I 
have  been  sometimes  criticised,  and  considered  no  less 
responsible  for  their  dee<ls  and  quaUties  than  if  all  had 
been  personal.  Be  it  so — if  I  liave  deviated  into  the 
gloomy  vanity  of  «  drawing  from  self,»  the  pictures  arc 
probably  like,  since  they  are  unfavourable;  and  if  not, 
those  who  know  me  are  undeceived,  and  those  who  do 
not,  I  liave  little  interest  in  undeceiving.  I  have  no 
particular  desire  that  any  but  my  acquaintance  should 
think  the  author  better  than  the  beings  of  his  imagining; 
but  I  cannot  help  a  little  surprise,  and  |>erhaps  amuse- 
ment, at  soma  odd  critical  exceptions  in  the  present 
instance,  when  I  see  several  bards  (far  more  deserving, 
I  allow),  in  very  reputable  plight,  and  quite  exempted 
from  all  participation  in  the  faults  of  those  heroes,  who, 
nevertheless,  might  be  found  with  little  more  morality 
than  a  The  Giaour, »  and  perhaps — but  no — I  must  admit 
Childe  Harold  to  be  a  very  repulsive  personage;  and  as 
to  his  identity,  those  who  like  it  most  give  him  wliatever 
«  aliasA  they  please. 

If,  however,  it  were  worth  while  to  remove  tlie  im- 
pression, it  miglit  be  of  some  service  to  me,  tliat  the  man 
who  is  alike  the  delight  of  his  renders  and  hit  friends, 
the  poet  of  all  circles,  and  the  idol  of  his  own,  permits 
me  here  and  elsewhere  to  subscribe  myself, 

most  truly,  and  affectionately, 
his  obedient  servant, 
BYRON. 
January ^  »,  1814* 
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CANTO  I. 


■rttBB  mapijinr  dolorc. 


Cbc  liMrdani  del  tsmpo  felic* 
NrlL  Bitcria, 


DAXTE. 


1. 
«  O'er  the  glad  wntrrt  of  tlio  durk  blue  ^a. 
Our  thoughts  as  bouudlcss,  and  our  souls  as  free, 
Far  as  the  hreezc  cnu  bear,  the  billows  foam, 
Survey  our  empire  and  behold  our  home ! 
These  are  our  realms,  no  limits  to  their  svay — 
Our  flag  the  sceptre  all  mIio  meet  ol>ey. 
Ours  the  -wild  life  iu  tumult  still  to  range 
From  toil  to  rest,  aud  joy  in  every  change. 
Oh,  who  can  tell?  not  thou,  luxurious  slave! 
Whose  soul  would  sicken  o'er  the  heaving  wave ; 
Not  thou,  vain  lord  of  wantonness  and  ease! 
Whom  sluml>er  soothes  not — pleasure  cannot  please — 
Oil,  who  can  tell,  save  he  whose  heart  hath  tried, 
And  danced  in  triumph  o  er  the  waters  wide. 
The  exulting  sense — the  pulse's  maddening  play. 
That  thrills  the  wanderer  of  that  trarklcss  way? 
That  for  itself  can  woo  tlie  approaching  light. 
And  turn  what  some  deem  danger  to  delight ; 
That  seeks  w  hat  cravens  shun  with  more  than  zeal. 
And  where  the  feebler  ftiint— can  only  feel- 
Feel — to  the  rising  bosom's  inmost  core. 
Its  hope  awaken  aud  its  spirit  soar? 
No  dread  of  death — if  with  us  die  our  foes — 
Save  that  It  seems  even  duller  tliau  repose : 
Come  when  it  will— we  snatch  the  life  of  life; 
When  lost — what  recks  it — by  disease  or  strife? 
Li't  him  who  crawls  enamour'd  of  decay, 
Cling  to  his  couch,  and  sicken  years  away; 
Heave  his  thick  breath,  and  sliakc  his  palsied  head; 
Ours — the  fresh  turf,  and  not  the  feverish  bed. 
While  gasp  by  gasp  he  faulters  forth  his  soul, 
Ours  with  one  pang — one  bound — escapes  control. 
His  corse  may  boast  its  urn  and  narrow  cave. 
And  they  wlio  loathed  his  life  may  gild  his  gntve : 
Ours  are  the  tears,  though  few,  sincerely  shed, 
When  ocean  shrouds  and  sepulchres  our  dead. 
For  us,  even  banquets  fond  regret  supply 
In  the  red  cup  that  crowns  our  memory ; 
Aud  the  brief  epitaph  in  danger's  day, 
When  those  who  win  at  length  divide  the  prey, 
Aufl  cry,  remembrance  s<uldcning  o'er  each  brow, 
How  had  the  brave  who  fell  exulted  noxv.'n 

n. 

Such  were  the  notes  that  from  the  Pirate's  isle. 

Around  the  kindling  watch-Gre  rang  the  while; 

Such  were  the  sounds  that  thrill'd  the  rocks  along, 

And  unto  ears  as  rugged  seem'd  a  song ! 

In  scatter  d  groups  upon  the  golden  sand, 

They  game — carouse — converw;^-or  whet  the  brand; 

Select  the  arms — to  each  his  blade  assign. 

And  careless  eye  the  blood  that  dims  its  shine : 

Repair  the  boat,  nplace  the  helm  or  oar, 

Wliilc  oilu.Ts  striii;t',iiiig  niii^e  along  the  shore; 

For  the  wild  bird  the  busy  springes  sta. 

Or  spread  beneath  llic  >un  the  dripping  net; 


Gate  where  come  distant  a^  «  apeck  siip|4ies, 

With  all  the  thirsting  eye  of  enterprise; 

Tell  o'er  the  tales  of  many^a  night  of  toil, 

And  marvel  where  tlier  next  shall  seise  a  spoil : 

No  matter  where — tbJr  chiefs  allotroent  this. 

Theirs  to  believe  no  prey  nor  plan  amiss. 

Rut  who  tliat  CaiirT  his  name  on  every  sliore 

Is  famed  and  fear'd — they  ask  and  know  no  more. 

With  these  he  mingles  not  but  to^command : 

Few  are  his  words,  bat  keen  his  eye  and  liand. 

Ne'er  seasons  he  with  mirth  their  jovial  nwAs, 

Rut  they  forgive  h'ls  silence  for  success. 

NiMT  for  his  hp  the  purpling  cup  they  Oil, 

Tliiit  goblet  pass(*s  him  uutastetl  still— 

And  for  his  fare — the  rudest  of  his  cnrw 

Would  that,  in  turn,  have  pass'd  untasted  too; 

llarth's  coarsi'St  bread,  the  gardens  homeliest roblii, 

And  scarce  the  summer  lyxury  of  firuits. 

His  short  repast  in  humbleness  supply 

With  all  a  hermit's  board  would  scarce  deny. 

Rut  while  he  shuns  the  grosser  joys  of  seme. 

His  mind  seems  nourish  d  by  tliat  abstinence. 

u  Steer  to  that  sUoreJn— they  sail.  «  Do  this!*— 'tis  door 

«  Now  form  and  follow  me !» — the  spoil  is  won. 

Thus  prompt  his  accents  and  his  actions  still, 

And  all  ol>ey  and  few  inquire  his  will ; 

To  such  brief  answer  and  contemptuous  eye 

Convey  reproof,  nor  further  deign  reply. 

• 

IH. 

w  A  sail ! — a  sail !» — a  promised  prixe  to  hope ! 

Her  nation — flag — how  speaks  the  telescope? 

No  prize,  alas  I — hut  yet  a  welcome  sail : 

Tlie  blood-red  signal  glitters  in  the  galr. 

Yes — she  is  oui-s — a  home-returning  barii— 

RIow  fair,  thou  breeze ! — she  anchors  ere  the  dark. 

Already  doubled  is  the  cape — our  bay 

Receives  that  prow  which  proudly  spurns  tlie  >pny- 

How  gloriously  her  gallant  course  she  goes? 

Her  white  wings  flying — never  from  her  foes — 

She  walks  the  waters  like  a  thing  of  life. 

And  seems  to  dare  the  elements  to  strife. 

Who  would  not  brave  the  battle-fire — the  wreck — 

To  move  the  monarch  of  her  peopled  deck! 

IV. 
Hoarse  o'er  her  side  the  rustling  cable  rings ; 
The  sails  are  f url'd ;  and  anchoring  round  she  swin^p : 
And  gathering  loiterers  on  the  land  discern 
Her  boat  descending  from  the  latticed  stem. 
T  is  mann'd — the  oars  keep  concert  to  tlie  strand, 
Till  grates  her  keel  upon  the  shallow  sand. 
Hail  to  the  welcome  shout ! — the  friendly  speech! 
When  hand  grasps  hand  uniting  on  the  be:\|Ch; 
The  smile,  the  question,  and  the  quick  reply, 
And  the  heart's  promise  of  festivity! 

V. 

The  tidings' spread,  and  gathering  growikthe  crowd: 
The  hum  of  voices,  and  the  laughter  loud. 
And  woman's  gentler  anAious  tone  is  lieard — 
Friends' — hu^lMnds — loveiV  names  in  each  dear  word. 
M  Oh  !  are  ihev  s,ife  ?  we  nsk  not  of  success — 

0 

Rut  shaH  vse  sco  them  ?  will  their  acceuts  !;les.>? 
From  where  the  battle  roars — the  biiUtws  cli.%re — 
They  do*»btlc.'.<  I'oldly  (P'd — '»«•  viho  are  jafc  f 
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rl  them  haste  to  gladdea  and  saqpriM*, 

iss  the  doubt  from  theie  delighted  eyes!»— 

VI. 

re  i<  our  chief?  for  him  tUbear  report — 

oubt  that  joy— irhich  hails  our  coming — short; 

us  sincere— 't  is  cheering,  though  so  brief; 

u.iii !  instant  guide  us  to  our  chief: 

-eeting  paid,  we'll  feast  on  our  return, 

II  sh:ill  hear  what  each  may  wuh  to  learn.* 

ling  slowly  by  the  rock-liewn  way, 

ere  his  watch-lower  beetles  o'er  the  bay, 

Jiy  brake,  and  wild  Uowcrii  bloMoming, 

pslmcvs  breathing  from  carh  Kilvor  spring, 

•  t»catter'd  •ttreams  from  granite  basins  burst, 

ntc»  life,  and  sparkling  woo  your  thirst; 

crag  to  cliff  they  mount — Near  yonder  cave, 

lonely  straggler  looks  along  the  wave? 

sive  posture  leaning  on  the  brand, 

t  a  resting-staff  to  that  red  Imud. 

he — 't  is  Conrad — here — as  wont— alone; 

uan !  on — and  make  our  purpose  known. 

irk  he  views — and  tell  him  we  would  greet 

r  with  tidings  he  must  quickly  meet : 

re'not  yet  approach — thou  know  st  his  mood, 

strange  or  uninvited  steps  intrude.w 

VII. 

uan  sought,  and  told  of  their  intent'— 
ike  not — but  a  sign  express'd  assent. 
Juan  calls — they  come — to  their  salute 
ids  him  slightly,  but  his  Ups  are  mute, 
e  letter*.  Chief,  are  from  the  (>reck — the  spy, 
till  proclaims  our  spoil  or  peril  nigh : 
'er  his  tidings,  we  can  well  report, 
hat»-MPcace.  peace  !n-Ilr  cuts  their  prating  short, 
^ring  they  turn,  abash'd,  while  each  to  each 
ture  whispers  in  his  muttering  speech: 
katch  his  glance  with  many  a  stealing  look, 
her  how  that  eye  the  tidings  took; 
lis  a»  if  he  guess'd,  with  head  aside, 
nee  from  some  emotion,  doubi,  or  pride, 
d  the  scroll — «My  tablets,  Juan,  hark — 
is  GoiLsalvo?» 

« In  the  anchor'd  bark.» 
^  let  him  stay — to  him  this  order  bear, 
o  your  duty — for  my  course  prepare: 
this  enterprise  to-night  will  share.* 
iglit.  Lord  Conrad?* 

wAy!  at  set  of  sun: 
eeze  will  freshen  when  the  day  is  done, 
-slet— cloak — one  hour — and  we  are  gone. 
>n  thy  bugle — sec  that,  free  from  rust, 
'bine-lock  springs  worthy  of  my  trust; 
edge  sliurpen'd  of  my  boarding-brand, 
ve  its  guard  more  room  to  Hi  my  liand. 
t  the  Armourer  mith  speed  dispo!«e; 
me,  it  more  fatigued  my  arm  than  foes: 
hat  the  signal-guu  be  duly  fired  • 

us  when  the  hour  of  stay  's  expired.* 

VIII. 
nake  obeisance,  and  retire  in  haste, 
ou  to  seek  again  the  watery  waste: 
ey  repine  not — so  that  Comad  guides ; 
ho  dare  question  aught  that  he  decides.' 


That  man  of  loutrlincss  and  mystery. 

Scarce  seen  to  smile,  and  seldom  heard  to  sigh; 

Whose  name  appals  the  fiercest  of  his  crew. 

And  tints  each  swarthy  cheek  witli  sallower  hu«; 

Still  sways  their  souLs  with  that  comnuinding  art 

Tliat  dazzles,  leads,  yet  chills  the  vulgar  luKirt. 

What  is  that  spell,  tliat  thus  his  lawless  tram  , 

Couft'vs  and  envy,  yet  oppose  in  vain? 

Wliat  should  it  be,  that  thus  their  faith  can  bindf 

The  power  of  Thought— the  magic  of  the  Mind! 

I.ink'd  with  success,  assumi-d  and  kept  with  skill, 

Tliat  moulds  anotliers  weakness  to  its  will; 

Wields  with  tlicir  hands,  but,  (.till  to  these  unknown, 

31akescven  their  mightiest  deeds  appear  his  own. 

Such  hath  it  been— <Uiall  be— beneath  the  sun 

The  many  still  must  labour  for  the  one! 

Tis  Nature's  doom— but  let  the  wretch  who  toils 

Accu.«e  not,  liate  not  him  who  wears  the  spoils. 

Oh !  if  he  knew  the  weight  of  splendid  chaiuK, 

How  liglit  the  balance  of  his  humbler  pains ! 

IX. 

Tnlike  the  heroes  of  each  ancient  race, 

Demous  in  act,  but  gods  at  least  in  face. 

In  Conrad's  form  seems  little  to  admire. 

Though  his  dark  eye-brow  sliades  a  glance  of  fire : 

Robust,  but  not  Herculean — to  the  sight 

No  giant  frame  sets  forth  his  common  height ; 

Yet,  in  the  whole,  who  paused  to  look  agsiin. 

Saw  more  than  marks  the  crowd  of  vulgar  men; 

They  gaze  and  marvel  how — and  still  coufcss 

Tliat  thus  it  is,  but  why  they  cannot  guess. 

Sun-burnt  his  cheek,  his  forehead  high  and  pale 

The  sable  curls  in  wild  profusion  veil; 

And  oft  perforce  his  rising  lip  reveals 

Tlie  liJughtiiT  thought  it  curbs,  but  scarce  conceals. 

Though  smooth  his  voice,  and  calm  his  general  mien, 

Still  .seems  tliere  something  he  would  not  have  seen: 

His  features'  deepening  lines  and  varying  hue 

At  times  attracted,  yet  pcrplex'd  the  view, 

As  if  within  that  murkiue&s  of  miud 

Work'<l  feelings  fearful,  and  yet  uu<lefined; 

Such  might  it  be — that  none  could  truly  tell — 

Too  close  inquiry  his  stern  glance  would  quell. 

There  breathe  but  few  whose  aspect  might  defy 

The  full  encounter  of  his  searching  eye ; 

He  had  the  skill,  when  Cuiming's  gaze  would  seek 

To  probe  his  heart  and  watch  his  changbg  cheek. 

At  once  the  observers  purpose  to  espy. 

And  onhimsdf  roll  back  his  scrutiny. 

Lest  he  to  Conrad  rather  sliould  betray 

Some  secret  thought  than  drag  tliat  chiefs  to  day. 

There  was  a  laughing  devil  in  liLs  sneer. 

That  raised  emotions  both  of  rage  and  fear; 

And  where  his  frown  of  hatred  darkly  fell, 

Hope  withering  tied — and  Mercy  sigli'd  farewell ! 

X. 

Slight  are  the  outward  signs  of  evil  thought. 
Within — within— t  was  there  the  spirit  wrought ! 
Love  ••hows  all  cliangcs — Hate,  ambition,  guile. 
Defray  no  further  tlian  the  bitfbr  smile; 
The  lip's  least  curl,  the  lightest  |)aleness  thrown 
.Along  the  govem'd  asp4>ct,  speak  alone 
Of  deeper  passions;  and  to  judge  their  mien. 
He,  who  would  sec,  must  be  himself  unseen. 
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Then — with  the  hurried  tread,  the  upward  rye, 
The  clenched  hand,  the  pause  of  agony, 
Tliat  TiKtens,  starting,  leitt  the  step  too  near 
Approach  intrusive  on  that  mood  of  fear: 
Then — with  each  feature  working  from  the  heart. 
With  feelingx  loosed  to  strengthen — not  depart: 
Tliat  rise — convulse — contend — that  freere,  pr  glow, 
Flush  in  the  check,  or  damp  upon  the  brow ; 
Tlien — Stranger !  if  thou  canst,  and  trcniblest  not,   . 
Behold  his  soul — the  rest  that  soothes  his  lot ! 
Mark — how  that  lone  and  blighted  bosom  sears 
The  scathing  thought  of  execrated  years  ! 
Behold — but  who  hntli  seen,  or  e'er  shall  ffee, 
Man  as  himself — the  secret  spirit  free  7 

Xf. 
Yet  was  not  Conrad  thus  by  nature  sent 
To  lead  the  guilty — guilt's  worst  iuMrument;— 
His  soul  was  changed,  before  his  deeds  had  drivon 
liim  forth  to  war  with  man  and  forfeit  heaven. 
Warp'd  by  the  world  in  Disappointment's  school, 
In  words  too  wisi*,  in  conduct  titere  a  fool ; 
Too  lirm  to  yield,  and  far  too  proud  to  stoop, 
Doom'd  by  his  very  virtues  for  a  dupe, 
lie  cursed  those  virtues  as  the  cause  of  ill. 
And  not  the  traitors  who  betray'd  him  still ; 
Nor  deem'd  tliat  gifts  bcstow'd  on  belter  men 
Had  left  him  joy,  and  moans  to  give  again. 
Kear'd—shunn'd— belied— ere  youth  liad  lost  her  force, 
lie  hated  man  too  much  to  feel  remorse. 
And  thought  the  voice  of  wrath  a  sacred  call. 
To  pay  the  injuries  of  some  on  all. 
He  knew  himself  a  villain — but  he  deem'd 
The  rest  no  better  tlian  the  thing  he  seem'd ; 
And  scom'd  the  best  as  hypocrites  who  hid 
Those  deeds  the  bolder  spirit  plainly  did. 
He  knew  himself  dcte&tcd,  but  he  knew 
Hie  hearts  that  loathed  him  crouch'd  and  dreaded  too. 
Ix)ne,  wild,  and  strange,  he  stood  alike  exempt 
From  all  affection  and  from  all  contempt : 
His  name  could  sadden,  and  his  acts  surprise ; 
But  they  that  fear'd  him  dared  not  to  despi.<^ : 
Man  spurns  the  worm,  but  pauses  ere  he  wake 
The  slumbering  venom  of  the  folded  snake : 
The  first  may  turn — but  not  avenge  the  blow ; 
The  last  expires — but  leaves  no  living  foe ; 
Fast  to  the  doom'd  offender's  form  it  clings. 
And  he  may  crush — not  conquer — still  it  stiugs ! 

xn. 

None  are  all  evil — quickening  round  his  heart. 

One  softer  feeling  would  not  yet  depart ; 

Oft  could  he  sneer  at  others  as  beguiled 

By  passions  worthy  of  a  fool  or  child ; 

Yet  'gainst  that  passion  vainly  still  he  strove, 

And  even  in  him  it  asks  the  name  of  love ! 

Yes,  it  was  love — uncliangeable — unchanged. 

Felt  but  for  one  from  whom  he  never  ranged; 

Though  fairest  captives  daily  met  his  eye. 

He  shunn'd,  nor  souglit,  but  coldly  pass'd  them  by; 

Though  many  a  beauty  droop'd  in  prison'd  bower. 

None  ever  soothed  his  most  unguarded  hour. 

Yes — it  was  love — if  thoughts  of  tenderness, 

Tried  in  temptation,  strengthcn'd  by  distress, 

Unmoved  by  absence,  firm  in  e>'ery  clime. 

And  yet — Oh  more  than  all ! — untired  by  time ; 


>Vhich  nor  defeated  hope,  nor  bafSed  wile 

Could  render  sullen  were  she  near  to  Mnile. 

Nor  rage  could  fire,  nor  sickness  firet  to  vent 

On  her  one  murmur  of  his  discontent ; 

Which  still  would  meet  4rith  joy,  with  calmness  pift, 

Lest  that  his  look  of  grief  should  reach  her  heart ; 

Which  nought  removed,  nor  menaced  to  remove— 

If  there  be  love  in  mortals— this  was  lova ! 

He  was  a  villaiur-ay — reproaches  shower 

On  liim — but  not  the  pas.sion,  nor  its  power, 

W^hich  only  proved,  all  other  virtnet  gone. 

Not  guilt  itself  could  quench  this  loveliest  one! 

xni. 

He  paused  a  moment — till  his  hastening  men 

Pass'd  the  first  winding  downward  to  the  glen. 

«  Strange  tidings! — many  a  peril  have  I  past, 

Nor  know  I  why  this  next  appears  the  last! 

Yet  so  my  heart  forebodes,  but  must  not  fear. 

Nor  shall  my  followers  find  me  falter  here. 

T  is  rash  to  meet,  but  surer  death  to  wait 

Till  here  they  hunt  us  to  undoubted  Hit ;  • 

And,  if  my  plan  but  hold,  and  fortune  smile. 

We  '11  furnish  mourners  for  our  funeraKpile. 

Ay— let  them  slumber — peaceful  be  their  dreams!* 

Morn  ue'er  awoke  them  with  sncti  bnltiant  beams 

As  kindle  high  to-night  (but  blow,  thou  breeae!) 

To  warm  the>e  slow  avengers  of  the  seas. 

Now  to  Medora — Oh !  my  sinking  heart. 

Long  may  her  own  be  lighter  tlian  thou  art  I 

Yet  was  I  brave — mean  boast  where  all  are  hrave! 

E%cn  insects  sting  for  aught  they  seek  to  save. 

This  common  courage  which  with  brutes  we  share, 

That  oVf^  its  deadliest  efforts  to  despair. 

Small  merit  claims — but  *t  was  my  nobler  hop* 

To  teach  my  few  with  numbers  still  to  cope; 

Long  have  I  lejl  them — not  to  vainly  bleed; 

No  medium  now — we  perish  or  succeed ! 

So  let  it  be — it  irks  not  me  to  die; 

But  thus  to  urge  tliem  whence  they  camot  fly. 

My  lot  hath  long  had  little  of  my  care, 

But  chafes  my  pride  thus  baflled  in  the  soarft; 

Is  this  my  skill  7  my  craft  7  to  set  at  last 

Hope,  power,  and  life  upon  a  single  cast! 

Oh,  faic  I — accuse  thy  folly,  not  thy  fate — 

She  may  redeem  thee  still — nor  yet  too  Iate.» 

XIV. 
Tlius  with  himself  communion  lield  he,  till 
He  reach'd  the  summit  of  his  tower-crown'd  hill : 
There  at  the  portal  paused — for  wild  and  aoft 
He  heard  those  accents  never  heard  too  oft; 
Through  the  high  lattice  far  yet  sweet  they  ruaf[. 
And  these  the  notes  his  bird  of  beauty  sung : 

I. 
«  Deep  in  my  soul  that  tender  secret  dwells, 

Lonely  and  lost  to  light  for  evermore. 
Save  when  to  thine  my  heart  responsive  swells, 

Then  trembles  into  silence  as  before. 

a. 
«  There,  in  it<!  centre,  a  sepulchral  lamp 

Burns  the  slow  flame,  etemnl — but  unseen; 
Wliicli  not  the  darkness  of  despair  can  damp, 

Though  vain  its  ray  as  it  had  never  been. 
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rber  me — Oh !  paA  iM  thou  my  grave 
nt  one  thought  irhose  nWcs  tliere  reeUne 
pang  my  bo«oni  dare  uot  brave 
e  to  tind  fbrgctfulnesrln  thine. 


Iwt — fiiinteiftt — latest — accentx  h«»ar : 
r»r  the  dead  not  virtue  can  rrprove ; 
?  me  all  1  ever  asked — a  tear, 
»t — last — sole  regard  of  «o  much  love !» 

the  portal— croAs'd  the  corridore, 

i*d  tlie  chamber  as  the  strain  gave  o'er: 

Medora !  Mire  thy  soug  ig  sad — >» 

ad's  absence  wouldst  thou  lia\c  it  glad? 
ihinecar  to  listen  to  my  Iny, 

my  Mjng  my  thoughts,  my  soul  betray : 

each  accent  to  my  ho<«om  suit, 
unhu^h'd — although  mv  lipt  were  mute  ! 
'  a  night  on  tlii<  lone  courh  reclined, 
ing  fcnr  with  storms  hnth  ving'd  the  vriud, 
.'d  the  breath  that  faintly  f^nn'd  thy  Hail 
luring  prelude  of  the  ruder  gale  ; 
jft,  it  seeni'd  the  low  prophetic  dirge, 
m'd  thee  floating  on  the  savage  surge : 
J  I  rise  to  rouse  the  beacon-fire, 
\e*%  true  should  let  the  blaze  expire; 
'  a  restless  hour  ontwatch'd  each  utar, 
ling  came — and  .still  thou  wert  afor. 
he  chill  bla&t  on  my  l>osom  blew, 
•roke  dreary  on  my  troubled  vi^w, 

gazed  and  gazed — and  not  a  prow        *' 
e<l  to  my  tears — my  truth — my  vow  I 
— 't  was  noon — I  liail'd  and  blest  the  mast 
my  Mght — it  nenr'd— AlasI  ii  past! 
ame— Oh  God  !  't  wa»  thine  at  laNt ! 
It  those  days  were  over!  wilt  thou  ne'er, 
1 !  learn  the  joys  of  peace  to  sluire  T 
ha.sl  more  than  wealth ;  and  many  a  home 
as  thi^  invites  us  not  to  roam  ; 
a'st  it  is  not  peril  that  I  fear, 
able  when  thou  art  not  here : 
'or  mine,  but  that  far  dearer  life, 
s  from  love  and  languishes  for  strife — 
ge  that  heart,  to  me  so  tender  still, 
r  with  nature  and  its  better  will !» 

ige  indeed,  that  heart  hath  long  been  changed ; 

'  'I  was  trampled — adder-like  avengeil, 

ne  hope  on  earth  beyond  thy  love,  • 

•  a  glimpse  of  mercy  from  alntve. 

ne  feeling  which  thou  dost  condemn, 

ve  to  thee  is  h:ite  to  them, 

mingling  h«^re,  that,  dis4>ntwineil, 

love  thee  when  I  love  m;inkind. 

not  this — the  proof  of  all  ihe  past 

?  future  that  my  love  will  last; 

fedora  !  nerve  thy  gentler  hesirt, 

again — but  not  for  long — ne  |Kirt.M 

r  we  part ! — my  lieart  foreboded  this: 
Fa«le  niY  fairy  dreams  of  bliss, 
-it  cannot  be — this  h<iur  away! 
lalh  hardly  anchored  in  the  bay: 


Her  consort  still  is  abaent,  and  her  crew 

Have  need  of  rest  before  thev  toil  anewr ; 

My  love !  thou  mock'st  my  weakness;  and  woukist  si«al 

My  breaht  before  tlie  time  wlien  it  must  feel ; 

But  trifle  now  no  more  with  my  distress, 

Such  mirth  hath  less  of  phy  than  bitterness. 

He  silent,  Conrad !— dearest !  come  and  share 

The  feast  these  hands  delighted  to  prepare; 

Light  toil !  to  cull  and  dre»s  thy  frugal  fare ! 

See,  I  liave  pluck'd  the  fruit  tliat  promised  best. 

And  where  not  sure,  perplex'd,  but  pleased,  I  guess'd 

At  such  as  seem'd  the  fairest :  thrice  the  hill 

My  steps  have  wound  to  try  the  coolest  rill ; 

Yes !  thy  sherbet  to-oight  will  sweetly  flow, 

See  how  it  sparkles  in  its  vase  of  snow ! 

The  grape's  gay  juice  thy  bosom  never  cheers; 

Thou  more  than  Moslem  when  the  cup  appears ! 

Think  uot  I  mean  to  chide — for  I  rejoice 

What  others  deem  a  penance  is  thy  choice. 

But  come,  the  board  is  spread;  our  silver  lan^ 

Is  trimm'd,  and  heeds  not  the  Sirocco's  damp  : 

Then  shall  my  handmaids  while  the  time  along, 

.\nd  join  with  me  tlie  dance,  or  wake  the  song; 

Or  my  guitar,  wliich  still  thou  lovest  to  hear, 

Shall  soothe  or  lull — or,  should  it  vex  thine  ear. 

We  'II  turn  the  tale,  by  Ariosto  told. 

Of  fair  Olympia  loved  and  left  of  old.* 

Why — tliou  wert  worse  than  he  who  brok**  his  vow 

To  that  lost  damsel,  shouldst  thou  leave  me  now; 

Or  even  that  tr.iitor  chief — I  've  seen  thee  smile, 

When  the  clear  sky  sliow'd  Ariadne's  liJc, 

Which  I  have  pointed  from  the^e  cliffs  the  while: 

And  thus,  half  sportive,  half  in  fear,  I  said, 

l.est  Time  should  raise  that  doubt  to  more  than  dread. 

Thus  Conrad,  too,  will  quit  mc  for  th^  main : 

And  he  deceived  me — for — he  came  again!* 


««  Again—again — and  oft  again — my  love! 
If  there  be  life  below,  and  hope  al>ove, 
lie  will  return— but  now,  the  moments  bring 
The  time  of  parting  with  redoubled  wing: 
Jlic^hy — tlie  where — wliat  boots  it  now  to  tell? 
Since  all  miwtcnd  in  that  wild  word — farewell! 
Yet  would  I  fain — did  time  allow — disclose  — 
Fear  not — these  are  no  formidable  foes; 
And  here  shall  watch  a  more  than  wonted  guard, ' 
For  sudden  siege  and  long  defence  prepared  : 
Nor  be  thou  lonely — though  thy  lord 's  ftway. 
Our  matron»«iid  tliy  handmaids  with  thee  stay; 
And  this  thy  comfort— that,  wheo  neit  we  meet, 
Seciu-iiy  shall  make  repose  more  tweet : 
List ! — 't  is  the  bugle— Juan  shrilly  blew — 
One  kiss — one  more — anotluT — Oh!  Adieu  !* 

She  rose — slie  sprung — she  clung  to  his  embrace. 
Till  his  lieart  heaved  beneath  her  hidden  face. 
He  dared  not  raise  to  his  tliat  deep-blue  ere, 
Which  downcast  droop'd  in  tearless  agony. 
Her  lonf  foir  hair  lay  floating  o'er  his  arms. 
In  all  the  wildiiess  of  dislieveird  charms; 
Scarce  Wat  that  bosom  where  his  image  dwelt 
So  full — tiuit  feeling  seem'd  almost  unfelt! 
Hark— peals  the  thunder  of  the  sigual-gun? 
Il  luld  't  was  >uniiet — and  he  ciiriii^  that  sun. 
Again— again — tliat  form  he  madly  press'd ; 
Which  mutely  claspd,  imploringly  caress'd  ! 
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id,  tottering  to  the  couch,  bis  bride  he  bore, 
ic  moment  gazed — as  if"to  gaze  no  more ;    • 
It — that  for  him  earth  held  but  her  alone, 
ss  d  her  cold  forehead — turu'd — is  Conrad  gone  ? 

XV. 

And  is  he  gone  ? » — on  sudden  solitude 

)w  oft  that  fearful  question  will  intrude ! 

T  vas  but  an  instant  past — and  here  he  stood ! 

id  now  » — without  the  portal's  port  bhc  rush'd, 

id  then  at  length  her  tears  in  freedom  gush'd  ; 

g — bright — and  fast,  unknown  to  her  they  fell  j 

it  still  her  Hps  refused  to  send — «  farewell !» 

>r  in  that  word — that  fatal  word — howe'er 

c  promise — hope — believe — there  breathes  despair. 

er  every  feature  of  that  still  pale  face, 

id  sorrow  fix'd  wliat  time  can  ne'er  erase ; 

le  tender  blue  of  that  lar^e  loving  eye 

rew  frozen  with  its  gaze  on  vacancy, 

II — Oh,  how  far ! — it  caught  a  glimpse  of  him, 

nd  then  it  flow'd — and  phrensied  seem'd  to  swim 

trough  those  long,  dark,  and  glistening  lashes,  dew'd 

ith  drops  of  sadness  oft  to  be  renew'd. 

lie  's  gone !» — against  her  heart  that  hand  is  driven, 

>uvulsed  and  quick — then  gently  raiiicd  to  heaven; 

ic  look'd  and  saw  the  heaving  of  the  main ; 

le  white  sail  set — she  dared,  not  look  again  ; 

It  turn'd  with  sickening  soul,  withiu  the  gate — 

It  is  no  dream — and  I  am  desolate  !w 

XVI. 

•om  crag  to  crag  descending — swiftly  sped 

era  Conrad  down,*nor  once  he  turn'd  his  head  ; 

At  shrunk  whene'er  the  windings  uf  his  way 

irced  on  his  eye  what  he  would  not  survey, 

is  lone,  but  lovely  dwelling  on  the  sleep, 

lat  hail'd  him  first  when  homeward  from  the  deep : 

nd  she — the  dim  and  melancholy  star, 

'hose  ray  of  beauty  reach'd  him  from  afar, 

n  her  he  must  not  gaze,  he  nmst  not  think, 

lerc  he  might  rest,  but  on  destruction's  brink :  i   , 

rt  once  almost  he  stopp'd — and  nearly  gave 

is  fate  to  chance,  his  projects  to  the  wave; 

it  no — it  must  not  be — a  worthy  chief 

ay  melt,  but  not  betray  to  woman's  grief. 

e  sees  his  bark,  he  notes  how  fair  the  wind, 

[id  sternly  gathers  all  his  might  of  mind: 

ijain  he  hurries  on — nnd  as  he  hears 

le  clang  of  tumult  vibrate  on  his  ears, 

ic  busy  sounds,  the  bustle  of  the  shore, 

le  shout,  the  signal,  and  llic  dashing  oar ; 

>  marks  his  eye  the  sea-boy  on  the  mast, 

ic  anchor's  rise,  the  sails  unfurling  fast, 

le  waving  kerchiefs  of  the  crowd  that  urge        ^ 

lat  mute  adieu  to  those  who  stem  the  surge ; 

nd,  more  than  all,  his  blood-red  flag  aloft, 

;  marvell'd  how  his  heart  could  scent  so. soft. 

re  in  his  glance,  and  wildness  in  his  brca$>t, 

i  feels  of  all  bis  former  self  possci^t; 

:  bounds — be  ilies — until  his  footsteps  reach 

le  verge  where  euils  the  cliff,  begins  the  beach, 

icrc  checks  his  speed  ;  but  pauses  less  to  breatlie 

le  breezy  freshness  of  ibe  deep  beneath, 

lan  there  his  wonted  statelier  step  renew ; 

)r  rush,  disturb'd  by  haste,  to  vulgar  view  : 
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For  well  had  Conrad  learn  d  to  curb  the  crowd, 
Dy  arts  that  veil,  and  oft  preaenre  the  proud; 
Uis  was  the  lofty  port,  tlie  dislanl  mien. 
That  seems  to  shun  tlu;  sight — and  awes  if  seen : 
The  solemn  aspect,  and  tlu:  high-born  eye. 
That  diccks  low  mirth,  but  lacks  not  courtesy; 
All  these  he  wielded  to  command  assent : 
But  where  he  wish'd  to  win,  so  well  unbent. 
That  kindness  cancell'd  fear  in  Uiosc  who  lieard. 
And  others'  gifts  show'd  mean  beside  his  word, 
When  echoed  to  the  heart  as  from  his  own 
HLs  deep  yet  tender  melody  of  tone : 
Itut  such  was  foreign  to  his  wonted  mood, 
lie  cared  not  what  he  soften'd,  but  subdued; 
The  c\il  passions  of  his  youth  had  made 
Him  value  less  who  loved — than  what  obey'd. 

XVII. 

.Vround  him  mustering  ranged  his  ready  guard; 
liefure  him  Juan  stands — «  Are  all  prepared  In 

«  They  arc — nay  n^orc — embark'd :  the  latest  bail 

AVaits  but  my  chief w 

«  3Iy  sword  and  my  capote.* 
So  firmly  girded  on,^and  lightly  slung, 
Uis  belt  and  cloak  were  o'er  his  shoulders  flnng. 
u  Call  Pedro  here  !m — Ue  comes — and  Conrad  bend^ 
With  all  the  courtesy  he  dcign'd  his  friends; 
a  Receive  these  tablets,  and  peruse  with  care. 
Words  of  high  trust  and  truth  are  graven  thece;. 
Double  the  guard,  and  when  Ansclmo*s  bark 
Arrives,  let  him  ali^e  these  orders  mark : 
In  three  days  (serve  the  breeze)  the  sun  shall  shine 
On  our  return — tiU  then  all  peace  be  thine !» 
This  snid,  bis  brotncrTirate's  liand  he  WTunn, 
Then  to  bis  boat  with  haughty  gesture  sprung. 
Flasb'd  the  dipt  oars,  and  sparkling  with  the  stroke, 
Around  the  waves,  phosphoric '  brightD^aa  broke ; 
They  gain  the  vessel — on  the  deck  he  stands; 
Shrieks  the  shrill  whustle — ply  the  busy  hands — 
He  marks  how  well  the  ship  her  helm  obeys, 
llow  gallant  all  her  crew — and  deigns  to  praise. 
His  eyes  of  pride  to  young  Gonsalvo  turn — 
Why  doth  be  start,  and  inly  seem  to  mourn! 
Alas  !  those  eyes  beheld  his  rocky  tower. 
And  live  a  moment  o'er  tlie  parting  hour; 
She — his  Medora — did  she  mark  the  prow  ! 
Ah !  never  loved  he  half  so  much  as  now  ! 
Out  much  must  yet  be  done  ere  dawn  of  day— 
.4gain  be  mans  himself  and  turns  away ; 
Down  to  the  cabin  with  Gonsalvo  bends. 
And  there  unfolds  his  plan — his  means — and  ends; 
Itefore  them  burns  the  lamp,  and  spreads  the  chart. 
And  all  that  speaks  and  aids  the  naval  art; 
They  to  the  midnight  watch  protract  debate; 
To  anxious  eves  what  hour  is  ever  late  ? 
Ikleantime,  the  steady  breeze  serenely  blew. 
And  fast  and  falcon-like  the  vessel  flew ; 
\\\&y<\\  the  bijb  headlands  of  each  clw«tcring  isle. 
To  |;aiii  their  port — long — long  ere  morning  smile: 
And  soon  tbc  night-glass  through  the  narrow  bay 
Discovers  where  tbc  Pacha's  galleys  lay. 
Oiunt  they  each  sail — and  mark  how  there  aupiiie 
The  lights  in  vain  o'er  heedless  Moslem  sliine. 
S<!cure,  unnoted,  Counid's  prow  pasii'd  by, 
And  ancbor'd  where  bi$  ambush  meant  to  lie; 
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J  from  espial  by  U|i  juttiog  capr, 
<irs  on  hi(;h  its  ru4e  fenlaKtic  ^liape. 
»*ic  his  buml  lo  duty — not  from  sleep — 
fl  for  deeds  alike  ou  land  or  deep ; 
rau'd  their  leader  o'er  the  frettin)?  flood, 
iinly  talk'd — and  yet  hn  talk'd  of  blood ! 


CANTO  II. 


ConiMCMte  i  dubioai  dMirif 

lUNTE. 


I. 

•n's  bay  floaUt  many  a  galley  light, 
ti  (loron's  lattices  the  lamps  are  bright, 
-il,  the  Pacha,  makes  a  feast  to-oight : 
fiir  proiniMrd  triumph  yet  to  come, 
ic  fthall  drag  the  fetter d  Rowers  home; 
th  he  svoru  by  Alia  and  lii&  sword, 
ithful  to  his  firman  nud  Uu  word, 
nnion'd  prows  collect  along  the  coast, 
L-ai  the  guthcriug  crews,  and  loud  tlic  boast; 
.  shared  the  captives  and  the  priic, 
1  far  the  distant  foe  they  thus  desptsc ; 
u  to  sail — no  doubt  to-morrow's  suu 
c  the  Pirates  bound — their  haven  won ! 
inc  the  watch  may  <ilumber,  if  they  will, 
ly  wake  to  war,  but  dreaming  kill; 

I  all,  who  can,  disperse  on  shore  and  seek 

II  liicir  glowing  valour  on  tlie  Giwek; 

rll  5uch  deed  become.^  the  turbaa'd  brave — 

e  the  s;ibrc*s  edge  before  a  slaAu ! 

lis  dv»el!ing — but  forbear  to  slay — 

irms  arc  strong,  yet  merciful  to-day, 

»  not  dei(pi  to  smite  because  they  may ! 

w»me  gay  caprice  suggests  the  blow, 

p  in  practice  for  lh<j  coining  foe. 

U(l  rout  the  evening  hours  boguile, 

cy  uho  wish  to  wear  a  head  must  smile; 

•sleni  mouths  produce  their  choicest  clii^rr, 

»ard  their  curses,  till  the  coast  is  clear. 

II. 
I  his  hall  reclines  the  turban'd  Seyil ; 
1 — the  bearded  chiefs  he  came  to  lead, 
ed  the  banquet,  and  the  last  pilaff — 
Jen  dnuights,  't  ii>  said,  he  dared  to  quaff, 
1  lo  the  res^the  sober  berry's  juice,^ 
\es  be.ir  round  for  rigid  Moslem's  ase; 
ig  (Ihihonque's^  dissolving  cloud  supply, 
ilance  the  Almas  ^  to  wild  minstrelsy, 
ing  morn  will  view  the  chiefs  embark; 
\rs  are  somewhat  treacherous  in  llie  dark  : 
vellen*  may  more  securely  sleep 
en  couch  than  o'er  the  rugged  deep ; 
here  who  can — nor  combat  till  tliey  mast, 
>s  to  conquest  than  to  Korans  trust; 
t  the  nun)l)ers  crowded  in  his  host 
K^arrant  more  than  even  tlie  Pacha's  boast. 

III. 
autious  reverence  from  the  outer  gate, 
alks  the  .olave,  whose  ofiice  there  to  wait, 
is  bent  head — his  liand  salutes  the  floor, 
his  tongue  the  trusted  tidings  bore : 


«  A  captive  Dervise,  from  tlie  pirate's  nest 
Kscaped  is  liere — himself  would  tell  the  rest.* 
lie  took  the  sign  from  Scyd's  awenling  eye. 
And  led  the  holy  man  in  silence  nigh. 
His  arms  were  folded  on  his  dark  green  vest. 
His  step  was  feeble,  and  bis  look  deprest; 
Yd  woni  he  secm'd  of  liardship  more  than  years. 
And  pale  his  clieek  with  penance,  not  from  fears. 
Vow'd  to  his  God — his  sable  locks  lu;  wore. 
And  these  his  lofty  cap  rose  proudly  o'er: 
Around  his  form  his  loose  long  robe  was  thrown, 
Aud  wrapt  a  breast  beslow'd  on  heaven  alone; 
Submissive,  yet  with  self-poss«s)tioii  mauu'd, 
lie  calmly  met  tlu*  curious  eyes  that  scaiw'd ; 
And  question  of  his  coming  fain  would  seek. 
Before  the  Pacha'a  jprill  allow'd  to  speak. 

IV. 
«  Whence  com'st  thou,  Der\ise?» 

w  From  the  outlaw's  den, 
A  fugitive — n 

«  Thy  captiu«  where  and  wlien?» 
V  From  Scalanovo'b  port  to  Scio's  isle, 
The  Saick  was  bound ;  but  Alia  did  not  smile 
Upon  our  course — the  Moslem  merchant's  gains 
The  Rovers  won :  our  limbs  have  worn  their  cluins. 
I  had  no  deatli  to  fear,  nor  wealth  lo  Itoa.st, 
Beyond  tlie  wandering  freedom  which  I  lost; 
At  length  a  fisher's  humble  boat  by  night 
Afforded  hope,  and  offer'd  cliance  of  flight : 
I  s<'ized  the  hour,  and  find  my  safety  here — 
With  thee — most  mighty  Pacha !  who  can  fearT» 

<«  How  speed  the  outlaws?  stand  they  well  prepared, 
Their  plunder'd  wealth,  and  robber's  rock,  to  guard  T 
Dream  ihey  of  this  our  preparation,  doom'd 
To  %iew  with  fire  their  scorpion  nest  consumed  ?m 

«  Pacha !  the  fetter'd  captive's  mourning  eye 

That  weeps  for  flight,  but  ill  can  play  the  spy; 

I  only  heard  the  reckless  uaters  n>ar, 

Those  waves  tliat  would  not  bear  me  from  the  sliore; 

1  only  mark'd  the  glorious  sun  and  sky. 

Too  bright — too  blue — for  my  captivity; 

And  felt — that  all  which  Freedom's  bosom  checm, 

Must  break  my  chain  befi>rc  it  dried  my  team. 

This  may'st  thou  judge,  at  lea.st,  from  my  encape, 

They  little  deem  pi  aught  in  peril's  sliape; 

KIse  vainly  liad  I  pray'd  or  souglit  the  cliance 

That  leads  me  here — if  eyed  with  vi^lance: 

The  careless  guard  that  did  not  see  me  fly. 

May  watch  as  idly  when  thy  power  is  nigh  : 

Pacha ! — my  limbs  are  faiat — and  nature  craves 

Fn<»d  for  my  hunger,  rest  from  tosshi^;  waves; 

Permit  my  absence — peace  be  with  thee !  Peace 

W  ilh  all  around  I — ^^now  grant  repose — release.* 

«Slay,  Drrri.se!  1  have  more  to  question — stay, 
I  do  command  thee — sit — dost  hear? — obey! 
More  I  must  ask,  and  fpod  the  sla>es  sliali  bring,'; 
Thou  slialt  not  pine  where  all  arc  banqueting . 
The  supper  done — prepare  thee  to  reply. 
Clearly  and  full — I  love  not  mystery.» 

T  were  vain  to  guess  wliat  shook  the  pioiu  man. 
Who  look'd  not  lovingly  on  that  Divan ; 
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And,  totteriog  to  the  couch,  his  bride  he  bore, 
One  moment  Q&ted — as  if"to  gaze  no  more ;    • 
Felt — tliat  for  him  earth  held  but  her  alone, 
Kiss'd  her  cold  forehead — turn'd — is  Conrad  gone  ? 

XV. 

«  And  ifi  he  gone  ? » — on  sudden  solitude 

How  oft  that  fearful  question  will  intrude ! 

M  T  was  but  an  instant  past — and  here  he  stood ! 

And  now  » — without  the  portal's  port  she  runh'd. 

And  then  at  lengtli  her  tears  in  freedom  gush'd  ; 

Big — bright — and  fast,  unknowu  to  her  they  fell ; 

Rut  still  her  lips  refused  to  !>end — «  farewell !» 

For  in  that  word — that  fatal  word — howe'er 

\Vc  promise — hope — believe — there  breathes  despair. 

O'er  every  feature  of  that  still  pale  face, 

Had  sorrow  fix'd  what  time  can  ne'er  erase ; 

The  tender  blue  of  that  lar(;e  loving  eye 

Grew  frozen  with  its  gaze  on  vacancy. 

Till — Oh,  how  far  I — it  caught  a  glimpse  of  him, 

And  then  it  flow'd — and  phrensied  scem'd  to  swim 

Through  those  long,  dark,  and  glistening  lashes,  dcw'd 

AVith  drops  of  sadness  oft  to  be  renew'd. 

«  lie  's  gone  '.n — against  her  heart  that  hand  is  driven, 

Convulsed  and  quick — then  gently  raised  to  heaven; 

She  look'd  and  saw  the  lieaviug  of  the  main ; 

The  white  sail  set — she  dared,  not  look  again  ; 

But  tum'd  with  sickening  soul,  within  the  gate — 

« It  is  no  dream-^and  I  am  desolate !» 

XVI, 

From  crag  to  crag  descending — swiftly  sped 

Stern  Conrad  down,*n<»^  once  he  lurn'd  his  head ; 

But  shrunk  whene'er  the  windings  of  his  way 

Forced  on  his  eye  what  he  would  not  survey, 

HiH  loue,  but  lovely  dwelling  on  the  siccp. 

That  liail'd  him  tirst  when  homeward  from  the  deep : 

And  she — the  dim  and  melancholy  star, 

Whohe  ray  of  beauty  reach'd  him  from  afar. 

On  her  he  must  not  gaze,  he  must  not  think. 

There  he  might  rest,  but  on  destruction's  brink :  ,   , 

Vet  once  almost  he  stopp'd — and  nearly  gave 

His  fate  to  chance,  his  projects  to  the  wave; 

But  no — it  must  not  be — a  worthy  chief 

May  melt,  but  not  betray  to  woman's  grief. 

He  sees  his  bark,  he  notes  how  fair  the  wind. 

And  sternly  gathers  all  his  might  of  mind: 

Again  he  hurries  on — and  as  he  hears 

The  clang  of  tumult  vilirate  on  his  ears. 

The  busy  sounds,  tlie  bustle  of  the  shore. 

The  shout,  the  signal,  and  tlie  dashing  oar ; 

Jis  marks  his  eye  the  sea-hoy  on  the  mast. 

The  anchor's  rise,  the  sails- unfurling  fast. 

The  waring  kerchiefs  of  the  crowd  that  urge        ^ 

That  mute  adieu  to  those  who  stem  the  surge ; 

And,  more  than  all,  his  blood-red  flag  aloft, 

lie  marvell'd  how  his  heart  could  seem  so.soft. 

Fire  in  his  glance,  and  wildness  in  his  breast. 

He  feels  of  all  his  former  self  i>osKcst ; 

He  bounds — he  ilics — until  his  footsteps  reach 

The  veq;e  wluirc  ends  the  cliff,  begins  the  beach, 

There  checks  his  speed  ;  but  pauses  h.'ss  to  breathe 

The  breezy  freshness  of  I  he  deep  beneath. 

Than  there  his  wonted  statelier  step  renew; 

Nor  rush,  disturb'd  by  haste,  to  vulgar  vi(>w  : 


For  well  had  Conrad  leam'd  to  curb  the  crowd, 
By  arts  that  veil,  and  oft  preaerre  the  proud; 
Uis  was  the  lofty  port,  the  distant  mien, 
That  seems  to  shun  the  sight — and  awes  if  seen : 
The  solemn  aspect,  and  the  high-born  eye, 
That  checks  low  mirth,  but  lacks  not  courtesy; 
All  these  he  wielded  to  command  assent : 
But  where  he  wish'd  to  win,  so  well  unbent. 
That  kindness  cancell'd  fear  in  those  who  lieard, 
And  others'  gifts  show'd  mean  beside  his  word, 
When  echoed  to  the  heart  as  from  his  own 
Uis  deep  yet  tender  mel6dy  of  tone : 
But  such  was  foreign  to  his  wonted  mood. 
He  cared  not  what  he  soften'd,  but  subdued; 
The  e\'il  passions  of  his  youth  had  made 
Him  value  less  who  loved — than  what  obey'd. 

XVH. 
Around  him  mustering  ranged  his  ready  guard; 
Before  him  Juan  stands — «•  Arc  all  prepared  T» 

u  They  are — nay  more — embark'd :  the  latest  boat 

Waits  but  my  chief » 

tt  My  swoixl  and  my  capote.a 
So  firmly  girded  on,2and  lightly  sluug, 
His  belt  and  cloak  were  o'er  his  shoulders  flung. 
«  Call  Pedro  here  Im — He  comes — and  Conrad  bead% 
With  all  the  courtesy  he  deign  d  his  friends; 
«  Receive  these  tablets,  and  pcruae  with  care. 
Words  of  high  trust  and  truth  are  graven  thece  ;- 
Double  the  guard,  and  when  Anselmo*s  bark 
Arrives,  let  him  ali^e  these  orders  mark : 
In  three  days  (serve  tlie  breeze)  tlie  sun  shaU  shine 
On  our  return — li)l  then  all  peace  be  tliine  I* 
This  said,  his  brother Tirate's  liand  he  wrung. 
Then  to  bis  boat  with  haughty  gesture  sprung. 
Flash'd  the  dipt  oars,  and  sparkling  with  the  stroke. 
Around  the  waves,  phosphoric  >  brightness  broke ; 
They  gain  the  vessel — ou  the  deck  he  stands ; 
Shrieks  the  shrill  whistle — ply  tlie  busy  hands — 
He  marks  how  well  the  ship  her  helm  obeys. 
How  gallant  all  her  crew — and  deigns  to  praise. 
His  eyes  of  pride  to  young  Gonsalvo  turn — 
Why  doth  he  start,  and  inly  seem  to  mourn  1 
Alas  !  those  eyes  beheld  his  rocky  tower, 
.\ud  live  a  moment  o'er  the  parting  hour; 
She — his  Medora — did  she  mark  the  prow  ! 
Ah!  never  lored  he  half  so  much  as  now  ! 
But  much  must  yet  be  done  ere  dawn  of  day*— 
Again  he  mans  himself  and  turns  away ; 
Down  to  the  cabin  with  Gonsalvo  bends. 
And  there,  unfolds  his  plan — his  means — and  ends; 
Before  them  burns  the  lamp,  and  spreads  the  chart. 
And  all  that  speaks  and  aids  the  naval  art ; 
They  to  the  midnight  watch  ptotmct  debate; 
To  anxious  ryes  what  hour  is  ever  late?        *  < 

Meantime,  the  steady  breeze  serenely  blew. 
And  fast  and  falcon-like  the  vessel  (lew ; 
Paris'd  the  high  headlands  of  each  clustering  isle. 
To  {;ain  their  port — lony — loug  ere  morning  smile: 
And  soon  the  night-glass  through  the  narrow  bay 
Discovers  where  the  Parha's  galkvs  lay. 
Count  they  each  sail — and  mark  how  there  supine 
The  lights  in  vain  o'er  heedless  Moslem  sliine. 
Secure,  unnoted,  (^ourad's  prow  pass'd  by. 
And  anchor'd  where  his  ambuAli  meant  to  lie; 
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-om  espial  by  tbs  jutting  capo, 
on  lii(;li  itK  ru4e  fentastic  sliapff. 
his  LautI  to  ituty — not  from  sleep — 
or  deeds  ulike  on  laud  or  deep ; 
I'd  their  leader  o'er  the  frettin);  flood, 
y  talk'd — and  yet  lie  talk'd  uf  blood ! 


CANTO  II. 


f^DMCMte  i  duhioai  dMirif 

DAXTE. 


I. 

bay  floats  many  a  (^lley  light, 
loron's  lattices  the  lamps  are  bri^jht, 
tlic  Pacha,  makes  a  feast  to-oi|;ht : 
r  proniiM-d  triumph  yet  to  come, 
(hall  drag  the  fetter'd  Rwen  home; 
he  sworu  by  Alia  and  his  sword, 
ill  to  his  firman  nud  his  word, 
on'd  prows  collect  along  the  coast, 

the  guihcriug  crews,  ::nd  loud  the  bout; 
lured  the  captives  and  the  prize, 
ir  tlie  distant  foe  tliey  thus  despise ; 

0  sail — uo  doubt  to-morrow's  suu 
le  Pinto  bound — their  haven  won ! 
the  watch  may  sluml>er,  if  they  will, 

wake  to  war,  but  dreaming  kill ; 
II,  who  can,  disperse  on  shore  and  seek 
jcir  glowing  valour  on  tlie  Greek; 
such  deed  becomes  the  turbaa'd  brave — 
le  sihrc's  edge  before  a  sliuii ! 
dwelling — but  forbear  to  slay — 
IS  are  strong,  yet  merciful  to-day, 
>t  deign  to  nmite  liecnuse  they  may! 
ne  gay  caprice  suggests  the  blow, 
u  pniclice  fur  the  coining  foe. 
roiil  the  evening  hours  lieguile, 
who  wish  to  wear  a  head  must  .smile; 
in  mouths  produce  their  choirrst  chtrr, 
.1  their  curses,  till  the  coast  is  clear. 

II. 
i<  hall  reclines  the  lurban'd  S<'vd; 
the  bearded  chiefs  he  cuine  to  lead, 
the  lianqiiet,  and  the  last  pilaff — 

1  dniuglils,  't  is  Miid,  he  dared  to  quaff, 
>  the  res^the  soln^r  Iwrry's  juice,^ 

.  Ix'.tr  round  for  rigid  ^loslem's  use; 
(niihoiiqiie's^  divsolving  cloud  supply, 
ICC  the  Alinns^  to  wild  minsirelsy- 
;  morn  will  view  the  chiefs  embark; 

are  somewhat  tnacherous  in  the  dark: 
lers  may  more  securely  sleep 

couch  than  u'cr  the  rugged  deep ; 

e  who  can — nor  combat  till  tliey  must, 

o  conquest  than  to  Korans  tnisl ; 

ne  nuinl>ers  crowded  in  his  host 

rrant  more  than  even  the  Pacha's  boasi. 

III. 

.ious  reverence  from  the  outer  gale, 
Ls  the  sla\e,  whose  ofiice  there  to  wait, 
bent  head — his  liand  salutes  the  Hoor, 
s  tongue  the  trusted  tidings  bore: 


«  A  captive  Dervise,  from  the  pirate's  nest 
Escaped  is  here — hiuuelf  would  tell  the  rest.w 
He  took  the  sigu  from  Scyd'»  aHeminfj  eye, 
Aud  led  the  holy  man  in  silence  nigh. 
His  arms  were  folded  on  his  dark  green  vest, 
His  step  was  feeble,  and  bis  look  deprest ; 
Yet  worn  he  seem'd  of  liardship  more  tlian  years. 
And  pale  his  cheek  with  penance,  not  from  fears. 
Vow'd  to  his  God — his  sable  locks  lie  wore. 
And  these  his  lofty  cap  rose  proudly  o'er: 
Around  his  form  his  loose  long  robe  was  thrown, 
Aud  wrapt  a  breast  lieslow'd  on  heaven  alone; 
Submissive,  yet  with  self-posses-sion  manu'd. 
He  calmly  met  tlic  curious  eyes  that  scami'd; 
And  question  of  his  coming  faiu  would  seek, 
before  the  l*acha'a  jrill  allow'd  to  speak. 

IV. 
«  Whence  com*ftC  tliou,  Dcr\ise?n 

w  From  the  outlaw's  den, 
A  fugitive — » 

«  Thy  capture  where  aud  wlicn  ?n 
«  From  Scabnovo's  port  to  Scio's  isle. 
The  Saick  was  bomid ;  but  Alia  did  not  smile 
ITjion  our  course — the  Moslem  merchant's  gains 
The  Rovers  won :  our  limbs  liavc  worn  their  chains. 
I  had  no  death  to  fear,  nor  wealth  to  lK>a.st, 
Beyond  llie  «  andering  f reirdom  w  hich  I  lust ; 
At  Icngtii  a  lislier  s  humble  boat  by  night 
Afforded  hope,  and  offer'd  cliance  of  lliglit: 
1  s(*iu>d  the  hour,  and  find  my  safety  here — 
With  thee — most  miglity  Pacha  1  who  can  fear?» 

w  How  speed  the  outlaws?  stand  tlicy  well  prepared, 
Thi'ir  plunder'd  wealth,  and  robber's  rock,  to  guard? 
Dream  they  of  this  our  preparation,  doom'd 
To  view  witii  fire  their  scorpion  nest  consumed ?» 

«  Pacha !  the  fetter'd  captive's  moumiog  eye 

That  wti'ps  for  flight,  but  ill  can  play  the  spy; 

I  only  heard  the  rccklcfis  waters  nur, 

Those  waves  tluit  would  nut  bear  me  from  the  sliore; 

I  only  mark'd  the  glorious  sun  and  sky. 

Too  bright — too  blue — for  my  captivity; 

And  felt — that  all  which  Freedom's  bosom  cheent, 

Must  break  my  chain  before  it  dried  my  tears. 

Thi.s  may  St  thou  judge,  at  least,  from  my  escape, 

They  little  deem  pf  aught  in  {leril's  sliape; 

KIse  vainly  liad  1  pray'd  or  songlil  the  chance 

That  leads  me  here — if  eyed  wilb  vigilance ; 

The  careless  guard  that  did  not  see  me  fly, 

May  watch  as  idly  wlien  thy  power  is  nigli: 

Pacha! — my  limbs  are  faint — niul  nature  crave* 

Food  for  my  hunger,  rest  from  tos»ni(;  waves; 

Permit  my  al>sence — jieace  be  with  thee !  Peace 

With  all  around!— now  grant  repose — release.* 

M  Slay,  Dervise!  1  liave  more  to  question — stay, 
I  do  command  thee — sit — dasl  hear? — obey! 
Mure  I  must  ask,  and  fpod  tlie  sla>es  sliall  bring.*; 
Thou  shalt  not  pine  wliere  all  are  banqueting . 
The  supper  done — prepare  thee  to  reply, 
Clearly  and  full — I  love  not  mystery.* 


T  were  vaan  to  guess  wliat  sliook  the  pioiu 
Who  look'd  not  lovingly  on  that  Divan ; 
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Nor  ^Iiow'd  high  relish  for  rtu;  banquet  preit. 
And  Icifi  rrspcct  fnr  evrry  fnliow  g»e«t. 
T  was  but  a  mnmrat'ft  pcevi^li  hectic  psirt 
Along  hiK  cheek,  and  tranquillized  nn  fnai: 
He  sate  liiin  down  in  silence,  and  his  look 
Resumed  the  caimneM  which  before  forsook : 
The  feast  was  usher'd  iu — but  sumptuous  hn 
lie  shunn'd  as  if  some  poison  mingled  there. 
For  uiie  so  long  condemn'd  to  toil  and  fast, 
Mcthinks  he  strangely  spares  the  rich  repast. 
«  Wliat  ails  tliee,  Denrise?  eat — dost  thou  suppose 
This  feast  a  Christian's?  or  my  friends  thy  foes? 
Why  dost  thou  shun  the  salt?  that  sacred  pledge 
Which,  once  partaken,  blunts  the  sabre's  edge. 
Makes  even  contending  tribes  in  peace  unite. 
And  hated  hosts  seem  brethren  to  tUf  sight !» 

«  Salt  seasons  dainties — and  mv  food  is  still 
Tlic  humblest  root,  my  drink  the  simplest  rill; 
And  my  stern  vow  and  order's  *>  laws  oppose 
To  break  or  mingle  bn^ad  with  friends  ur  foes; 
It  may  seem  strange — if  there  be  aught  to  dread. 
That  peril  rests  upon  my  single  head ; 
Hut  for  thy  sway — nay  morc-thy  Sultan's  throne, 
I  taste  nor  bread,  nor  l>anquet — save  alone  ,- 
Infringed  our  orders  rule,  the  Prophet's  rage 
To  Mecca's  dome  might  bar  my  pilgrimage.* 

w  Well — as  thou  wilt — ascetic  as  thou  art — 

One  question  answer;  then  in  peace  depart. 

Ilow  many?— >lla ! it  cannot  sure  be  day! 

What  star — what  sun  is  bursting  on  llie  bay? 

It  shines  a  lake  of  fire ! — away — away ! 

Ho !  treachery!  my  guards!  my  scimitar! 

The  galleys  feed  the  flames — and  I  afar! 

Accursed  Dcnrise! — these  thy  tidings — tliou 

Some  villian  spy — seiie — cloiva  him — slay  him  now!» 

Up  rose  the  Denriae  with  that  burst  of  light, 
Kor  less  his  change  of  form  appall'd  the  sig^t: 
Up  rose  that  Dervise — not  in  saintly  garb, 
But  like  a  warrior  bounding  on  his  barb, 
Dash'd  his  high  cap,  and  tore  his  robe  away — 
Shone  his  mail'd  breast,  and  tlash'd  his  sabre's  ray! 
His  close  but  glittering  casque,  and  table  plume, 
More  glittering  eye,  and  black  brow's  sabler  gloom. 
Glared  on  tlie  Moslems'  eyes  some  Afrit  sprite. 
Whose  demon  dealli-blow  left  no  hope  for  fight 
The  wild  confusion,  and  tlie  swarthy  glow 
Of  flames  on  high,  and  torches  from  below ; 
The  shriek  of  terror,  and  tlie  mingling  yell — 
For  swords  began  to  clasti,  and  sliouts  to  swell. 
Flung  o'er  that  spot  of  earth  the  air  of  hell ! 
Distracted,  to  and  fro,  the  flying  slaves 
Behold  but  bloody  sliore  and  fiery  waves ; 
Nought  heeded  they  the  Pacha's  angry  cry, 
They  seize  tliat  Dervise !  seiie  on.  Zatanai !  7 
He  saw  their  terror— check'd  ttie  first  despair 
That  urged  him  but  to  stand  and  perish  there. 
Since  far  too  early  and  too  well  obey'd. 
The  flame  was  kindled  ere  the  signal  made ; 
He  saw  their  terror — from  his  baldric  drew 
His  bugle — brief  the  blast — but  shrilly  blew ; 
T  is  answer'd — •«  Well  ye  speed,  my  gallant  crew  ! 
Why  did  I  doubt  tlieir  quickness  of  career? 
And  deem  design  had  left  me  single  hcrcTi* 


Sweeps  his  long  arm — that  irim's  whiriiDgi  nray 

Sheds  ^t  atonemem  for  iCi  mu  (May; 

CompU^tes  his  fury,  wliat  their  fear  began, 

.4nd  makes  the  many  basely  quail  to  one. 

The  cloven  turbans  o'er  the  chamber  apraad, 

And  scarce  an  arm  dare  rise  to  guard  its  head : 

Even  fieyd,  convulsed, ^erwhelm'd  with  rage,  sarpri«. 

Retreats  Itefore  him,  though  he  still  defies. 

No  craven  he — and  yet  he  dreads  tlie  blow. 

So  much  Confusion  magnifies  his  foe ! 

His  blitzing  galleys  still  distract  his  sight. 

He  tore  his  beard,  and  foaming  fled  the  tight ; ' 

For  now  the  pirates  pass'd  the  Haram  gate, 

And  burst  within — and  it  were  death  to  wait; 

Where  wild  ainaaement  shrickiag— >kneeling— ihroti^ 

The  sword  aside — iu  vain — the  blood  o'erilowa ! 

The  Corsairs  pouong,  haste  to  wliere  within 

Incited  Conrad's  bugle,  and  the  din 

Of  groaning  victims,  %nd  wild  cries  for  liHe, 

Pn>claim'd  how  well  he  did  tlie  work  of  strife. 

They  shout  to  find  him  grim  and  lonely  there, 

A  glutted  tiger  mangling  in  his  late! 

But  sliort  their  greeting — shorter  his  reply — 

u  'T  is  well — hut  Seyd  escapes — and  he  mtist  die. 

Much  hath  been  done — but  more  remains  to  do— ' 

Tli<>ir  galleys  blaie — why  not  tlieir  city  too?* 

V. 

Quick  at  the  word — they  seiie  him  each  a  toccb. 

And  fire  the  dome  from  minaret  to  porch. 

A  Mem  delight  was  fix'd  in  Conrad's  eye. 

But  sudden  sunk — for  on  his  ear  tlie  cry 

Of  xtomon  struck,  and  like  a  deadly  kneli 

Kuock'd  at  that  heart  uumo\ed  by  battle's  yell. 

M  Oh !  burst  the  Uaram — wrong  not  on  your  lives 

One  female  fonu — remember — we  have  wives. 

On  them  such  outrage  vengeance  will  repay; 

Man  is  our  foe,  and  such  'i  is  ours  to  slay  : 

But  still  we  sfMired — must  spare  the  weaker  prey. 

Oh  I  I  forgot— but  Heaven  will  not  forgive 

If  at  my  vbord  the  helpless  ceake  to  live  ; 

Follow  who  will— I  go— we  yet  liave  time 

Our  souls  lo  lighten  of  at  least  a  crime.* 

He  climbs  the  crackling  suir — lie  bursts  the  door. 

Nor  feels  his  feet  glow  scorching  with  tlie  floor; 

His  breath  choked  gasping  with  the  voliuned  smoke. 

But  still  from  room  to  room  his  way  he  hroke. 

They  search- tliey  find- they  save:  witli  lusty  arms 

Each  bears  a  prize  of  unregarded  cliarmft^ 

Calm  tlieir  loud  fears ;  s|^tain  their  sinking  frames 

With  all  the  care  defenceless  beauty  claims: 

So  well  could  Conrad  tame  tlieir  fiercest  mood, 

.\iid  check  tiie  very  hands  with  gore  imbrued. 

But  who  is  she?  whom  Conrad's  arms  convey 

From  recking  pile  and  combat's  wreck — away — 

Who  but  tlie  lo\e  of  him  he  dooms  to  bleed ! 

The  Haram  queen— but  still  tlie  slave  of  Soyd ! 

VI. 

Brief  time  had  Conrad  now  to  greet  (■ulnare,9 

Few  words  lo  reassure  the  trembling  fair; 

For  in  that  pause  compassion  snatch'd  from  war. 

The  foe  liofore  retiring  fast  and  far, 

With  wonder  saw  tlieir  footsteps  unparsucMl, 

First  slowlicr  fled— then  r.illictl — tlien  withstoml. 
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rd  perceives,  then  fine  perceives  how  fev, 
vd  with  his  the  Corsair's  roving  crew, 
i^hes  o'er  hii  error,  as  he  eyes 
1  wmu(;ht  liy  panic  and  surprise, 
ilia  I  Vi'fit^iice  swells  the  cry — 
nouutji  to  nge  that  must  atooe  or  die ! 
lie  for  flame  and  blooil  for  blood  must  tell, 

of  triumph  ebbs  that  flow'd  too  well — 

mth  n^iurns  to  renovated  strife, 

so  who  fou(;hl  for  conquest  strike  for  life. 

I>ehcld  the  dan(;(T — he  beheld 

iwi>rs  faint  by  freshruiDQ  foes  repell'd : 

fori — ouif — to  bn>ak  the  circlin|;  host!* 

•ni — unite — chart;e — waver — all  i<  losll 

1  uariower  nut;  compress'd,  be&et, 

i  not  heartless,  strive  and  stnig({le  yet— 

r  thry  li{;ht  in  Hrmest  file  no  more— 

in — cut  off — cleft  down — aud  trampled  o'erj 
I  strikes  Mugly,  silently,  and  home, 
v>  out^caried  rather  tlian  o'ercomr, 
Faint  quittance  rendering  with  his  breathy 
lilade  glimmers  in  the  grasp  of  death ! 

VII. 

ere  came  the  rallying  host  to  blows, 

k  to  rank  and  hand  to  hand  oppose, 

and  all  her  Ilaram  handmaidii  freed, 

he  dome  of  one  who  held  their  creed, 

id's  mandate  safely  were  bestow'd, 

d  those  tears  for  life  and  fome  that  flow'd : 

•n  that  dark-eyed  lady,  young  Gulnare, 

tho«»c  thoughts  btc  wandering  in  defipair, 

J  she  marvel  o'er  the  courtesy 

oothed  his  accents;  softcn'd  in  his  eye: 

range — diat  robber  thus  with  gore  bedew'd, 

entler  then  than  Seyd  in  fondest  mood. 

la  woo'd  as  if  he  dcem'd  the  slaw 

1)  delighted  with  the  heart  lie  gave; 

air  vow'd  protection,  soothed  affright, 

homage  were  a  woman's  right. 

«li  is  wrong — nay,  worse  for  female,  vain: 

:i  1  long  to  view  that  chief  again ; 

thank  for,  what  my  fear  forgot, 

-my  loving  lord  remcmber'd  not !» 

VIII. 

she  saw,  where  thickest  carnage  itpread, 
?rd  breathing  from  the  happier  dead; 
I  his  b;ind,  and  liattling  with  a  host 
m  right  dearly  won  the  field  he  lost, 
leeding — l>afHed  of  the  death  he  sought, 
ch'd  to  expiate  all  the  ills  he  wrought; 
1  to  linger  ami  to  live  in  vain; 
mgeance  ponder'd  o'er  new  plans  of  pain, 
nch'd  the  blood  she  saves  to  shed  again— 

by  drop,  for  Seyd's  unglutted  eye 
oom  him  ever  dying — ne'er  to  die ! 
be  he!  triumphant  late  she  saw, 
s  red  hand's  wild  gesture  waved,  a  la^! 
ndecd — disarm'd  but  undeprest, 
regret  the  life  he  still  possest ; 
ids  too  slight,  though  taken  with  that  will, 
ould  have  kiss'd  the  hand  that  then  could  kill. 
» there  none,  of  all  the  many  given, 
his  soul — he  scarcely  ask'd  to  heaven? 


Must  he  alone  of  all  retain  his  breath,      '  ^  • 
Who  more  than  all  had  striven  and  stmck  for  death? 
lie  deeply  felt — wliat  mortal  hearts  must  feel. 
When  thus  reversed  oo  faithlesn  fortune's  wheel. 
For  crimes  committed,  and  the  victor's  threat 
Of  lingering  tortnres  to  repay  tlie  debt- 
He  deeply,  darkly  feit ;  but  evil  pride 
That  led  to  perpetrate — now  serves  to  hide. 
Still  ill  his  steru  and  self-collected  mien 
A  conqueror's  more  than  captive's  air  is  seen ; 
lUiough  fiiini  with  wasitiug  toil  aud  stiffening  wound, 
Imt  few  that  saw — so  calmly  gaxcd  around : 
Though  the  far  shouting  of  the  distant  crowd, 
Tli^r  tremors  o'er,  rose  in<kolently  loud. 
The  better  warriors  who  beheld  him  uea'r. 
Insulted  not  the  fbc  who  taught  them  fear; 
And  the  grim  guards  tliat  to  his  durance  led, 
^  silence  eyed  him  ik  ith  a  secret  dread. 

IX. 

The  Leech  was  sent — but  not  in  mercy — there 
To  note  how  much  the  life  yet  left  could  bear; 
He  found  enough  to  load  with  heaviest  chain, 
And  promise  feeling  for  the  wrench  of  pain  : 
To-morrow — yea — to-morrow's  evening  sun 
Will  sinking  see  impalement's  pangs  begun. 
And  rising  with  the  wouted  blush  of  mom 
Deliold  how  well  or  ill  those  pangs  are  borne. 
Of  torments  this  the  longest  and  the  worst, 
Which  adds  all  other  agony  to  thirst, 
That  day  by  day  deatli  still  forbears  to  slake, 
While  famish'd  vultures  flit  around  the  stake. 
«  Oh !  water — water !» — smiling  hate  denies 
The  victim's  prayer — for  if  he  drinks — he  dies. 
Tliis  was  his  doom : — the  Leech,  the  guard  were  gone. 
And  left  proud  Gmrad  fetter'd  and  alone. 

X. 

'T  were  vain  to  paint  to  what  his  feelings  grew — 
It  even  were  doubtful  if  their  victim  knew. 
There  is  a  war,  a  chaos  of  the  mind, 
When  all  its  elements  convulsed — combined- 
Lie  dark  and  jarriug  with  perturbed  force. 
And  gnashing  with  impenitent  remorse ; 
That  juggling  fiend-^who  never  spake  before — 
But  cries,  m  I  waru'd  thee !»  wlien  the  deed  is  o'er. 
Vain  voice!  the  spirit  bumioff  but  unbent, 
May  writlie— rebel — the  weak  alone  repent ! 
Even  in  tliat  lonely  hour  when  moat  il  feels, 
And,  to  itself,  all— all  that  self  reveals, 
No  single  passion,  and  no  raliog  thou^iC 
Tliat  leaves  the  rest  as  once  unseen,  unsought; 
But  the  wild  prospect  when  the  soul  reviews — 
All  rushing  through  their  thousand  avenues. 
Ambition's  dreams  expiring,  love's  regret, 
Endanger'd  glory,  life  itself  beset; 
The  joy  untasted,  the  contempt  or  hate 
'Gainst  those  who  fain  would  triumph  in  oar  fate ; 
The  hopelets  past;  the  hasting  future  i!riven 
Too  quickly  on  to  guess  if  hell  or  heaven ; 
Deeds,  thoughts,  and  words  perhaps  remember'd  not 
So  keeuly  till  that  liour,  but  ue'cr  forgot ; 
Things  light  or  lovely  in  tlieir  actcil  time. 
But  now  to  alem  reflection  each  a  crime ; 
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The  witheriiii^  sense  of  evil  unroveai'd, 

Not  caukering  less  bcciiuse  tbe  more  conceard — 

All,  in  a  word,  from  which  all  eyes  must  start. 

That  opening  sepulchre — tlie  naked  heart 

Bares  with  its  buried  woes,  till  pride  awake, 

To  snatch  th«  mirror  from  the  soul — and  break. 

Ay — pride  can  veil,  and  courage  brave  it  all. 

All — all — before — beyond — the  deadliest  fall. 

Each  haih  some  fear,  and  he  who  least  betrays. 

The  only  hypocrite  deserving  praise : 

Not  the  loud  recreant  vk retch  who  boasts  and  flics;      ^ 

But  he  who  looks  on  death — and  silent  dies. 

So  stccl'd  by  pondering  o'er  his  far  career, 

lie  half-way  meets  him  should  he  menace  near'* 

XI. 

In  thu  high  chamber  of  his  hi(;h('St  tower, 

Sate  Counid,  felter'd  in  the  Vacha's  power.  1 

Tlis  palace  perish'd  in  the  flame — tliis  fort 

Contiiiu'd  at  once  his  captive  and  his  court. 

Not  much  could  Conrad  of  his  sentence  blame, 

Ilis  foe,  if  vanquish'd,  hud  but  shared  the  same: — 

Alone  he  sate — in  solitude  had  scann'd 

His  guilty  bosom,  but  that  breast  he  manu'd: 

One  thought  alone  he  could  not — dared  not  meet. 

nOh!  how  these  tidings  will  Medora  greet 7» 

Then — only  then — his  clanking  hands  he  raiscti, 

.\nd  strain'd  with  rage  the  chain  on  wiiich  he  gaxcd ; 

But  soon  he  found — or  fcign'd — or  dream'd  relief, 

And  smiled  in  self-derision  of  his  grief, 

«  And  now  come  torture  when  it  will — or  may. 

More  need  of  rest  to  nerve  me  for  the  day.  » 

This  snid,  with  Inngour  to  his  mat  he  crept, 

And,  whatsoe'er  his  visions,  ipiiokly  slept. 

T  was  hardly  midnight  when  that  fray  begun, 
For  Conrad's  plans  mu lured,  at  once  were  done ; 
And  IIuvoc  loathes  so  iiuich  the  waste  of  time, 
.She  scarce  lind  left  an  uncommitted  crime.  - 
One  hour  beheld  him  since  the  tide  he  stcmm'd — 
l)i*iguised,  discovered,  conquering,  ta'en,  coudcinii'd — 
A  chief  on  land — an  outlaw  on  the  deep — 
Destroying — sa\ing — prison'd— and  asleep ! 

XII. 

He  slept  in  cajmest  seeming — for  his  breath 

lYas  hush'd  so  deep — Ah !  happy  if  in  death  ! 

lie  slept — Who  o'er  his  placid  slumber  bends? 

His  foes  are  gone — and  here  he  hath  no  friends; 

Is  it  some  seraph  sent  to  grant  him  grace  ? 

No,  't  is  an  eartlilv  form  with  heavenly  face  ! 

Its  white  arm  raised  n  lamp — yet  gently  hid. 

Lest  the  r:iy  flash  abruptly  on  the  lid 

Of  that  closed  eye,  which  opens  but  to  pain. 

And  once  unclosed — but  once  may  close  again. 

That  form,  with  eye  so  dark,  and  cheek  so  fair. 

And  auburn  waves  of  gemm'd  and  braided  hair; 

With  sliape  of  fairy  lightness — naked  foot. 

That  shines  like  snow,  and  falls  on  earth  as  mute — 

Through  guards  and  duunest  night  how  came  it  there? 

Ah !  rather  ask  what  will  not  woman  dare, 

Whom  youth  and  pity  lead  like  thee,  Guluare? 

Slie  could  not  sleep — and  while  the  Pacha's  rest 

In  muttering  dreams  yet  saw  his  pirate-guest, 

She  left  his  side — his  signet  riug  she  bore. 

Which  oft  in  >port  adorn'd  her  hand  before — 


And  with  it,  scarcely  quetUoa'd,  troa  her  ^ray 
Through  drowsy  guards  that  nmst  that  u^n  obey. 
Worn  out  with  toil,  «nd  tired  with  changing  hlo«% 
Their  eyes  had  cavied  Conrad  his  repose; 
And  chill  and  nodding  at  the  turret  door, 
Tliey  stretch  tlieir  listless  limbs,  and  tratch  no  mon; 
Just  raised  their  heads  to  hail  the  tignel-ring. 
Nor  aiJL  or  what  or  who  the  sign  may  bring. 

XIII. 

She  gaxed  in  wonder,  «  Can  he  calmly  sleep. 
While  other  eyes  liis  fall  or  ravage  weep! 
And  mine  in  restlessness  are  wandering  lM*re— 
What  sudden  sjiell  hath  made  tiiis  mau  so  dear? 
True — 't  is  to  lum  my  life,  and  more  I  owe. 
And  me  and  mi^  he  npared  from  wonte  than  woe: 
' T  is  hte  to  think — but  soft — his  »lumber  break*— 
How  heavily^  sighs ! — he  starts — awakes !»        ^ 
He  raised  his  head — and,  daxzled  with  ilie  light, 
Ilis  eye  seem*d  dubious  if  it  saw  aright : 
He  moved  his  lund— tlie  grating  of  his  chain 
Too  harihly  told  him  that  he  lived  again. 
«  What  is  that  form?  if  not  a  slupe  of  air, 
Methinks  my  jailor  s  face  shows  wondrous  fair !» 

M  Pirate!  thou  know'st  me  not — but  I  am  one 
Craieful  for  deeds  thou  lla^t  too  rarely  done; 
Look  on  me — and  remember  her  thy  hand 
Snatch'd  from  tlie  flames,  and  thy  more  fnrful  band. 
I  come  through  darkness — aud  I  scarce  knov  why- 
Yet  not  to  hurt — I  would  not  sec  tliee  die.* 

« If  so,  kind  lady !  thine  the  only  eye 

That  would  not  here  in  that  gay  hope  delight : 

Theirs  is  the  chance — and  let  tliem  use  their  right. 

But  still  I  thank  tlieir  courtesy  or  thine. 

That  would  confess  me  at  so  fair  a  shrine.* 

Strange  though  it  seem — yet  with  extmnett  grief 

U  linkd  a  mirtli — it  doth  not  bring  relief — 

That  ])layfulness  of  sorrow  ne'er  beguiles. 

And  smiles  in  bitterness — but  still  it  smiles; 

And  sometimes  with  the  wisest  aud  the  best, 

Till  even  tlie  scaffold  "»  echoes  with  their  jest ! 

Yet  not  the  joy  to  which  it  seems  akin — 

It  may  deceive  all  hearts,  save  that  within. 

Whate'er  it  was  that  flash'd  on  Gmrad,  now 

A  laughing  wildness  half  unbent  his  brow  : 

And  these  his  accents  had  a  sound  of  mirth,  ^ 

As  if  the  last  he  could  enjoy  on  earth ; 

Yet  'gainst  his  nature — for  through  tliat  short  life. 

Few  thoughts  had  he  to  spare  from  gloom  and  strife. 


XIV. 

M  Corsair!  thy  doom  is  named — but  I  have  power 

To  soothe  the  Paclia  in  his  weaker  hour. 

Thee  would  I  sjiare — nay  more — would  save  thee  now. 

But  this — time — hope — nor  even  thy  strength  al^w ; 

But  all  I  can,  I  will :  at  least,  delay 

The  sentence  that  remits  ihee  scarce  a  dav. 

More  now  were  ruin — even  thyself  were  loth 

The  vain  attempt  should  bring  but  doom  to  both.» 

«  Yes ! — loth  indeed  : — my  soul  is  nerved  to  all, 
Or  fall'u  too  low  to  fear  a  further  fall : 
Tempt  not  thyself  witJi  peril ;  me  with  ho))e. 
Of  flight  from  foes  with  whom  I  could  not  cope : 
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Tanquuh — shall  I  meanly  fly, 

of  all  my  band  that  irould  not  die? 

«  is  one — to  whom  my  memory  clings, 

bese  ryes  her  own  wild  softness  springs. 

resources  in  the  path  I  trod 

ese — my  bark — my  sword— my  love — my  Cod ! 
I  left  in  youth— be  Ittves  me  now — 

n  but  works  his  will  to  lay  me  low. 

10  thought  to  mock  his  throne  with  prayer 
from  the  coward  crouching  of  despair ; 
lugh'-l  breathe — and  I  can  bear. 

rd  U  shaken  from  tlie  wortlJes^  hand    • 
.glit  have  better  kept  so  true  a  brand  ; 
i  i.s  hUiik  or  captive — but  my  love — 
in  aooth  my  voice  would  mount  aliove  : 
iii  all  tliat  still  to  earth  can  bind — 
s  will  break  n  heart  so  more  than  kind, 
i;ht  a  form — till  thine  appeared,  (juliiare! 
e  ne'er  ask'd  if  others  were  ab  fair.* 

love^t  another  tlien  ? — but  what  to  me 
-'t  is  nothing — nothing  «''er  can  be: 
—thou  lowest— ^lul — Oh  !  I  envy  those 
hearts  on  hearts  at  faithful  can  repose, 
'\er  feel  the  void — the  wandering  thouglit 
;hs  o'er  vi^iions — such  as  mine  hath  wrought.* 

-methouglit  thy  love  was  his,  for  whom 
n  redeem'd  thee  from  a  fiery  tomb.* 

r«  stem  Seyd's !     Oh— no — no — not  my  love — 
rh  this  licart,  that  strives  no  more,  once  strove 
t  his  passion — but  it  would  not  be. 
!  feel — love  dwcilM  vkitli — with  tlie  free. 
(Uve,  a  favour  d  slave  at  best, 
e  his  splendour,  and  seem  very  blest ! 
4t  my  soul  the  question  undergo, 
ost  tliou  love  ?'  and  bum  to  answer  *  No  V 
rd  it  isi  that  fondness  to  sustain, 
iiggle  not  to  feel  averse  in  vain; 
dcr  still  the  heart's  recoil  to  bear, 
le  from  one — perliaps  another  there, 
s  the  hand  I  gi\e  not — nor  withhold — 
r  nor  check'd — nor  (|uit-ken'd — calmly  cold : 
lien  resigii'd,  it  drops  a  lifeless  weight 
ne  1  never  loved  enough  to  hate, 
mlh  these  lips  return  by  his  imprest, 
ill'd  remembmnce  hhudders  o'er  the  rest, 
id  I  ever  proved  that  passion's  seal, 
inge  to  liatred  were  nt  least  to  feel : 
1 — he  goes  unmoum'd — returns  unsought — 
when  present — absent  from  my  thought. 

11  rrlleetion  comes,  and  come  it  must — 
i.-it  henceforth  't  will  but  bring  disgust; 
&  slave — but.  in  despite  of  pride, 

worse  tlum  bondage  to  become  his  bride. 
It  this  docige  of  Ihh  breast  would  cease*. 

another  and  give  mine  release, 
lenl.iy — I  could  liave  said,  to  peace ! 

unwoiitet)  fondness  now  I  feign, 
lH»r— captive !  "l  is  to  bn-ak  thy  chain; 
:lie  life  that  to  thy  hand  I  owe; 

tliee  l>ack  to  all  ende:ir'd  below, 
lare  such  love  as  I  can  never  know. 
U— mom  breaks— and  1  must  now. away: 
:ost  me  dear — but  dread  no  death  to-day!* 


XV. 

^e  preas'd  his  fetier'd  lingcfs  to  her  heart, 

And  bow'd  lier  head,  and  tam'd  her  to  depart, 

And  Boiaelesa  as  a  lovely  dream  ia  gone. 

And  was  she  here?  and  it  he  now  akme? 

What  gem  hath  dropp'd  and  sparkles  o'er  his  chain? 

The  tear  most  sacred,  shed  for  other's  pain, 

Tliat  KUrts  at  once — briglit— pure— from  pity's  mine. 

Already  polish'd  by  the  hand  divine ! 

Oh !  too  convincing — dangerously  dear — 

In  woman's  eye  the  unanswerable  tear! 

That  weapon  of  her  weakness  slie  can  wield. 

To  save,  subdue — at  once  her  spear  and  sliield : 

Avoid  it — virtue  ebbs  and  wisdom  errs. 

Too  fondly  gaiing  on  that  grief  of  hers! 

Wluit  lost  a  worid,  and  bade  a  hero  fly?  « 

The  timiii  tear  in  (Ileopatra's  eye. 

Yet  be  the  soft  triumvir's  fault  forgiven. 

By  this — how  many  lose  not  earth— hut  lieaven ! 

Consign  their  souls  to  man's  eternal  foe. 

And  seal  their  own  to  spare  some  wanton's  woe! 

XVI. 

T  is  mom — ami  o'er  his  alter'd  features  play 
The  beams — without  the  hope  of  yesterday. 
What  sluill  he  be  ere  night?  percliance  a  thing 
O'er  which  tlie  raven  flaps  lier  funeral  wing: 
By  his  cloned  eye  unheeded  and  unfelt. 
While  sets  that  sun,  and  dews  of  evening  mdt, 
Giill — wet — and  misty  round  each  stiffcn'd  limb. 
Refreshing  earth — reviving  all  but  him! — 
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CmM  vedl— aafor  ii«a  ■'  AbLaarfoiia. 

UAMTK. 


I. 

Si.(»w  sinks,  more  lovely  ere  his  race  lie  run. 
Along  Morea's  hills,  the  setting  sun; 
Not,  as  in  northern  climes,  obscurely  bright. 
But  one  unclouded  blaze  of  hviug  light ! 
O'er  the  hash'd  deep  the  yellow  beam  he  thrown. 
Gilds  the  green  wave,  tliat  trembles  as  it  glows. 
On  old  jGgina's  rock,  and  Idra's  isle, 
Tlie  god  of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  cmilr ; 
O'er  his  own  regions  lingering,  loves  to  shine, 
Tliough  there  his  altars  are  no  more  di\ine. 
Descending  fast  the  mountain  shadows  kiss 
Thy  glorious  gulf,  uneonqner'd  Salamis ! 
Their  azure  arches  through  tlie  long  expanse 
More  deeply  purpled  meet  his  mellowing  glance. 
And  tenderest  tints,  along  their  summits  driven, 
Mark  his  gay  course  and  own  the  hues  of  heaven ; 
Till,  darkly  sliaded  from  the  biiid  and  deep, 
Behind  his  Delphian  cliff  he  sinks  to  iJecp. 

On  sueli  .in  eve,  his  palest  beam  he  cast. 
When— Athrns !  here  thy  wisest  look'd  hit  last. 
How  watch'd  thy  better  sons  his  farewell  ray. 
That  closed  their  murder'd  sage's  *'  Litest  day! 
Not  yet — not  yet — Sol  pauses  on  the  hill — 
The  precious  hour  of  parting  lingen  still ; 

aa 
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Bui  ud  hii  llgUl  Ic  siJ.iiiuiiiB  ryn. 
And'.Urk  Iliu  ■naunl.m   wiu-lclleklFiil  dyn: 
(;i(Hiiu  o'w  ihf  lo>»lj  liud  Iv  Kcm'il  ID  pour 
Thr  l.iuil,  ■lin'  Hkabui  nenr  (rown'd  bcFoFFi 
Oiii.rrcbcMinkbrlsvCilhwoa'  Ivail, 
Thr  cup  of  v«*ur]fliirFd-~ilwipiriinr<l: 
Tlir  toul  of  Mid  -1^  vam'd  lo  fi-jr  or  IK— 

N.<  iniirliy  tH|>n,ir  Wrahl  oF  llu-  scvin.  ' 

Willi  iwnitp  |;>i>iini''rm|;  n'  llir  nirmu-U'jlD.  ]'l:i 

Thrrr  llw  illiU' colli n      ^irrl,  li.r  yr  l.'Fi     r.iy. 

Anil.  !>ritihi    i-fluiid  iiiiUi|uivi.T>ii||  brtui'-  Ihwi, 

llirr  cmblccDijM'''''""'"' "l"  ""'"'  ■  ; 

Thr  iicdVM  of  ollw      (It'iI  dark  uihI  wiiIp  | 

VMi.T.'m(fkC»pliiai    pmirsliis  uiuly  liilp, 

Tilt  cypnm  MddniiDf  i^  llir  wcml  iuimjih-. 

Thir  i;tiiiniii(;  lum>  nf  Ilw  i;ft]f  KiiHk, '' 

And  dull  wen  1i»  UiJI  |ii«'d  llmi  brrdliu  Lr. 


AVhinc  iuiiuitn  linl  IwlirJd  vhvm  fini  ilifr  >Bn|<>l, 

Scvrf  km  Ibrf  hon  nnprd— lAfislI  They  kar*. 

HnF.rllm'inKiurofiiiiiiwiiCDnFad'tfiit 

To  ini>l  tlitir  ipCMili  lo  ll«ti>r/i  ar. 

Slir  uw  ilDDiy,  yet  .unit  iinl—lrcmMpd  DM— 

IVni^lli  lb*[  BfM'i  lh»l  loiidiiH-^  of  lol, 

Witliiii  tJiKl  nink  hirfocm  *ert  tfrlXnet  h:|fa, 

Tlial  ilt^'iii'd  HOI  liU  Ihcf  (oanJ  ihcir  HurEy- 

WJiBp  yi  -wm  Ropr- ibcj  sefim'd- HnHerd — »fjii- 

Aiiin.l-iii;ii>aftDrudi«'  ■  '     - 


li  Dntliing  IrFk  lo 


vhld)  uid. 


tc  ibe  bomins  migbt 


Tlirli  loflg  imy  of  u<|ipliin-  and  of  lyM, 
Tluil  Frown— irlitK (jinilrr  uii-nii  utim  Iv 


Nor  dirrll  u[>on  iby  iiiuu'.  wliulr'i'r  llir  Inlr, 
So  mucbiu  uugic  muil  aVallpret^; 
Who  Ami  ]iiUd  itui  «nii    pou  iIh^  iri, 
CiirAIlinu  rauld  IltiareYralnt  tuniiari^ri: 
7<«t  h^-'wh<>H  h«[t  Dor  limr  dl.Iancc  fr»> 

Spril-bouad  viibin  tkc  diUicrino  Cyclidri 
K«r  >«(ni  ibii  bomiigv  forrlgD  totiiisinip, 
Hit  Comir't  isle  k3i  ontF  llUni'  o>d  iIonLiin— 


III!  onlf  lidiaiii  llu[  llicy  h.id  ixil  nii-i ! 
Tbaufili  wild,  at  now,  Ut  difFrn'ni  wiTr  Ihe  att 
Ikd  (Conrad  wailed  fur  (hal  hdhIi!  shU. 

Tbriiighl-bnciefmtKat- ihi-Tlinidny  liad  |>ait 

WBlcliial^I'lhill  Inpi  prorlniiiiM  n  ini^l; 
Sully  clwulF—oabi|;h-lnii.^ili.'.i..Urr 

Al  li^  her  foolilriiik  la  llic  midnLt^ljr    I ', 

And  lliin-  ^ha  .aiulrrV!  1ii idln.  .'f  llii'  .priy 
Thal.i.  ".  '■]:■,     I    .  ri,.iiid.,irNdaitay 


l>errtuni:gallwnrminlii 

Sllauiymi  lud—nnrvould    hearyauMll 
Wluii— .inknoi— bnxhanui— brlkaawiiwl 
Vel  woulil  I  auk- alnuHl  my  jip  deoja 
Tbr — ijuick  yuur  aiHwcr— Irll  ine  whrR  ho  lk».  p 

llf  «w  him  bound   aodlihrdinij- bul  »Ji«." 


She  lieani  no  fii 
So  Ihrvbbd  enc 

llerowndark,! 


Tlini  1,11.11  11(1  J..rm  nVf  "hich  lltry  E«e  and  pw 

Thr  iLilc  loo  tcdioiu— wlien  ibt  iriumpfa  iban. 

IV. 
Ill  iliat  wild  eauneil  wdrdt  iii'd  warm  and  arm 
mih  ilKHinhls  nf  nn-nn,  rMeiie.inl  iwnge; 
All.  diu  re|HHr  «r  llii^il :  m)II  linQerini;  iherc 
llmthrd  Tdnndi  tptril, and  forbadi  itapair ; 
IVhair'erhii  fiiLe— ihe  breaiui  he  rnno'd  and  lei 
Will  Mveliimlliinif  Dr   pprtK  hiiu -dead. 

VThw  dceils  lint  daring,  ii  llwir  liraru  ue  Imo. 


WiihinlhrF 
Slem  Sry.1,  , 


rr  hii  ca|iiivi-'>  hie 
e  ■iuniale  dwell, 
inCmind'scclli 


BiU  iuly  •irw>lii\vicliuiii*1i'-hl 
u  Parlia :  iIm  day  inlfiiueiand  oi 
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HU  ilooui  U  fix'd— he  dies:  and  «dl  liis  fate 
Wa«.  oarn'd— yet  much  loo  '«orthlesj«  for  thy  liate: 
Meihiuk%  a  short  release,  for  random  told 
With  all  iiis  trcasurt;,  uot  luiviscly  t>oU\; 
Ri'IKirt  hpcak»  largely  of  hut  pirale-huard — 
Would  that  of  this  uiy  Ihiclui  i^ere  the  Kird! 
Whili'  hriftlcd,  wrakcii'd  hy  tlii«  fatal  fray — 
Waichd — fnljovr'd — he  werr  tlicii  au  easier  prey ; 
But  once  cut  off— thr  reiiiuaiit  of  his  baud 
Euihark  their  'wealth,  and  seek  a  Mifer  btraiid.n 

«  (luhtarc! — If  for  each  ilro|i  of  hlood  a  (jem 

y\'ctx'  offer  d  ricii  ns  Stainboul's  diadem ; 

If  for  rarh  Iriir  of  his  a  ina.ssy  niiuir 

C>f  \ir(;iii  on*  should  sii|i|>IIcatiu^  ftliine; 

If  aJI  our  Arub  talcs  di\ul(;e  or  dream 

Of  wealth  new  here — that  i;old  should  uot  redei-m! 

It  had  not  now  redeem'd  a  siu^le  hour, 

But  that  I  know  him  fetti*r'd,  in  my  power; 

And,  thirsiin(;  for  re\enge,  1  pond'ir  id  ill 

Ihi  \Miv^i  that  lonijeftt  rack  aud  laltr^t  Kill.** 

•t  Nay,  — Seydl — I  seek  not  to  rcslrain  chy  ra(ji-, 
.  Too  justly  mo\<»d  for  merry  to  assuu;;(- ; 
3ly  thou(;lits  were  oul^o  «rcun>  for  flue 
His  ri<'hes — thus  releasftl,  hf  werr  not  free: 
l)i:(.tbli>d,  shorn  of  half  his  mi^ht  and  b.inil, 
lli.'«  capture  could  but  wait  thy  hrxi  eoinuiaud.n 

a  lli<  capture  comM.'— >and  sliall  I  then  rc.<ii|(n 

One  day  to  him — the  wretch  ahmdy  mine? 

RrhaMT  my  foe! — at  whose  remonstrance? — thine! 

Fair  Kuitor! — to  thy  virtnous  (jRilitude, 

Th.ii  thus  repays  this  (Uttonr!*  rrlenlin{*  mood, 

Which  tlier  and  thine  alone  of  all  could  ^pare, 

No  doubt — n^irdless  if  the  priie  were  fiiir, 

M\  thankit  aiMi  prtiiiiie  alike  asv  due — now  luMr! 

1  lia\e  a  eouusi'l  for  thy  ^ntler  ear: 

I  do  miAtrufft  thee,  woman !  ami  each  word 

Of  thine  ilampo  tnith  on  all  Ku^piriou  hcirtl. 

l!onic  in  his  arms  throu(;h  (ire  from  you  S«Tai — 

Siy,  wc-rl  thou  lin(;erin(;  there  with  him  to  Hy? 

Thou  need'.st  not  answer — thy  confrs&ion  speaks, 

Already  reddeninf;  on  thy  |;nilty  elireks ; 

Then,  lovely  dame,  l»ethink  thi?e!  and  beware: 

T  i*  not  /lis  life  alone  may  claim  such  cartf ! 

Another  word  and— nay — I  need  no  more. 

Accur^etl  was  the  moment  when  he  bore 

Thee  fn>m  the  flames,  which  belter  far— but— no— 

I  then  had  mourn  d  thee  with  a  lo\er*s  w»m? — 

Now  t  is  tby  lord  that  warns — deceitful  thini; ! 

Kuow'si  thou  that  I  ran  clip  thy  wanton  wiu^  ' 

III  words  alone  I  am  not  wont  to  chafe  - 

Lmik  to  thyself — nor  deem  thv  falsi-hoo*!  s;ifp!.» 

m  * 

llr  rose — ami  slowlv,  uternlv  tlieiice  withdrew, 
Uai;e  in  his  eye,  and  threats  in  his  adieu: 
Ah!  Hltle  reek'd  tliat  chief  of  wouiandood- 
Which  frowns  nc'tT  qnell'd.  nor  mtrnaeirs  MilNlued; 
And  little  deem'd  he  what  thy  heart,  Guhian!! 
When  soft  could  feel,  and  when  incensed  could  dare. 
Ill-,  d'mbtx  appear'd  to  wronc — lun-  yt  she  knew 
Hnw  deep  the  root  from  whence  compassion  |;rew — 
Siie  was  a  slave — from  such  may  capii\ek  cl.iiui 
A  fellow-ferling,  differiuR  but  in  name; 
Still  half-miconitcious — heedless  of  his  wrath, 
Atpiin  idle  ventured  on  the  danQcroiis  path, 


Again  his  nfH"  repcll'd — until  arose 

That  strife  of  thought,  tlic  vonree  of  womaa'g  woes! 

VI. 

Meanwhile — long-unxious — weary— still — the  same 

UoH'd  day  and  night — his  soul  could  terror  tame — 

This  fearful  intersal  of  doubt  and  dread, 

Whf'n  every  hour  uiight  doom  him  worM  than  dead, 

When  e\ery  step  that  echo'd  by  the  gate, 

.Might  entering  lead  where  axe  aud  stake  await : 

When  every  voice  tliat  grated  ou  his  ear 

Might  be  the  last  tliat  he  could  e\er  hear; 

Clould  terror  tame — that  spirit  stern  aud  high 

Had  pro\ed  unwilling  :is  unfit  to  die ; 

T  was  worn — |M.>rhaps  decay'd — yet  silent  bore 

That  conflict  deadlier  far  tlian  all  before: 

The  heat  of  light,  the  hurrv-  of  the  gale. 

Leave  scarce  one  thought  inert  enough  to  quail; 

Hut  bound  and  lix'd  iu  fetter'd  solitude. 

To  pine,  the  prey  of  every  cliangi;ig  mood ; 

To  g.tze  ou  thine  own  heart,  and  meditate 

Irrevocable  faults,  and  coming  fate — 

Too  late  the  last  to  shun — the  first  to  mend — 

To  count  the  hours  that  struggle  to  thine  end, 

With  not  a  friend  to  animate,  aud  tell 

Tft  other  cars  that  death  !»ecnme  thee  well; 

Around  thee  foes  to  forge  the  ready  lie. 

And  blot  life's  latest  scene  with  calumny; 

IkTore  thee  tortures,  which  the  soul  can  dare. 

Yet  doubts  bow  well  the  <hriiiking  fle^h  may  bear; 

Hill  deeply  feels  a  single  cry  would  shame. 

To  %aIoiir's  priise  thy  last  and  dearest  claim; 

The  life  thoii  leanest  Iwlow,  denied  ;*!H>ve 

ISv  kind  niouopolists  of  heavenly  love; 

And  more  than  doubtful  |mradise — thy  heaven 

Of  earthlv  hope — thv  loved  one  from  thee  riven. 

Siith  were  the  thoughts  that  outlaw  must  sustain. 

And  govern  pangs  surpassing  mortal  pain  : 

And  tliose  sustain'd  hi — boots  it  wi-11  or  ill? 

Since  nut  to  sink  beneath  is  something  still ! 

VM. 

The  rir«.f  day  jiass'd—he  saw  not  her — Ctilnare — 

The  second— third— aud  still  she  came  not  there; 

Hut  what  her  words  avouch'd,  her  charms  had  done, 

( )r  else  he  had  not  seen  another  sun. 

The  fourth  day  roll'd  al(»iig,  and  with  ihe  night 

Came  storm  and  tbrkuess  in  tlieir  niingling  might ; 

Oh !  how  he  listen  d  to  the  rushing  deep, 

That  ne'er  till  now  so  broke  upon  his  sleep; 

And  his  wilil  spirit  wilder  wishes  teut. 

Roused  by  tlie  roar  of  his  own  element ! 

Oft  had  he  ridden  on  that  winged  wave, 

.Viul  loved  its  rniighnt^s  for  the  speed  it  gave; 

And  now  its  dashing  echo'd  ou  his  ear, 

A  long-known  voice — alas!  too  vainly  near ! 

Ix)ud  sung  the  wind  above;  aud,  doubly  loud. 

Shook  o'er  \i\*  turret  cell  the  lliuntler-cloud  ; 

And  flash'd  the  lightning  by  the  latticed  l>ar. 

To  him  more  genial  than  the  midnight  star: 

Cl(»e  to  the  glimmiring  grate  he  dragg'd  his  diain. 

And  hopf>d  tliat  peril  might  not  pro\c  in  vain. 

He  raided  his  iron  hand  to  llea^eu,  aud  pray'd 

One  pitying  flash  to  mar  the  form  it  made: 

His  steel  and  impious  prayer  attract  alike — 

The  storm  rnll'd  onward  and  disdaiu'd  to  Mrikir; 
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lu  peal  was'd  fainter— ceaaed— he  felt  alone. 
As  if  come  faithless  friend  had  spnra'd^is  groan ! 

Mil. 
The  midnight  pass'd— and  to  the  massy  door, 
A  light  step  came — it  paused — it  moved  once  more: 
Slow  tarns  the  grating  bolt  and  sullen  key : 
T  is  as  his  heart  foreboded— that  fair  she ! 
Wliate'er  her  sins  to  him  a  guardian  saint, 
And  beauteous  still  as  hermit'n  hope  can  paint ; 
Yet  changed  since  last  within  that  cell  slie  came. 
More  pale  her  cheek,  more  tremulous  her  frame : 
On  him  she  cast  her  dark  and  hurried  eye, 
Which  spoke  before  her  accents— «  thou  must  die ! 
Yes,  thou  must  die — there  is  but  one  resource. 
The  last— the  worst- if  torture  were  not  worse.* 

«  Lady !  I  look  to  none — my  lips  proclaim 
What  last  proclaim'd  they— Conrad  still  the  same : 
Why  shouldst  thou  seek  an  outlaw's  life  to  spare. 
And  cliange  the  sentence  I  deserve  to  bear? 
Well  have  I  earn'd — nor  here  alone — the  meed 
Of  8eyd*s  revenge,  by  many  a  lawless  deed.w 

«  Why  should  T  seek  ?  because— Oh !  didst  thou  not 

Redeem  my  life  from  worse  than  slavery's  lot  T 

Why  should  I  seek?— hath  misery  made  thee  blind 

To  the  fond  workings  of  a  woman's  mind  ? 

And  must  I  say?  albeit  my  heart  rebel 

With  all  that  woman  feels,  but  tliould  not  tell— 

Because— despite  thy  crimes— that  heart  is  moved : 

It  fear'd  thee— thank'd  thee— pitied— madden'd— loved. 

Reply  not,  tell  not  now  thy  tale  again, 

Thou  lovest  anotlier— and  I  love  in  vain  ; 

Thou^i  fond  as  mine  her  bosom,  form  more  fair, 

I  rush  through  peril  which  she  would  not  dare. 

If  that  thy  heart  10  hers  were  truly  dear, 

Were  I  tliine  own— thou  wert  not  lonely  here : 

An  outlaw's  spouse — and  leave  her  lord  to  roam  ! 

What  liath  such  gentle  dame  to  do  with  home  ? 

Rut  speak  not  now— o'er  thine  and  o'er  my  head 

Hangs  the  keen  sahre  by  a  single  thread; 

If  thou  hast  courage  still,  and  wouhlst  he  free, 

Receive  this  poniard— rise  and  follow  me !» 

«  Ay— in  my  chains !  my  steps  will  gently  tread. 
With  these  adornments,  o'er  each  slumbering  head  ! 
Thon  hast  forgot— is  this  a  garb  for  flight? 
Or  is  that  instrument  more  fit  for  fight  ?» 

M  Misdoubting  Corsair !  1  have  gain'd  the  guard. 

Ripe  ft)r  revolt,  and  greedy  for  reward. 

A  single  word  of  mine  removes  that  chain : 

Without  some  aid  how  here  could  I  remain? 

Well,  since  we  met,  hath  sped  my  busy  time. 

If  in  auglit  evil,  for  thy  sake  the  crime : 

The  crime — 't  is  none  to  punish  those  of  Seyd. 

That  haled  tyrant,  Conrad— he  must  bleed ! 

I  see  thee  shudder — but  my  soul  u  clianged — 

W^rong'd — ipum'd — reviled — and  it  slull  be  avenged — 

Accused  of  what  till  now  my  heart  disdain'd — 

Too  foitliful,  though  to  bitter  bondage  chain'd. 

Yes,  smile ! — but  he  had  little  cause  to  sneer, 

I  was  not  treacherous  then — nor  thou  too  dear : 

But  he  has  said  it — and  the  jealous  well, 

Those  tyrants,  teasing,  templing  to  rebel. 

Deserve  the  fate  tlieir  fretting  lips  foretel. 


I  never  loved— he  bon|^t  me — lomnHitt  high — 

Since  with  me  came  a  heart  he  could  not  boy. 

I  was  a  slave  unmurmuring;  be  hath  nid, 

Bnt  for  his  rescue  I  with  thee  had  fled. 

T  was  false  thou  know'it — but  let  such  angora 

Their  words  are  omens  insult  renders  true. 

Nor  was  thy  respite  granted  to  my  prayer ; 

This  fleeting  grace  was  only  to  prepare 

New  torments  for  thy  life,  and  my  despair. 

Mine  too  he  threatens;  but  his  dotage  still 

Would  fain  reserve  me  for  his  lordly  wiU : 

When  wearier  of  these  fleeting  charms  and  me. 

There  ^-awns  the  sack — and  yonder  rolls  the  aea ! 

What,  am  I  then  a  toy  for  dotard's  play. 

To  wear  but  till  the  gilding  frets  away? 

I  saw  thee — loved  thee — owe  thee  all — would  save, 

If  but  to  show  how  grateful  is  a  slave. 

But  had  he  not  thus  menaced  fame  and  life 

(And  well  he  keeps  his  oaths  pronounced  in  strifle), 

I  still  had  saved  tliee — but  the  Pacha  spared. 

Now  I  am  all  tliine  own — for  all  prepared : 

Tbou  lovest  me  not — nor  know'st — or  but  the  wonL 

Alas !  this  love — that  hatred  ore  the  first — 

Oh!  couldst  thou  prove  my  truth,  thou  wouldal  aoC 

start,  # 

Nor  fear  the  fire  that  lights  an  eastern  heart ; 
T  is  now  the  beacon  of  thy  safely — now 
It  points  within  the  port  a  Mainote  prow : 
But  in  one  chamber,  where  our  path  must  lead, 
Tliere  sleeps — he  must  not  wake — tlie  oppressor  Seydia 


«  Gulnarc — Gulnare — I  never  felt  till  now 

My  abject  fortune,  wither'd  fome  so  low  : 

Seyd  is  mine  enemy :  had  swept  my  band 

From  earth  with  ruthless  but  with  open  liand. 

And  therefore  came  I,  in  my  bark  of  war. 

To  smite  the  smiter  with  the  scimitar ; 

Such  is  my  weapon — not  the  secret  knife — 

Who  spares  a  woman's  seeks  not  slumber's  life. 

Thine  saved  I  gladly,  lady,  not  for  this— 

Let  me  not  deem  that  mercy  shown  amiss. 

Now  fire  thee  well — more  peace  be  with  thy  bteast ! 

Night  wears  apace — my  last  of  earthly  rest !» 

«  Rest !  Rest !  by  stmrise  must  thy  sinews  shake. 

And  thy  limbs  writhe  around  the  ready  stake, 

I  heard  the  order — saw — I  will  not  see — 

If  thou  wilt  perish,  I  will  fall  with  thee. 

My  life — my  love — my  hatred — all  below 

Are  on  this  cast — Corsair !  't  is  but  a  blow ! 

Without  it  flight  were  idle — how  evade 

His  sure  pursuit  ?  my  wrongs  too  unrepaid. 

My  youth  disgraced — the  long,  long  wasted  years,    ' 

One  blow  shall  cancel  with  our  future  fears ; 

But  since  the  dagger  suits  thee  less  than  brand, 

I  '11  try  the  firmness  of  a  female  hand. 

The  guards  are  gain'd — one  moment  all  were  o'er— 

Corsair !  we  meet  in  safely  or  no  more ; 

If  errs  my  feeble  hand,  the  morning  cloud 

Will  hover  o'er  thy  scaffold,  and  my  shroud. » 

IX. 

She  tum'd,  and  vanish'd  ere  he  could  reply. 
But  his  glance  follow'd  Hr  with  eager  eye ; 
And  gathering,  as  lie  could,  the  links  that  bound 
His  form,  to  curl  their  length,  and  curb  their  sound. 
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Since  bar  and  bolt  no  more  hU  stqM  preclude. 

He,  fast  as  fettcr'd  limb*  allov,  pursued. 

T  was  dark  and  winding,  and  lie  knew  not  where 

Tbat  passage  led ;  nor  lamp  nor  guard  were  there : 

lie  seek  a  dusky  (jlimmering— shall  he  seek 

Or  ftlinn  tliat  ray  so  indistinct  and  weak? 

Chance  guides  his  steps — a  freshneu  seems  to  bear 

Full  on  his  brow,  as  iJF  from  morning  air — 

lie  reacl.'d  an  open  gallery — on  his  eye 

Glcam'd  the  last  star  of  night,  the  clearing  sky : 

Yet  kcarccly  heeded  these — another  light 

From  a  lone  chamber  struck  upon  hit  Kight. 

Towards  it  he  moved,  a  scarcely  closing  door 

ReveaFd  tlie  ray  within,  but  nothing  more. 

With  lia^ty  «trp  a  figure  outward  i>ast. 

Til  en  pau-sed — and  tum'd — and  paused — *t  is  slic  at  last  • 

No  poniard  in  that  hand — nor  sign  of  ill — 

«  Thanks  to  that  softening  heart — she  could  not  kill !» 

Again  he  look'd,  the  wildness  of  her  eye 

Starts  from  the  day  abrupt  and  ft-arfiilly. 

She  stopp'd — threw  back  her  dark  far-floating  hair, 

Tliai  nearly  veil'd  her  face  and  bosom  fair: 

As  if  !»hr  late  had  bent  her  leaning  head 

Aliovc  Mime  object  of  her  doubt  or  dread. 

They  meet — Upon  her  brow — unknown — forgot — 

Her  hurrying  liand  had  left — 't  was  but  a  spot — 

Its  hue  wa4  all  he  uw,  and  scarce  withstood— 

Oh !  slight  bnt  certain  pledge  of  crime — 't  is  blood ! 


lie  Ikd  neen  battle — he  had  brooded  lone 

O'er  promised  pangs  to  sentenced  guilt  fbrcAliowu ; 

He  liad  been  tempted— chaslen'd— and  the  chain 

Yet  on  his  arms  might  ever  there  remain : 

ilut  ne'er  from  strife — captivity — remorse — 

From  all  his  feeUngs  in  tlieir  inmost  force — 

So  thrill'd — so  shudder'd  every  creeping  vein, 

As  now  they  froze  before  that  purple  stain. 

Tliat  spot  of  blood,  tlwt  light  but  guilty  streak 

Had  banisli'd  all  the  beauty  from  her  cheek! 

Blood  he  had  view'd — could  view  unmoVed — but  then 

It  flow'd  in  combat,  or  was  idied  by  men  I 

XT. 
•T  is  done — he  nearly  waked — but  it  is  done. 
Gonair !  he  perish'd — thou  art  dearly  won. 
All  words  would  now  be  vain — away — away ! 
Our  bark  is  tossing — 't  is  already  day. 
The  few  gain'd  over,  now  are  wliolly  mine, 
And  these  thy  yet  surviving  band  shall  join : 
Anon  my  voice  shall  vindicate  my  liand, 
When  once  our  sail  forsakes  this  hated  strand.* 

XII. 
She  cbpp'd  her  liands — and  tlut>ugh  the  gallery  pour, 
Equipp'd  for  flight,  her  vassals — Greek  and  Moor; 
Silent  but  quick  they  ittoop,  his  chains  unbind ; 
Once  more  his  limb«  are  free  as  mountain  wind  I 
But  on  his  heavy  heart  such  sadness  sate, 
As  if  they  there  iransferr'd  tliat  iron  weight. 
No  words  are  utter'd — at  her  sign,  a  door 
Reveals  tlie  secret  passage  to  the  shore ; 
Tlir  city  lies  behind— they  speed,  they  reach 
Tlie  glad  waves  dancing  on  the  yellow  beach ; 
And  (^nrad  following,  at  her  beck,  obey'd. 
Nor  cared  he  now  if  rescaed  or  betray'd; 


Resistance  were  as  useless  aa  if  Seyd 

Yet  lived  to  view  the  doom  his  ire  decreed. 

XIH. 

Embark'd,  the  sail  unfurTd,  the  light  breoe  blew — 

How  much  had  Conrad's  memory  to  review ! 

Sunk  lie  in  contemplation,  till  the  cape 

Where  last  lie  anchor  d  reared  its  giant  shape. 

Ah ! — since  that  fotal  night,  though  brief  the  time. 

Had  swept  an  age  of  terror,  grief,  and  crime. 

As  its  far  sliadow  frown'd  above  tlie  mast. 

He  veil'd  his  face,  and  sorrow'd  as  he  past ; 

lie  thouglit  of  all — Gonsalvo  and  his  band. 

His  fleeting  triumph  and  his  failing  liand, 

lie  thought  on  her  afar,  his  lonely  bride : 

He  turn'd  and  saw — Gulnare,  tlie  homicide! 

XIV. 
She  watch'd  his  features  till  slie  could  not  bear 
Their  freezing  aspect  and  averted  air. 
And  that  strange  fierceness,  foreign  to  her  eye, 
Fell  quench'd  in  tears,  loo  late  to  shed  or  dry. 
She  knelt  beside  him,  and  his  liand  she  prett — 
«  Thou  may'st  forgive  though  Alla's  self  detest ; 
But  for  tliat  deed  of  darkness  what  wert  thou  7 
Reproach  me — but  not  yet — ()h  !  spare  mc  now! 
I  am  not  what  I  seem — this  fearful  night 
My  brain  Iwwildcr'd — do  not  madden  quite ! 
If  1  liad  never  loved — thougli  h»s  my  guilt, 
Thou  had&t  not  lived  to — hate  me — if  thou  wilt.» 

XV. 

She  vrrongs  his  thoughts,  they  more  himself  upbraid 

Tlian  her,  though  undcsign'd,  the  wretch  he  made; 

But  speechless  all,  deep,  dark,  and  unrxprest, 

Tlioy  blood  within  that  silent  cell — his  breast. 

Still  onward,  fair  the  breeze,  nor  rough  the  surge, 

The  blue  waves  sport  around  the  Mem  they  urge ; 

Far  on  the  horizon's  verge  appears  a  speck, 

A  spot — a  mast— a  sail— an  armed  deck! 

Their  little  bark  her  men  of  watch  descry, 

And  ampler  canvas  woos  the  wind  from  higli ; 

She  bears  her  down  majestically  near. 

Speed  on  hor  prow,  and  terror  in  her  tier ; 

A  flasli  is  seen — the  ball  beyond  llieir  bow 

Booms  harmless,  hissing  to  the  deep  below. 

Up  rose  keen  Conrad  from  his  silent  trance, 

A  long,  long  absent  gladness  in  his  glance; 

«  Tis  mine— my  blood-red  fl^g !  again— again— 

I  am  not  all  deserted  on  the  main !» 

They  own  the  signal,  answer  to  the  hail, 

Hoii^t  out  the  boat  at  once,  and  slacken  sail. 

«  T  is  (k>nrad!  Conrad!*  shouting  from  the  deck, 

Command  nor  duty  could  their  transport  check! 

With  light  abcrity  and  gaze  of  pride, 

They  view  him  mount  once  more  his  vessel's  side ; 

A  smile  relaxing  in  each  rugged  face, 

Their  arms  can  scarce  forbear  a  rougli  embrace. 

He,  half-forgetting  danger  and  defeat. 

Returns  tlieir  greeting  as  a  chief  may  greet, 

Wrings  with  a  cordial  grasp  Anselmo's  hand. 

And  feels  he  yet  can  conquer  and  command ! 

XVI. 

These  greetings  o'er,  the  feelings  that  o'erflow. 
Yet  grieve  to  win  him  back  without  a  blow ; 
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They  saird  prepared  for  veu({oajice — had  they  knova 
A  woman's  liaud  Keciired  thai  deed  her  own. 
She  were  thtrir  queen — lefts  scrupulous  are  they 
Tlian  haughty  (^)nrad  how  they  win  thrir  way. 
>Vi(h  uiauy  an  a$iktu(j  imiilr,  and  wouilering  stare, 
Thi-y  whisper  round,  and  gaie  upon  Guluare; 
And  her,  at  once  aho\c — hencath  her  sex, 
Whom  blood  appall'd  not,  their  n-fjards  perplex. 
To  C^onid  turns  her  faint  implorint;  eye, 
i^lie  dn>p$  her  \eil.  and  stands  in  Mlence  by; 
Her  arms  are  meekly  fold(>d  on  (hat  hrea..t, 
\Vhich — Conrad  safe — to  fate  re.siijn'd  the  re!»t. 
Thou(;h  worse  than  phrensy  could  that  liosom  (ill. 
Extreme  in  ln\c  or  lidte,  in  (;ood  or  ill. 
The  worst  of  crimes  had  left  her  woman  still ! 

XVII. 

This  Coiimd  niark'd,  and  felt — ah  !  could  he  less? 
'  Hate  of  that  «leed — hut  (jrief  for  her  distress; 
What  !>hc  has  done  no  tears  can  wash  away, 
And  heaven  must  punish  on  its  an|;ry  day  : 
But — it  was  done:  ho  knew,  whateVr  her  guilt, 
For  him  that  ponianl  sinntc,  that  hlood  was  spilt; 
And  he  wa?.  free  I — and  she  for  him  had  given 
Her  all  on  earth,  and  more  than  all  in  heaven! 
And  now  he  turn'd  him  to  that  dark-<'\ed  slave, 
Whf^se  hrow  was  bow'd  bi'iieath  the  glance  he  gave. 
Who  now  seem'd  clumgetl  and  humbled: — faint  and 

meek. 
But  varying  oft  the  colour  of  her  cheek 
To  deeper  shades  of  paleness — all  itf>  red 
Tliat  fearful  spot  whi<>h  stain'd  it  from  the  dead  I 
He  took  that  hand — it  tremhh'd — now  tt>o  late — 
So  soft  in  love — so  wildly  uersed  in  hate; 
He  clasp'd  tliat  hand — it  trembled — and  his  own 
Had  lost  its  firmness,  and  his  voice  its  tone. 
«Culnare!» — but  slie  replied  not — «dear  Gulnarc!» 
She  raised  her  eye — Iwr  only  answer  there — 
At  once  she  sought  and  sunk  in  his  embrace: 
If  he  liad  driven  her  from  that  resting-place. 
His  liad  been  more  or  less  th.in  mortal  heart, 
But — good  or  ill — it  l>adc  her  not  depart. 
Perchance,  but  for  the  boilings  of  his  breast. 
His  latest  virtue  then  had  join'd  the  rest. 
Yet  even  Medora  might  forgi\e  the  kiss 
That  ask'd  from  forfn  so  foir  no  more  than  this, 
Tlic  first,  the  last  lliat  frailty  stole  from  faith— 
To  lips  where  love  had  lavish'il  all  his  breath. 
To  lips — whose  broken  sighs  such  fragrance  fling. 
As  he  had  fanu'd  them  freshly  with  his  wing! 

XVHI. 
They  gain  by  twilight's  hour  their  lonely  isle  : 
To  them  the  very  rocks  appear  to  smile ; 
Tlie  haven  hums  with  many  a  chei-ring  sound. 
The  beacons  blaze  their  wonted  stations  round. 
The  boats  arc  darting  o'er  the  curly  bay. 
And  sporti\e  dolphins  bend  them  through  the  spray; 
K\en  the  hoarse  sea-hinl's  shrill  discordant  shriek 
Greets  like  the  welcome  of  his  tuneless  beak ! 
Beneath  each  lamp  that  through  it&  lattice  gleams, 
Their  fancy  paints  the  friends  that  trim  the  beams. 
Oh :  what  can  sanctify  the  joys  of  home, 
lake  hope's  gay  glance  from  ocean's  troubled  foam  '. 

XIX. 

The  lights  an-  high  on  beacon  and  from  bower. 
And  mid.st  thom  Gourad  seek.s  Medora's  tower. 


Ue  looks  in  vain— 't  is  strmiiQr— and  all  rcflwrit. 

Amid  so  many,  hers  alone  is  dariL 

T  is  struuge— of  yore  its  welcome  nerer  fisil'd. 

Nor  now,  perchance,  exlioguisli'd,  only  vdird. 

With  the  lirsl  boat  descends  he  for  the  shore. 

And  looks  impatient  on  tlie  lingerin({  oar. 

Oh  I  for  a  wing  beyond  the  falcon's  flight. 

To  be-ar  him  like  an  arrow  to  tliat  liei(;lil ! 

With  the  first  pause  llie  renting  rowers  ^ve. 

He  waits  not— looks  not — lca|M  into  the  wrave. 

Strives  tlinnigh  tlicsurgi:,  be»tr'ides  llie  besch,  aodhi^ 

Ascends  the  |>ath  ftinuliar  to  his  eye. 

He  reach'd  his  turret  door — he  paiLsed — no  sound 

Broke  from  within  ;  and  all  was  night  around. 

He  knock'd,  and  loudly— foot.step  nor  reply 

Announced  that  any  heani  or  decm'd  him  ni^ ; 

He  knock'd — but  faintly — for  hi<i  trembling  hand 

Hefus(>d  to  aid  his  li<>avy  heart's  demand. 

The  portal  o|>ens — 't  is  a  well-known  face — 

But  not  the  form  he  panted  to  embrace; 

Its  lips  arc  silent — twice  his  own  es:>ay'd. 

And  fail'd  to  frame  the  question  tliey  delayed; 

He  snatch'd  the  lamp — its  light  will  answer  ail — 

It  (piits  his  grasp,  expiring  in  the  fall. 

He  would  not  wait  for  that  reviving  ray — 

As  soon  could  he  ha\e  linger'd  there  for  day; 

lUit,  glimmering  through  the  dusky  corridore. 

Another  chequers*  o'er  the  shadow'd  floor; 

His  stfps  the  chamber  gain — his  eyes  behold 

All  that  his  heart  lielievcd  not— yet  foretold*  ^ 

XX. 

He  turn'd  not — spoke  not — sunk  not — fis'd  his  look. 
And  set  the  anxious  fnmie  that  lately  shook : 
He  gaietl— how  long  we  gaie  despite  of  pain, 
Aiiii  know,  but  dare  not  own,  we  gaie  in  vain ! 
In  life  it.self  she  was  so  still  and  fair. 
That  death  with  gentler  aspect  wither'd  there; 
And  the  eold  flowers*^  her  colder  hand  contain d, 
III  that  last  grasp  as  tenderly  were  strain'd 
As  if  she  scarcely  felt,  but  feign'da  .sleep. 
And  made  it  almost  mockery  yet  to  weep : 
The  long  dark  lashes  fringed  her  lids  of  snow. 
And  >eird — thought  shrinks  from  all  that  lurk'd  below - 
Oh  '.  o'er  the  eye  death  most  exerts  his  might, 
And  hurls  the  spirit  from  her  throne  of  light! 
Sinks  tho.se  blue  orbs  in  that  long  last  eclipse. 
But  spares,  as  yet,  the  charm  around  her  lips- 
Yet,  yet  they  seem  as  they  forbore  to  smile. 
And  wish'd  repose — but  only  for  a  while; 
But  the  white  shroud,  and  each  extended  tre<s^ 
l.,ong — fair — but  spread  in  utter  lifclessuess. 
Which,  late  the  sport  of  every  summer  wind. 
Escaped  the  baflled  wreath  that  strove  to  bind; 
These — and  the  pale  pure  cheek,  became  the  bier — 
But  she  is  nothing — wherefore  is  he  here? 

XXI. 

He  ask'd  no  question — all  were  an&wer'd  now 

By  the  first  glance  on  tliat  stdl — marble  brow. 

It  was  enou(jh — slic  died — what  rcck'd  it  how  t 

The  lo^e  of  youth,  the  hope  of  better  years, 

The  source  of  softest  wishes,  tcuderest  fears. 

The  only  living  thing  he  could  not  liate. 

Was  reft  at  once — and  he  deserved  his  fate, 

[lilt  did  not  feel  it  less: — the  good  explore, 

Tor  peace,  those  realms  where  jfuili  can  never  *ojr  . 


TFiK  consAin. 


'7--> 


iroad— lliG  wayttard— who  have  fix'd  Iiclow 
joy— and  find  t\\\%  earth  enough  for  wor, 
in  that  on«  their  all — fpnhanre  a  mite— 
fho  in  patienee  parts  with  all  dehghl? 
iiany  a  stoir  rye  an<i  aspect  stem 
hrirts  >»hcre  {;rief  luith  little  left  to  harn; 
many  a  withering;  thou(;lit  lies  hid,  not  lost 
liles  that  leiil  befit  uho  vear  them  most. 

XXII. 

o««e,  that  deepest  fei-I,  is  ill  cxpre^t 
ndi^tiuctnevs  of  t!ie  suffering  hreasl; 
e  thou'iand  thniijlus  bepn  to  end  in  one. 
h  seeks  f:-om  all  the  rrfuijc  found  in  none  ; 
onls  suflirr  the  secret  soul  to  .show, 
ruth  denies  all  eloquence  to  Woe. 
jurad's  stricken  soul  exhaustion  prest, 
itupor  ahnast  lull'd  ii  into  rest ; 
»hle  now — his  mother's  softness  crept 
•)!»e  wild  eyes,  which  like  an  infant's  wept: 
s  the  very  weakness  of  his  hrain, 
h  thus  confeiis'd  without  relievin({  pain, 
saw  hiH  trieklinji  t'^ars— perchance,  if  seen, 
unless  rtood  of  (jrief  had  never  been : 
uiR  they  flow'd — he  drieil  them  to  depart, 
lple»»— hopele&s — brokenuess  of  heart : 
un  (joei  forth — but  Conrad's  day  is  dim ; 
he  night  eometh — ne'er  to  pass  from  him. 
is  no  darkness  like  the  cloud  of  mind, 
rief s  vain  eye— the  blindest  of  tl»e  blind ! 
h  may  not — dare  not  sec — but  turns  aside 
ackest  sh  'de — nor  will  endure  a  j;uidc  I 

XXIH. 

eart  was  formed  for  softness — wa^p'd  to  wrong; 
yd  too  early,  and  beguiled  too  long; 
feeling  pun — as  falU  the  dropping  dew 
n  the  groi—likr  fi,;,t  had  hartlen'd  too; 
lear,  |>erchance,  its  e.irthly  trials  pass'd, 
ank,  and  ehill'd,  and  |H>trifi(H]  at  last, 
'uipots  wear,  and  lightning  cleaves  the  rock; 
h  his  heart,  so  •'hatlerd  it  the  shock, 
grew  one  flower  beneath  ils  rugged  brow, 
l,'li  dark  the  bhndr— jr  slultcr'd, — saved  till  now. 
Iiunder  c;inic— th:it  bolt  hntli  blasted  both, 
ranite's  firmness,  nnd  the  lily's  growth: 
entle  plant  hnth  left  no  leaf  to  tell 
le,  but  shrunk  and  witherd  where  it  fell, 
>f  its  eold  protector,  blacken  round 
lii^er'd  fragments  on  the  barren  ground  ! 

XXIV. 

norn — to  venture  on  his  lonely  hour 
lare;  though  now  Ancelnio  sought  his  tower. 
IS  lint  thrre — nor  "Kri-n  along  the  shore; 
ight,  al.irm'd,  iheir  isle  is  traversed  o'er: 
ler  morn — huoiIkt  bids  them  seek, 
bout  his  name  till  echo  waxeth  weak; 
t — grotto — cavern — valley  s^'areli'd  in  vain, 
find  on  shore  a  sea-boat's  brokrn  chain: 
hope  revivjK — they  follow  o'rr  the  main, 
illc  all — inooibi  roll  on  moons  awav, 
A^nrad  comeit  not — eaiiie  not  since  tliat  day: 
race,  nor  tidings  of  his  doom  declare 
c  live*  his  grief,  or  perish'd  his  despair ! 
moiini'd  his  band  «hom  none  could  moum  beside ; 
air  the  monument  they  gave  his  bride : 


For  him  they  raise  not  the  ivcording  stone— 
His  death  yet  dubious  deeds  too  widely  known; 
He  left  a  Corsair'd  name  to  other  times, 
Link'il  with  one  virtue,  and  a  thousand  crimes.  '7 


NOTES. 


The  lime  in  this  poem  miy  seem  too  short  for  the 
occurrences,  but  the  whole  of  the  Algeaii  isles  are 
within  a  few  hours*  sail  of  the  oontinent,  and  the  reatier 
must  he  kind  enough  to  lake  the  wind  as  I  liave  often 

found  it. 

Note  I.  Page  if>3,  line  86. 

or  fair  OlynpU  lofad  ■■d  Itfl  «rol«l. 

Orlando,  Canto  lo. 

Note  2.  Page  164,  line  96. 

Ar«and  ibe  «avr«  pbrtpkoric  brightacw  b  olt'. 

By  night,  particularly  in  a  warm  latitude,  every 
stroke  of  the  oar,  every  motion  of  the  boat  or  ship,  is 
followed  by  a  slight  (lash  like  sheet  lightning  from  the 
water. 

Note  3.  Page  i6j,  line  ."Ji). 

ThouQb  to  the  rni  ilie  ((.htr  bcrr}'«  juiic. 

Coffee. 

Note  4.  I*»C<^  t65,  Hue  41. 

Tbo  loBg  Chibouque'*  diitoU iag  cload  Mpply. 

Pipe. 

Note  5.  Page  i65,  fine  43. 

Whilo  d«ai«  ibo  Almat  lo  wild  niMkiralky. 

Danciug-girU. 

Note  to  Canto  II.  Page  i65,  line  55. 

It  has  been  objected  that  Conrad's  entering  disguised 
as  a  spy,  is  ont  of  nature. — Perhaps  so. — I  fiml  some- 
thing not  unHkc  it  in  history. 

M  Anxious  to  explore  with  his  own  eyes  the  slate  of 
th^  Vandals,  Majorian  \euturetl,  after  disguising  the 
colour  of  hi?)  liair,  to  vi^t  Carth.ige  in  tlic  character  of 
his  o>»n  ambassador;  ai|^  (ieiiseric  was  aftensards 
mortified  by  the  discovery,  tluit  he  had  entertained  and 
dismissed  the  Kmperor  of  the  Romans.  Such  an  aner* 
dote  may  be  rejected  as  an  improbable  fiction ;  but  it  is 
a  fiction  which  would  not  have  been  imagined  nnlesa 
in  the  life  of  a  hcro.n    Gibbon^  D.  and  F.  Vol.  VI.  p.  180. 

That  Conrad  is  a  character  not  altogether  out  of  na- 
ture, I  iliall  attempt  to  prove  by  some  hixtoneal  coin- 
cidences which  I  have  met  with  since  writing  wTlie 
(x)n>iiir.t> 

«  l:!ce<;lin  prisonnier,»  dit  Rolaiidini,  « s'enfermoit 
dans  un  silence  menacant ;  il  fixoit  sur  la  terre  Kon  visage 
f«'roce,  et  ne  donnoit  point  d'essor  a  sa  profondc  in- 
dignation.— De  toutes  parts  cependant  les  soldats  et  le* 
]>enples  accouroient,  ils  vouloicnt  voir  eel  hoinme,  jadis 

si  puissant,  et  la  jc»ie  uni\erselleeclatoit  de  toutes  parts. 

•  •••••• 

«Eceelin  etoit  d'nne  petite  taille;  mais  tout  I'aspect 
de  sa  personne,  tons  se*  mouvemeutK  iadiquoient  un 
soldat. — Son  lang:tge  eloit  aiiier,  s«>n  deporleineni  so- 
|>erbe — et  par  son  seul  regard  il  faisoil  trembler  les 
plus  hardis.M     Sismondi,  tome  iii.  pp.  nip,  azo. 

«  Ciierims  (Genseric,  king  of  the  Vandals,  the  con- 
queror of  both  Carthage  and  Rome),  statnn  aediocris, 
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Hole  .6.  PhS  .74.  Ii»  g». 

rus]u>ur>a><Ton»>npU>r,  i«Iurbidu,l.ab«Mlicupidiu, 

nandft  it  Stbut  CiUni.  t.  33. 

bodin  of  the  dead,  and  in  the  handa  nf  y«Bg  (OTH 

(  brg  1ene  lo  quote  ihcM  cUiomi  realiiiei  lo  keep  in 

to  pbco  a  DotegiT. 

Note  17.  Page  ITS,  liM  6S- 

NoM  6.  P*B«  >66.  line  ig. 

Jl.d    ■,  U«<1    H.  ..d    .,i.t,  I.- •,,«•' 

ooe  intlince  of  Conradi  cbinclrr  bu  no!  bero anWd 

M  ibe  monki. 

Note  ;.  Ptfe  i6e,  line  54. 

broUiec  buccaneer  in  llie  preunl  year,  1814. 

Saton. 

Oor  rcadeit  haTC  all  teen  the  accourn  of  die  enur 

NmcB.  Page  1G6.  liners. 

■ngcr.     See  Prince  EngQae'  Momoirs,  pngf  14,     "  The 

Semikier  received  .  wound  in  li.e  Ihigh^  l«r  plurhrd 

friend  the  folUiwing  ioiere«iae  namti«  of  the  mab 

up  bi.  beard  by  Ibe  roof,  beeaiue  he  «a>  obliged  lo 

quil  Ibe  Geld.. 

cannot  r,il  to  intereu  «Hne  of  our  nsdcn. 

Noie*  Pnge  r66,  line  m<,. 

Rarrataria  i.  a  baj,  or  a  narrow  arn.  of  Ihe  gnlf  ef 

Mexico:  il  runi  Ihrougb  a  rich  bul  very  Hal  cooatry. 

unlil  it  reaehc.  wilbin  a  mile  of  ihe  Miiaiadppi  mer. 

flower  of  I'hc  ponMBranale.  ' 

fiflrcn  mile,  below  Ibe  eily  of  New-Orleam.     Tlie  bay 

Soi=.».K,(!e.fi8.  line  too. 

can  lie  concealed  from  the  Kvereal  Kniiiar.     Il  (OB- 

In  Sir  Tbonui  More,  for  iDiIaiiec,  on  the  K.iffold, 

■he  remiTked.  ihal  •  il  wai  too  •lender  to  trouble  llie 

tule.  and  Ibew,   with  Ibc  bkc  of  ibe  aanu  aamt.  and 
which  lici  coiiliguoua  to  Ibe  sea,  where  then  ia  m  idaod 
formed  by  Ihe  two  irrnt  of  Ihiabke  nod  tbe  w.    Tbe 

Icgary:  andlhequaaliljof  EaeEliout  lail  words  >|iaken 
dnrlnc  tlial  peiiod  would  form  o  melancboly  jcii-boDk 
of  a  coiuiderable  >iie. 

east  and  wna  pcnnlt  of  this  inland  were  fonUed  in  the 
year  iSi  1,  by  a  band  of  piratet,  under  Ibe  command  of 

Sole  II.   Pafie  160,  linens. 

during  Ibe  troubles  there,  and  look  refuge  in  Ihe  iUaad 

■n.,^.1  ,fc.ir  — J„-d  ^C'-,'""'  ''J' 

of  Cuba:  and  when  the  la<l  war  between  Fiance  and 

Socniei  dnink  tbe  iicnlack  a  thorl  time  before  sun- 

Spain  commciieed,  ihey  wetc  compelled  In  lente  thai 
island  Willi  tlu!  <bon  aiuice  of  ■  f^w  day..     Witboiu 

Ircalinof  bi>  diicipb^  lo  wan  till  ihe  sun  wcnl  dun. 

ceremony,  Il.cy  enler^  Ihe  Uuiled  Stalea,  tbe  mou  of 
iliem  IlK  Siate  of  Loi^na.  with  aU  the  nepoH  Ihey 

Kotoii.  Page  17a,  line  lo. 

Tb.  q..r.  .1  .iglii  vn.  hT  .il..i  ni(.. 

Tlie  l«ili||bi  in  Greece  i>  much  ahoner  Ihan  in  our 

•emor  of  lliat  Stale  of  the  clauie  in  the  conuitulioii 

own  country ;   ihe  dnys  in  winler  are  longrr,   bul  in 

•ummer  of  ilwncr  duralioii. 

Note  tl.  Pagr!  170,  line  10. 

he  would  ohlain,  if  pa»lble,  the  approbalion  of  Ibe  ge- 

The  kioak  it  a  TurkisU  anmnknr-hauK  i  the  palm  ia 

The  [iland  of  Bairataria  Ii  litualed  .iboui  Ul.  19.  drg 

willioul  tbf  praient  walls  of  AlbeM,  noi  br  from  Ihe 
teniple  of  The>eu<,  lietweon  wliirh  and  Ihr?  tree  llw  wall 
inirrvvno,— Opliiiui-  tirram   is  indeed  jicanty,    and 
IliiHU  h<»  no  iirom  ai  all. 

for  (be  suprior  scak  and  »hrll  Bah  with  •liicli  lu  waien 
abound.    The  chief  of  tlii.  Iiorfc,  like  Ourle.  de  Xoor, 

ludmiied  with  liiimauy  •ices  some  Tirlucii.    In  tbe  year 

Sole  14.  Page  170.  Hoc  3o. 

The  opening  lin«  an  fir  at  Scclion  II,  bare,  perhipi. 

■.Irikcatlhehead.     lie  therefore  offered  >  nwarti  of  See 

Utile  buiinew  here,  and  were  annexed  10  an  unpub- 

dollars fiir  the  liead  of  Hoiiiiciir  U  Fiite,  who  was  well 

lished  (Ihougb  printed)  poem;  but  thry  we«  wrilirn 

DnlbeipHin  ibe  •pring of  iSii,  and— I  «arcc  know 

why— llw  reader  muu  eun«  ihcir  appnirance  htm  if 

Note  tS.  Pngr  170,  line  iiG. 

C-iplain.  TlwmardwhirhwasDffeiTdbylbeGaTenwr 

af,..i,k.-..i.«.i,c,'„i.i,i™j^ 

for  Ibe  bead  dF  U  Filte  wns  answcml  by  lite  ofF^  of  a 

reward  from  tlie  latter  of  11,000  for  Ihe  head  of  ihe 

■n  number  nine-j-nine. 

Covemor.    Hie  Gorenkor  ordered  oal  a  company  u 
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.-t™),l,pi,An;W.iJ«p«i*tm-k.    Wcirt  ■..f«rair.1. 

■hut  to.Ja«unirira<  iiuiiillrd  Hib^lnin  of  Kxnrr  in 

.6n4,>ahidiiiM«(1u  mi|;ii«l  in  i;c.i:  bni  iriir  bi> 

minil  nt^  w^K  who  li-d  bn-n  Ibr  inlinulr  .-.^n^l-  of 

«ccc««r.Lc-iiItiRii.l'iJ«l).,  iu  lynl.  l,r  ■rG<iii»'.1  ". 

]...lH.f<,UD*iuepiirl.  bT-tor  ■■«.«.  «ad.  ip  ,;.i. 

hUwI,  IwEoRlMuiiainan.orhMrdawnind .(  Ii^ 

I.<.|.l  »i.b.  11  iht^iiiftam-fl-n^M.    lie  «».(..». 

lioini  ■  vblHk.nal  unlikr  1  liiiit>*aiii'.  I'.ill     in.  n  »  '     <  i.n' <l   I>lO'<'|i  ol   Kvlrr.   KpSru.inr  >|,    17111;    nml 

rn.rrt|rdfra«tb<vCTl»«i..r..JnH,l^. ...  roL.rt  «-..,kI»1,  f-fl-imilidBl^^Bt  T  lo  ih. 

b«cit'«lb«UKm«l,^.(aurl»ar)l 1       .                            itSaaatt.    YU>,  l.-ix-xr,  apprin  >o  Iut,! 

Ji-.irnvhUlilr«iiiliillllvHwn-Jn.r(n  li.m,  li                        .  .        .(  ;Mii.Uvrr.aBd«ir.[ii>IJTTnp«uUtaii1u 

«>dcihrh«».IMUWh4rr.<rIhrn'....i> >■  ...1.10.1  llw  .ir™  nf  hi.  ymlU,  .nd  llwl  a 

.lHs*bi.'hn<iDdiGii«.llyHfu«l.   II.' 1I..L.  .  .>'..  il.'     ...  [..r  il...fnir^.-t  F-nar,!  ..nil.-oi  ill  |L.<.  IM  of  l»> 

»Mki.r«ri:  hill  Mit.irrniiBl.rin|!i^n.i<-ir..lliK*cntf 

fl.i.  bin.)  nf  pirml»  -=<.  »al  >o  Im-  uhon  hy  Un.1     Oiw 

lUTil  fnr«h«iae  ■liDfilmiiinilliutliLiiqMnrr, 

1...0#**.*.i«LAuU    llll»M    l.rtnM    *n    (h.A.1    ..    .-I...I.-  -       hi-      L 

■OIICfSBrFrimnUa  HaTr  DCrU  «D  ijflOll  n  KC-llllLir  Ifi  nilck' 

luunui rrnainly  m*!   Im-  abii  lud  -.a  prrfm  n  knim. 

■n.>flin'riifllirna*y,  itilhnia>li<ri1>r||ua-bM»anlli.>1 

Icier  -J  rl...  cUwin   (prlkidiriT  '■*  ""■  'I-wk   ir,. 

(■.iliau-),  a.  1"  l.p  al.li-  I.I  rrwl  UiViii  •>lb  ihr  mdif  <^v 

,»  h.-  iiii.l.l  Slijk«|irarr,  nlll^l  bair  LiltPn  ([ml  palm 

in  a...|iiir.'  Ilu.  k'srnr.!  bHcuARi"!  rwI  b.i.r  hid  bolb 

Warnbtf  potiX  and  kc,  id  >V*  i>rl^ai»  i.  cl...r  »f  »■ 

(ormv.  Il  ii.latwIiopi.dllu'entFniin.miilllinlilil  Inj 

[nk...1i.ili.iii-lma  plni4iiliiuu:lh>.'.ba«ncr,iin. 

iiini,Nl  .,fl.itii.i  him,  in  li,  brinn  ubl,-bp  (4ii>t.l  inurr 

~  T)..'  '..ily  i-rirr  iImi  ciHild  MHrilic  ihp  laumu  of  ihr 

itnutrf,  ttmb^atutuU-'  p*M*(»  in  lii.  n..rniiiii  rrf]  .^ii;i<;,.  Mli.linilMi  3ilJ  va' ilul  <>f  im  Bdiiafalr  «>d  tir- 

^m, rf,nn.i'r«'i.riu'rir,..,v  ■■'',■■■',                    ■  ;,'■■,  ■■■  ■■  -■""■  ni'^ 

thanrUruf  1>rblarliLDurL..        1         f...n.,  r  ,.  ,>.,    '..,,,,.'   .,1,. 1.^,1    ...m    .^..i..  .ii„l,    .,rr                      .nil.nin?. 

pnfeclly  knoiTBi  »pil  r»i™n  )"«  .Ni- ■■,■•     .                  ■     ■   h.s  rh.imUT  10  la^».i,l  |.is  irrc- 

*  bnciauwr:  idiI  iI»i  ourWf  lii.  Urellir^.i  .1. 1I1..1  pm-    y^.M:-  I..,-.  .i..d  .l.  .ncUiuin.  on  thr  vBnii.  of  t.uniin 

rntiDD  ha>iiig  »kcd.  on  ],i.  am..l  iu  K.i|,H,ii.J.  .  lint  \  lif^~J(.>rWL«»»u  Kurl.  «/  Ciltox.  «c.  crf.'h,.. 

bid   Wiame  of   his  aid  Flimn    Dbckbn.iriir,  ^t'.  in- 

i».~aLJ.p,j(.l7l- 

Xara; 

A   TALE. 

CANTO  I. 

II. 

Hw  chief  of  Lini  ••  nlura-d  a(UB : 

Ami  why  hod  Lara  n i«.d  Ih.^  bonDdlne  nuin ' 

Ltft  by  hi.  ,irr.  100  yMinc  wrh  !«.  1°  kno.. 

Lf.nl  of  hini»l(i-lbat  lirriliet  of  iror- 

Tm  »r«.  *»  glad  ibmugb  Lin.  vidr  damiiD. 

That  ft->rfi>l  «n|>in  irhich  <l».  hunui.  brratt 

And  .bvorT  hilf  forf,-  lirr  ft^ndil  cbiiil^ 

Rul  bold,  in  r be  ly^n  wlihin  if  rr>i  !- 

Willi  Dour  la  I'hrrk  lod  hw  la  p<.>ll  <<>  lime 

Tlu'  ihouraml  |«il]»  thil  •Igpe  Ihr  xy  10  crime ; 

Tlir,.-  bf  briglu  fo«.  ia  Ihc  bui^  hill. 

B.„k  M  ,hr  h-^ri.  D..d  bjnntr,  on  llic  «ll^ 
r-.,                                                                pi-,. 

Hi-  ynu .I^Uilb  ..11  il...  IIUI,.,  „f  ,[,  ™«i 

W.lh  lonEiut  ill  loudoo.  ind  ■illi  ryn  ill  nirlh. 

Bm  lane  .-nouRli  t°  leave  bim  half  uDdonc. 

»J 
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HI. 
And  I  An  left  in  youtb  his  fotherJand ; 
But  from  the  hour  he  'waved  his  parting  hand 
Each  truce  wax'd  Winter  of  his  course,  tiil  all 
Had  nearly  ceased  his  memory  to  recal. 
His  sire  was  dust,  his  vassnis  could  declare, 
T  was  all  they  knew,  that  Lara  wat*  not  there ; 
Nor  sent,  nor  came  he,  till  conjecture  (frew 
Cold  in  the  many,  anxious  in  the  few. 
His  hall  scarce  echoes  with  his  wonted  name, 
His  portrait  darkens  in  its  fading  frame. 
Another  chief  consoled  his  destined  bride, 
The  young  forgot  him,  and  the  old  had  died : 
u  Yet  dolh  he  liveT»  cxclniois  the  impatient  heir. 
And  sighs  for  sables  which  be  must  not  wear. 
A  hundred  'hcatcheons  deck  with  gloomy  grace 
The  Laras'  last  and  longest  dwelling-place ; 
Rut  one  is  absent  from  the  mouldering  file, 
That  now  were  welcome  in  tliat  Gothic  pile. 

IV. 

He  comes  at  Inst  in  sndden  loneliness. 

And  whence  they  know  not,  why  they  need  not  guess ; 

They  more  migtit  marvel,  when  the  greeting  's  o'er. 

Not  that  he  came,  but  came  not  long  before : 

No  train  in  his  beyond  a  single  page. 

Of  foreign  aspect,  and  of  tender  age. 

Years  had  roH'd  on,  and  fast  they  speed  away, 

To  tliose  that  wander  as  to  those  that  stay: 

But  lack  of  tidings  from  another  clime 

Had  lent  a  flagging  wing  to  weary  time. 

They  see,  they  recognise,  yet  almost  deem 

The  present  dubious,  or  tiic  past  a  dream. 

He  lives,  nor  yet  is  past  his  manhood's  prime. 

Though  sear'd  by  toil,  and  something  louch'd  by  time ; 

His  faults,  whate'er  they  were,  if  scarce  forgot, 

t^lij^ht  be  untauglit  him  by  his  varied  lot; 

Nor  good  nor  ill  of  late  were  known,  his  name 

Might  yet  uphold  his  patrimonial  fiaime: 

His  soul  in  youth  was  haughty,  but  his  sins 

No  more  than  pleasure  from  the  stripling  wins; 

.\nd  sueh,  if  not  yet  hardcu'd  in  their  course, 

Might  be  redeem'd,  nor  ask  a  long  remorse. 

V. 

And  they  indeed  were  changed — 't  is  quickly  seen 

Whate'er  he  be,  't  was  not  what  he  had  been : 

That  brow  in  furrow 'd  lines  had  fix'd  at  last, 

.\nd  spake  of  passions,  but  of  p>i!«sion  past : 

The  pride,  but  not  the  lire,  of  early  days. 

Coldness  of  mien,  and  carelessness  of  praise; 

A  high  demeanour,  and  a  glance  that  took 

Their  thoughts  from  others  by  a  single  look ; 

And  that  sarcastic  levity  of  tongue, 

The  stinging  of  a  heart  the  world  hath  stung. 

That  darts  in  seeming  playfulness  around, 

And  makes  those  feel  that  will  not  own  the  wound ; 

All  these  seem'd  his,  and  something  more  beneath, 

Than  glance  could  well  reveal,  or  accent  breathe. 

Ambition,  glory,  love,  the  common  aim. 

That  sonic  can  conquer,  and  that  all  would  claim. 

Within  his  breast  appear'd  no  more  to  strive, 

Yet  set'Ui'd  as  lately  thry  had  been  alive;  p 

And  some  deep  feeling  it  were  vain  to  trace 

At  nioiuents  lighten'd  o'er  his  livid  face.  . 


VI. 

Not  much  he  loved  long  question  of  tlic  past. 
Nor  told  of  wondrous  wilds,  and  deaerU  vast. 
In  those  far  lands  where  he  had  wander'd  looe. 
And — as  himself  would  have  it  seem — unknown: 
Yet  these  in  vain  his  eye  could  scarcely  scan. 
Nor  glean  experience  from  his  fellow  man; 
But  what  he  had  beheld  lie  shann'd  to  show. 
As  hardly  worth  a  stranger's  care  to  know ; 
If  still  more  prying  such  inquiry  grew. 
His  brow  fell  darker,  and  his  words  more  few. 

VH. 
Not  unrejoiced  to  see  him  once  again. 
Warm  was  hb  welcome  to  the  haunts  of  men ; 
Born  of  high  lineage,  link'd  in  high  cooimand. 
He  mingled  with  tlie  magnates  of  liis  land; 
Join'd  the  carousals  of  the  great  and  gay. 
And  saw  them  smile  or  sigh  their  hours  away : 
But  still  he  only  saw,  and  di&  not  share 
The  common  pleasure  or  the  general  care ; 
He  did  not  follow  what  they  all  pursued 
W^ith  hope  still  baffled,  still  to  be  rcnew'd; 
Nor  shadowy  honour,  nor  substantial  gain. 
Nor  beauty's  preference,  and  the  rival's  pain : 
Around  him  some  mysterious  circle  thrown 
Bcpell'd  approach,  and  show'd  him  still  alone ; 
Upon  his  eye  sat  something  of  reproof, 
Tliat  kept  at  least  frivolity  aloof; 
And  things  more  timid  tliat  beheld  him  near, 
In  silence  gazed,  or  whisper d  mutual  fear: 
And  they  the  wiser,  friendlier  few  confesc 
They  deem'd  him  better  tlian  his  air  expresC. 

VHI. 
T  was  strange — in  youth  all  action  and  all  hfe. 
Burning  for  pleasure,  not  averse  from  strife ; 
Woman— the  Held — the  ocean — all  thai  gave 
Promi.se  of  gladness,  peril  o#  a  grave. 
In  turn  he  tried — he  ransack'd  all  belov. 
And  found  his  recompense  in  joy  or  woe. 
No  tame,  trite  medium ;  for  his  feelings  sought 
In  that  intenseness  an  escape  from  thought: 
The  tempest  of  his  heart  iu  scorn  had  gaxed 
On  that  the  feebler  elements  hath  raised; 
The  rapture  uf  his  heart  had  look'd  on  high. 
And  ask'd  if  greater  dwelt  beyond  the  sky: 
Chain'd  to  excess,  the  slave  of  each  extreme, 
How  woke  he  from  the  wihlness  of  tliat  dream  ? 
Alas!  he  told  not — but  he  did  awake 
To  curse  the  wither'd  heart  that  would  not  break. 

IX. 

Bonks,  for  his  volume  heretofore  was  Man, 
With  eye  more  curious  he  appear  d  to  scan. 
And  oft,  in  sudden  mood,  for  many  a  day 
From  all  communion  he  would  start  away : 
And  then,  his  nirely-caU'd  attendants  said, 
Throuf^h  night's  long  hours  would  sound  his  hurried  tread 
O'er  the  dark  gallery,  whore  his  fathers  frown'd 
III  rude  but  antique  portniiture  around: 
Th<ry  heard,  but  whisper'd,  «  Hiat  must  not  be  known — 
The  sound  of  words  less  earthly  than  his  own. 
Yes,  they  who  chose  might  smile,  but  some  had  seen 
They  scarce  knew  what,  but  more  than  should  have  | 
been. 


LAIU. 
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Why  ^aicil  he  so  upon  the  QhaMly  hfNitl 

Whu-h  hamls  profane  had  (^thfr'd  fmrn  the  dead, 

Tliat  .still  bcsidi*  his  opoii'd  vnhiuic  lay, 

As  if  to  .stjrtli>  all  save  him  avny? 

Why  slept  he  not  wlien  others  ircrc  at  rest? 

Why  heard  no  iniii^ic  and  received^no  ipieKt? 

All  wa<  not  well  theydrem'd — hut  tirhrre  the  wronf;? 

S<uiie  kneu  perchnnee-^t>ut  'tmerc  a  tale  too  lon^; 

And  Niirh  heKJdeK  were  too  discreetly  v(\*e, 

Tt>  nionr  than  hint  their  kno«lod(j[e  in  ^nrmiNe: 

Itui  if  tliey  would — they  couhU — around  the  boanl, 

Thus  Lira's  vassals  prattled  of  their  lord. 

X. 

It  was  ihe  niglu— and  I^ara's  glassy  stream 

Tlie  star^  are  studding,  each  with  imaged  beam  - 

S>  ealni,  the  waters  scarcely  seem  to  strav, 

And  yt't  they  glide  like  liappiness  away ; 

KeMe<:ting  far  and  fairy-like  from  high 

The  ininiortai  liglits  that  live  along  the  sky : 

It<»  lianksan;  fringi-d  with  many  a  goodly  tree, 

Aim!  ilower:  the  fairest  that  may  feast  the  bee; 

Such  in  her  ehaplet  intuit  Dian  wove. 

And  Innocence  would  offer  to  her  love. 

These  deck  the  shore;  the  waves  their  channel  make 

In  wiudin(p«  bright  and  mary  like  the  snake. 

All  utas  so  still,  sti  soft  in  earth  and  air. 

You  scarce  woukl  Mart  to  meet  a  spirit  there ; 

Secure  that  nought  of  evil  could  delight 

To  walk  in  such  a  scene,  on  such  a  night ! 

It  was  a  moment  only  for  the  good : 

So  l^ra  deem'd,  nor  longer  there  he  stood. 

Hut  turn'd  in  silence  to  his  caslle-gale; 

Such  scrtu*  his  sonl  no  more  could  conteinplute: 

Such  scene  reminded  him  of  other  days, 

Of  skies  more  cloudless,  moons  of  punT  blaze. 

Of  nights  more  soft  and  fre(|nent,  hearts  that  now — 

No — no — tlu!  storm  may  la-at  upon  his  brow, 

L'nfelt — uus)>aring — but  a  night  like  this, 

A  night  of  beauty,  mock'd  such  breast  as  his. 

XI. 

lie  tum'd  within  his  solitary  hall, 

And  his  high  sh:idow  shot  along  the  wall; 

There  tiere  the  p.iinted  forms  of  other  times, 

T  »as  all  they  left  of  virtues  or  of  crimes, 

Save  vat^e  traditiim;  and  the  gloomy  vaults 

Tliat  hid  their  dust,  their  foibles,  and  their  faults; 

And  half  a  colnnm  of  tlie  pompous  page, 

Tliat  spee<ls  the  specious  tale  from  age  to  age; 

Where  history's  pen  its  praise  or  blame  supplies. 

And  lies  like  truth,  and  still  most  truly  lies. 

He  wandering  mused,  and  as  the  moonbeam  shone 

Tlirough  the  dim  lattice  o'er  the  floor  of  stone. 

And  the  high  fretted  roof,  and  saints,  that  there 

<  )'er  Gothic  windows  knelt  in  pictured  prayer. 

Reflected  in  fontastic  figures  (^^w, 

Like  life,  but  not  like  mortal  life,  to  view ; 

His  bristling  locks  of  sable,  brow  of  gloom. 

And  Ihe  wide  «a\iiig  of  his  shaken  ]ilume, 

ClancrMl  like  a  spectre's  attributes,  aud  gave 

His  aspect  all  that  terror  gives  the  grave. 

XII. 

Twas  midnight — all  was  slumber;  the  lone  liglit 
Dinim  d  in  tlie  lump,  M  loth  to  break  tlie  night. 


'. . 


Hark !  there  be  munnurs  heard  in  Lara's  hall — 
A  sound — a  voice — a  shriek — a  fearful  call ! 
A  long,  loud  ihriek — and  silence — did  they  hear 
That  frantic  echo  burxt  the  sleeping  car? 
They  heard  and  ros<>,  and,  tn'nmUtusIy  brave, 
Uusli  nthere  the  souiiil  iuvoke<l  their  aid  to  save  ; 
They  come  with  half-lit  tapers  in  their  hands. 
And  sitatch'd  in  starflcd  luutc  unbelted  brawU. 

XHL 
Cold  as  the  marble  where  his  length  was  laid. 
Pale  as  the  beam  tliat  o'er  his  features  play'd. 
Was  I^ra  siretch'd ;  his  half-drawn  sabre  near, 
Dropp'd  it  should  m'cmi  in  more  than  nature's  fear; 
Yet  he  was  firm,  or  had  been  linn  till  now. 
And  still  defiance  knit  his  gatlier'd  bm«; 
Though  mix'd  with  terror,  senseless  as  he  lay. 
There  lived  upon  his  lip  the  wish  to  slay ; 
Some  half-forin'd  threat  in  utterance  there  had  died, 
Some  imprecation  of  despairing  pride; 
His  eye  \kas  almost  seal'd,  but  not  forsook, 
Kven  in  its  trance,  the  gladiator's  look, 
That  oft  awake  his  aspect  could  disclose, 
.Vntl  now  was  ii\'d  in  horrible  repose. 
They  raise  him — lN*arliini ;  hush !  he  breathes,  he  speaks. 
The  swarthy  blush  recolours  in  his  chocks, 
Ilis  lip  resumes  its  red,  his  eye,  though  dim. 
Rolls  wide  and  wild,  each  slowly-quivering  limb 
Recals  its  function,  but  his  words  are  strung 
In  terms  that  seem  not  of  his  native  tongue; 
Distinct,  but  strange,  enough  they  understand 
To  d<-eni  them  acci>nts  of  another  land  ; 
And  such  they  were,  and  meant  to  meet  an  car 
That  hears  him  not — alas!  that  cannot  hear! 

XIV. 

Ilis  page  approach'd,  and  he  alone  appear'd 

To  know  the  import  of  the  words  they  beard ; 

And,  by  the  changes  of  his  cheek  and  brow. 

They  were  not  such  as  l<:ir:i  should  avow. 

Nor  he  interpn't,  yet  with  less  surprise 

Than  those  antniid  their  eliieftains  slate  he  eyes; 

Rut  Lira's  pro<»tnite  fonn  he  bent  beside, 

;Vnd  in  that  tongue  which  swm'd  his  own  replied; 

And  Lira  heeds  those  tones  that  gently  seem 

To  Aiotlif  away  the  horrors  of  his  dream, 

If  dn-arflii  were,  that  thus  eouhl  overthrow 

A  bnMst  that  heeded  not  ideal  woe. 

XV. 

Whate'er  his  plireiisy  dream'd  or  eye  l>eheld, 

If  yet  remember" »l  ne'er  to  be  reveal'd, 

Rests  at  his  heart.— The  'custom'd  morning  came, 

And  breathed  new  vigour  in  his  shaken  frame; 

And  solace  sought  he  none  from  priest  nor  leech. 

And,  soon  the  same  in  movement  and  in  speech, 

As  hereiofnrc  he  lilfd  the  passing  hours. 

Nor  less  he  smiles,  nor  more  his  fonrheatl  lours 

Than  these  were  wont ;  and  if  the  coming  niglit 

.Vp{N'ar'd  less  welcome  now  to  Lara's  sight, 

lie  to  his  marvelling  \ass;tlH  sliow'd  it  not. 

Whose  shuddering  provwl  tfieir  fear  was  less  forgot. 

In  trembling  pairs  (alone  they  dare  not)  crawl 

The  astoiiish'd  slaves,  and  shun  the  fatetl  liall; 

Tlie  wa«ing  banner,  and  the  clapping  door, 

The  rustling  tapestry,  and  the  echoing  floor; 
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TIm;  luug  dim  shado^Ks  of  surrouwiing  treeSf 
Tbu  flapping  bai,  the  niijUt-tong  of  the  breeze ; 
Aujht  they  behold  or  hear  their  thought  appals, 
As  evening  saddens  o'er  tlie  dark  grey  ▼alls. 

XVI. 
Vaiu  thought !  that  hour  of  ne'er  unravell'd  gloom 
Came  not  again,  or  Lara  could  assume 
A  seeming  of  forgetful ness,  that  made 
His  vassals  more  amazed  nor  less  afmid— 
Had  memory  vanish'd  then  vith  sense  restored? 
Since  word,  nor  look,  nor  gesture  of  their  lord 
Betray'd  a  feeling  that  rccall'd  to  these 
That  fever  d  moment  of  his  mind's  disease. 
Was  it  a  dream?  was  his  the  voice  that  spoke 
Tliose  strange  wild  accents?  his  the  cry  that  broke 
Their  slumlier?  his  the  oppress'd  o*erl^bour'd  heart 
That  cease<l  to  beat,  the  look  lliat  made  them  start? 
Could  he  who  thus  had  suffer'd  so  forget, 
When  such  as  saw  that  suffering  shudder  yet  ? 
Or  did  that  silence  prove  his  memory  fix'd 
Too  deep  for  words,  indelible,  unmix'd 
In  that  corroding  secrecy  which  gnaws 
The  heart  to  show  the  effect,  but  not  the  cause  ? 
Not  so  in  him ;  his  breast  had  buried  both, 
Nor  common  gazers  could  discern  the  growth 
Of  thoughts  that  mortal  lips  must  leave  half-told ; 
They  choke  tlic  feeble  words  tliai  would  unfold. 

xvrr. 

In  him  inexplicably  mix'd  appear'd 

Much  to  be  loved  and  hated,  sought  and  fear  d ; 

Opinion  varying  oer  his  hidden  h>t. 

In  praise  or  railing  ne'er  Iun  nante  forgot ; 

His  silence  form'd  a  theme  for  others'  prate — 

They  gucss'd — they  gazed — they  fain  would  know  his  fate 

What  had  he  been?  what  was  he,  thus  luiknown, 

Wlio  walk'd  their  world,  his  lineage  only  known? 

A  hater  of  his  kind ;  yet  some  would  say, 

With  tlicm  he  could  seem  gay  amidst  the  guy ; 

But  own'd,  that  smile,  if  oft  observed  and  near. 

Waned  in  its  mirth,  and  wiihcr'tl  to  a  sneer; 

That  smile  might  reach  his  lip,  but  puss'd  not  by 

None  e'er  could  trace  its  laughter  to  his  eye : 

Yet  there  Mas  softness  loo  in  his  regard. 

At  times,  a  heai-l  as  not  by  nature  hard,  9 

but  once  perceived,  his  spirit  seeni'd  to  chide   9 

Such  weakness,  as  imworthy  of  its  pride. 

And  steel'd  itself,  :ts  scoraiug  to  redeem 

One  doubt  from  others'  half-withheld  esteem ; 

In  self-inllicted  penance  of  a  breast 

Which  tenderness  might  once  have  wrung  from  rest  ; 

In  vigilance  of  grief  that  would  compel 

The  soul  to  hate  for  having  loved  too  well. 

XVIII. 
There  was  m  him  a  vital  scorn  of  all: 
As  if  the  worst  had  fallu  which  could  befal. 
He  stood  a  stranger  in  this  breathing  world, 
An  erring  spirit  from  another  hurl'd ; 
A  thing  of  dark  imaginings,  that  shaped 
By  choice  the  perils  he  by  chance  escaped; 
But  'scaped  in  vain,  for  in  iheir  memory  yet 
His  mind  would  half  exult  and  half  regret: 
With  more  capacity  for  love  than  earth 
Bestows  on  most  of  mortal  mould  aud  birth. 


His  early  dreams  of  good  outstripp'd  the  Imtb, 

And  troubled  nuinhood  foUow'd  baffled  youth ; 

With  thought  of  yean  in  phantom  chuM  mispeac. 

And  wasted  powers  for  better  purpose  lent ; 

Aud  fiery  passions  that  had  pour'd  their  wrath 

In  hurried  desolation  o'er  his  path. 

And  left  the  belter  feelings  all  at  strife 

In  wild  reflection  o'er  his  stormv  life: 

But  haughty  still,  and  loth  himself  tb  bbme. 

He  call'd  on  nature's  self  to  share  the  shame. 

And  charged  all  faults  upon  tlie  fleshly  form 

She  gave  to  clog  the  soul,  and  feast  the  worm; 

Till  he  at  last  confoimded  good  aitd  ill. 

And  half  mistook  for  fote  the  acts  of  will ; 

Too  high  for  common  selfishness,  he  could 

At  limes  resign  his  own  for  others'  good. 

But  not  in  pity,  not  because  he  ou^it. 

Rut  in  some  strange  perversity  of  thouf^ht. 

That  swuy'd  him  onward  wiili  a  secret  pride 

fo  do  what  few  or  none  would  do  beside; 

Aud  this  same  impulse  would,  in  tempting  time. 

Mislead  his  spirit  equally  to  crime ; 

So  much  he  soar'd  beyond,  or  sunk  beneath 

The  men  with  whom  he  felt  condemu'd  to  breathe, 

Aud  long'd  by  good  or  ill  to  separate 

Himself  from  all  who  shared  his  mortal  state; 

His  mind  abhorring  this  had  fix'd  her  throne 

Far  from  the  world,  in  regions  of  her  own: 

Thus  coldly  passing  all  tliat  pass'd  below, 

His  blood  in  tem|)erate  seeming  now  would  flow : 

Ah !  happier  if  it  ne'er  with  guilt  liad  glow'd. 

But  ever  in  that  icy  smootlmess  flow'd  I 

T  is  true,  with  other  men  their  path  he  walk'd, 

And  like  the  rest  in  seeming  did  and  talk'd, 

Nor  outraged  reasons  rules  by  flaw  nor  start. 

His  madness  was  not  of  the  head,  but  heart; 

And  rjirely  wandcr'd  iu  his  speech,  or  drew 

His  thoughts  !to  forth  as  to  offend  die  view. 

XIX. 

Willi  all  that  chiUing  mystery  of  mien, 
And  seeming  gladness  to  remain  unsfren. 
He  had  (if  t  were  not  nature's  boon)  an  art 
Of  fixing  memory'  on  another's  heart : 
It  was  nor  love  perchance — nor  liate — nor  aught 
That  words  can  image  to  express  the  thought ; 
But  thi-y  who  saw  him  did  not  see  iu  vain, 
And  once  beheld,  would  ask  of  him  again: 
And  thosi^  to  whom  he  spake  remerabcr'd  well. 
And  on  the  words,  however  light,  would  dwell: 
None  knew,  nor  how,  nor  why,  but  he  entwined 
Himself  perforce  around  the  hearer't  mind ; 
Tliere  he  wa*  stamp'd  in  liking,  or  in  hate, 
If  grcetetl  once;  however  brief  the  date 
That  friendship,  pity,  <»r  aversion  knew. 
Still  there  within  the  inmost  thought  he  grew. 
You  could  not  penetrate  his  soul,  but  found. 
Despite  your  wonder,  to  your  own  he  wouud; 
His  presence  haunted  still;  and  from  the  breast 
He  forced  an  aU-nnwilling  interest: 
Vain  was  the  struggle  in  that  mental  net. 
His  spirits  seem'd  to  dare  you  to  forget! 

XX. 

There  is  a  festival,  where  knights  and  dames, 
Aud  aught  that  wealth  or  lofty  lineage  claims 


LARA. 


l8i 


' — a  hi(jiihnrn  and  a  welcome  {,ucst 
o\  hall  caino  Lira  utith  llie  roM. 
i|;  t*aroiii»:il  ^liakr^  (lie  illiiiiiined  hall, 
M-i>(l>  alike  the  haiiqitel  ami  the  ball; 
r  (;ay  <laiice  of  l>ounfliii{;  iK^auty's  train 
;r.iec  ami  harmony  in  liappicHt  chain  : 
-«•  tlif  early  hearl.s  ami  (;entlc  liantU 
iiuj;le  then;  in  weU-a€cordin(;  bands; 
•i(;lit  the  cnreful  brow  uii|;ht  <imooth, 
akc  ajc  smile,  and  dream  itself  to  youth, 
nth  forget  snch  honr  was  pastt  on  earth, 
ugs  the  cxuliiiij  hosom  to  thai  mirth  I 

XXI. 

ra  };a;cd  on  these,  f^dately  glad, 
>w  bi'lied  him  if  his  soul  was  sad ; 
« (jlancc  foUow'd  fa>t  each  tUutaring  fair, 
.steps  of  lightue^^  woke  no  echo  there: 
i'd  against  the  lofty  pillar  nigh, 
Dlded  arms  and  long  attentive  eye, 
irk'd  a  glance  ku  sternly  liVd  on  his, 
>k  (I  high  ham  scrulmy  like  this  : 
,ili  he  caught  it,  't  is  a  face  unknown. 
Ills  as  searching  his.  and  hi»  alone; 
and  dark,  a  stranger's  by  his  mien, 
ill  till  now  had  gazed  on  him  un-«eeu; 
ih  encountering  meets  the  mutual  gaze 
1  inquiry,  and  of  mute  amaze; 
a's  glance  emotion  gathering  grew, 
striisting  that  the  stranger  threw; 
;he  stranger's  as|iect  fixd  and  siiern, 
mure  than  thcacc  the  vulgar  eye  could  learn. 

XXII. 

lie!*  the  stnuiger  cried,  and  those  that  heard, 
iK-il  fast  and  far  the  whisper'd  word. 
ic!t. — x'T  i>  \«ho?»  they  question  ^r  and  near, 
ider  accents  rung  on  Lira's  ear; 
f*ly  spread,  few  bosoms  well  eoiild  brook 
[leral  marvel,  or  that  single  look: 
rA  stirr'd  not,  changed  not,  the  surprise 
)rung  at  lirst  to  his  arrested  eyes 
now  subsided,  neither  sunk  nor  rai.scd 
il  his  ^e  round,  I  hough    still  the  stranger  gaxcd; 
awing  nigh,  exclaim'd,  with  haughty  xiKfr, 
tie ! — how  came  he  thence? — what  doth  he  here  ?» 

XXIII. 

too  niudi  for  Lara  to  pass  by 
uestion,  so  repealed  lierce  and  high; 
9ok  collected,  but  with  accent  cold, 
lildi^  linn  than  petulantly  bold, 
ii'il,  and  met  the  inquisitorial  tone — 
ame  is  Lara  ! — when  thine  own  is  known, 
not  my  lilting  answer  to  requite 
ilook  (l-for  comiesy  of  such  a  knight, 
ira  ! — further  wonldst  thou  mark  or  ask, 

no  question  and  I  wear  no  inask.» 

shnn^t  no  question  !   Ponder — is  there  none 
art  must  ansyrer.  though  thine  ear  would  shun  ? 
rem'st  thou  me  unknown  too?  Caxc  again! 
t  (hy  memory  was  not  given  in  >ain. 
ver  c-.insi  ihou  cancel  half  her  debt, 
y  forbids  thee  to  forget.* 
low  and  searching  glance  upon  his  factt 
.ara's  eyes,  but  nothing  there  could  trace 


They  knew,  or  chose  to  know — with  dubious  look 

•I  • 

He  d^i(^'d  no  auhwer,  but  his  head  he  shook. 
And  half-conteifiptuous  turn'd  to  pass  away; 
lint  the  stern  stranger  motion'd  him  to  stay. 
M  A  w  ord  ! — I  cliarife  ihee  stay,  aud  answer  here 
To  one  who,  wcrt  thou  noble,  were  thy  peer, 
llut  as  thou  wast  and  art — nay,  frown  not,  lord. 
If  false,  't  is  easy  to  disprove  the  word — 
But,  as  thou  wast  and  trl,  on  thee  looks  down. 
Distrusts  thy  smiles,  bat  shakes  not  at  thy  frowiL 

Art  tlum  Qot  he?  whose  deeds » 

«  WlmteVr  I  be, 
Wonis  wild  as  these,  accusers  Ijke  to  thee' 
I  list  no  further,  those  with  whom  they  weigh 
May  hear  the  rest,  nor  venture  to  gainsay 
The  wond'rous  tale  no  dou!>l  tby  tongue  can  tell. 
Which  thus  begins  so  courteously  and  welL 
l^t  Otho  cherish  here  his  polish'd  guest. 
To  him  my  thanks  and  thoughts  sliall  be  eiprest.M    * 
And  here  their  wondering  host  hath  interposed — 
«  Whate'er  there  be  between  you  undisclottod,  « 

This  is  no  time  nor  fitting  place  to  mar 
The  mirthful  meeting  with  a  wordy  war. 
If  thou,  Sir  FjEzelin,  liast  ought  to  show 
Which  it  befits  Count  i^ira's  ear  to  know,  % 

To-morrow,  here,  or  elsewhere,  as  may  l»est 
Beseem  your  mutual  judgment,  spe-ak  the  rest ; 
I  pledge  myself  for  thee,  as  not  unknown. 
Though  like  Count  Lara  now  relum'd  alone 
From  other  lands,  almost  a  stranger  grown ; 
And  if  from  Lara's  blood  and  gentle  birth 
I  augur  right  of  eounige  and  of  worth. 
He  will  not  that  uutainted  line  l>clie, 
Nor  aught  that  knighthood  may  accord  deny.» 

«  To-morrow  be  il,»  ETZclin  replied, 

a  And  here  our  s(>veral  worth  and  truth  be  tried ; 

I  gage  my  Ufe,  my  falchion  to  attest 

My  words,  so  may  I  mingle  with  the  blest  !m 

What  answers  Lara?  to  its  centre  shrunk 

Ilii  soul,  in  deep  abstraction  sudden  sunk  ; 

The  words  of  m.inv,  and  the  eyes  of  all 

That  there  were  gatlier'd,  sei'iu'd  on  him  to  fall ; 

But  his  were  silent,  his  ap|>«*ar  d  to  stray 

In  far  forgetfulm*ss  away— away — 

Alas  !  that  heedlessness  of  all  around 

Bespoke  remembrance  only  too  profound. 

XXIV. 

«  To-morrow  I — ay,  to-morrow '»  further  woiif 

Than  those  repeated  none  from  Lara  heard; 

Cpon  his  brow  no  t»utward  passion  spoke. 

From  his  large  eye  no  ibishing  anger  broke; 

Tet  there  was  something  fiVd  in  that  low  tone, 
'  .-.Which  sbow'd  rcsoUe,  determined,  tlioiigh  unknown. 

ffle  .seized  his  cloak — his  head  he  ^ligbtly  bow'd, 

Aud,  passing  Eyzelin,  he  left  the  crowd ; 

And,  as  he  pa.ss'd  him,  smiling  met  the  frown 

With  which  that  chieftain's  brow  would  bear  him  down: 
.  It  was  uor  smile  of  mirth,  nor  struggling  pride. 

That  curbs  to  scorn  the  wrath  it  cannot  liide; 

Ifitt  that  of  one  in  his  own  heart  sei'ure 

Of  all  that  he  wouJd  do,  or  could  endure. 

(^)uld  this  meau  peace?  the  calumess  of  the  good  ? 

Or  guilt  grown  old  in  des|Hrratc  hanliliood? 

Alas  !  loo  like  in  confidence  are  each. 

For  man  to  trust  tu  mortal  look  or  si>eech; 
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From  dcfdfi,  and  deeds  alone,  may  lie  discern 

Truths  irliich  ii  ^rin^is  the  unpractised  heart  to  learn. 

XXV. 

And  T>ani  call'd  his  page,  and  vent  his  way — 
Well  cotild  that  stripling  word  or  sign  obey: 
His  only  follower  from  lliowclimet  ^hr. 
Where  the  soul  glows  beneath  a  bri||faler  star; 
For  I^ra  left  the  shore  from  vhan  Hip  vpnw^j 
In  duty  patient,  and  aedate  thou^  Y^taag^ 
Silaot  as  him  he  served,  his  faith  appean 
Above  his  station,  and  beyond  his  yean. 
Though  not  unknown  the  tongue  of  Lara's  land. 
In  such  from  him  he  rarely  heard  command ; 
But  fleet  his  step,  and  clear  his  tones  would  come, 
When  Lara's  lip  breathed  forth  the  wonls  of  home: 
Those  accents,  as  his  native  moimtaios  dear, 
Awake  their  absent  echoes  in  his  ear. 
Friends',  kindreds',  parents',  wonted  voice  recal. 
Now  lost,  abjured,  for  one — his  friend,  his  all : 
For  liim  earth  now  disclosed  no  other  guide; 
What  marvel  then  he  rarely  left  his  side? 

XX  vr. 

Ligtt  waft  his  form,  and  liarkly  delicate. 

That  lirow  whereon  his  native  sun  had  sate, 

Ihil  had  not  niarr'd,  though  in  his  beams  he  grew. 

The  cheek  where  oft  tlie  unbidden  blush  shone  through ; 

Yet  not  such  blush  as  mounts  when  health  would  show 

All  the  heart's  hue  in  that  delighted  glow ; 

But 't  was  a  hectic  tmt  of  secret  care 

That  for  a  burning  moment  fever'd  there  ; 

And  the  wild  sparkle  of  his  eye  scem'd  caught 

From  high,  and  lighten'd  with  electric  thought. 

Though  its  black  orb  those  long  low  lashes  fringe, 

Had  temper'd  with  a  melancholy  tinge; 

Yet  less  of  sorrow  than  of  pride  was  there, 

Or  if  't  %en?  grief,  a  grief  that  none  should  share : 

And  pleased  not  him  the  sports  that  please  his  age. 

The  tricks  of  youth,  the  frolics  of  the  page: 

For  hours  on  I<ara  he  would  fix  his  glance. 

As  all-forgotten  in  that  watchful  trance; 

And  from  his  chief  withdrawn,  he  wander'd  lone, 

Brief  were  his  answers,  and  his  questions  none; 

His  walk  the  wood,  his  s]>ort  some  foreign  book  ; 

His  resiing'place  the  bank  that  curbif  the  brook : 

He  seem'd,  hke  him  he  servetl,  to  live  apart 

From  all  that  lure^  the  eye,  and  AIIh  the  heart ;  • 

To  kno«  no  brotherhood,  and  take  from  earth 

No  gift  beyond  that  bitter  boon — our  birth. 

XXVII 

If  aught  he  loved,  't  was  I^ra;  but  was  shown 

His  faith  in  reverence  and  in  deeds  alone  ; 

In  nmte  attention;  and  his  care,  mhtch  guess'd 

Flach  wish,  fultill'd  it  ere  tlie  tongue  express'd. 

Still  there  was  liaugbtiuess  in  all  be  did, 

A  spirit  deep  that  brook'd  not  to  be  chid; 

His  zeal,  though  more  than  tliat  of  servile  hands. 

In  act  alone  obeys,  hi^  air  commands; 

As  if  't  ^as  L;ira's  less  than  his  desire 

Tliat  thus  he  served,  but  surely  not  for  hire. 

Slight  were  the  tasks  eujoiii'd  him  by  his  lord. 

To  hold  the  stirrup,  or  to  bear  the  sword  ; 

To  tune  his  lute,  or  if  he  will'd  it  more. 

On  toiTU.-N  of  other  times  and  tongue>  to  pore ; 


But  ne'er  to  mingle  with  the  menial  train. 

To  whbm  he  show'd  nor  deference  nor  disdain, 

But  that  well-worn  reserve  which  proved  he  knew 

No  sympathy  with  that  familiar  crew : 

His  soul,  whate'er  his  station  or  his  stem,** 

Could  bow  to  Lara,  not  descend  to  tliem. 

Of  higher  birtli  he  sncm'd,  and  better  days. 

Nor  mark  of  vulgar  toil  that  hand  betrays. 

So  femininely  white  it  might  bespeak 

Another  sex,  when  match'd  with  lliat  amoolb  cheek. 

But  for  his  garb,  and  something  in  his  gftv. 

More  wild  and  higit  than  woman's  eye  betrays  ; 

A  latent  (ierceness  that  far  more  )>ecume 

His  fiery  climate  than  his  tender  frame: 

True,  in  his  words  it  broke  not  from  his  breast. 

But,  from  his  aspect,  might  be  more  than  guess'd. 

Kaleil  his  name,  Ihougli  rumour  s^d  he  bore 

Anothrr  ere  he  left  his  mountain-shov ; 

For  sometimes  he  would  hear,  however  nigti^ 

That  name  repeated  loud  without  reply. 

As  unfamiliar,  or,  if  roused  again. 

Start  to  the  sound,  as  but  rememlier'd  then; 

Unless  't  was  Lara's  wonted  voice  that  xpake. 

For  then,  ear,  eyes,  and  heart  would  all  awake. 

XXVIIL 

He  had  look'd  down  upon  the  festive  hall. 

And  mark'd  that  sudden  strife  so  mark'd  of  all ; 

And  when  the  crowd  around  and  near  him  told 

Their  wonder  at  the  calmness  of  the  bold 

Their  mar\-el  how  the  higli-bom  Lara  bore 

Such  insult  from  a  stranger,  doubly  sore. 

The  colour  of  young  Kaled  went  aud  came, 

The  lip  of  ashes,  and  the  cheek  of  flame; 

And  o'er  his  brow  the  damp'ning  heart-drops  threw 

The  sickening  iciness  of  that  cold  dew, 

That  rises  as  the  busy  bosom  sinks 

With  heavy  thoughts  from  which  reflection  shrinks. 

Yes— there  be  things  that  we  must  dream  and  dare, 

Aud  execute  ere  thought  be  half  aware: 

Whate'er  might  Kaletl's  be,  it  was  enow 

To  seal  his  lip,  but  agonise  his  brow. 

He  gazed  on  Kzzelin  till  I^ara  cast 

That  sidelong  smile  upm  the  knight  he  past; 

When  Kale<l  sa^  that  smile  his  visage  fell. 

As  if  on  soinething  recognised  right  well ; 

His  memory  read  in  such  a  meaning  more 

Than  Lara's  aspect  unto  others  wore : 

Forward  he  sprung — a  moment,  both  were  gone 

And  all  williin  that  hall  seem'd  left  alone; 

Each  had  so  fix'd  his  eye  on  Lara's  mien. 

All  had  so  niix'd  their  feelings  «ith  that  scene. 

That  >»  lieu  his  long  dark  shadow  through  the  porch 

No  more  relieves  the  glare  of  yon  high  torch, 

Kacli  pulse  l»eats  quicker,  ami  all  bosoms  seem 

To  bound,  as  doubting  from  too  black  a  dream. 

Such  as  we  know  is  false,  yet  dread  in  sooth, 

BecaiiNC  the  worst  is  ever  nearest  truth. 

And  they  are  gone — but  Ez/elin  is  there, 

With  thoughtful  visage  and  imperious  air: 

Rut  long  reniiiin'd  not ;  ere  an  hour  expired 

He  \iavi-d  his  hand  to  Otho,  and  retired. 

XXIX. 

The  crowd  are  gone,  the  revellers  at  rest ; 
The  courteous  host,  and  alUipprv)ving  guest. 


LARA. 


«;i 


A(;aiii  in  that  a«^c'iistom'd  couch  must  creep 
Whrn-  ji»y  .sul>si<lir>,  and  M>rr(iw  ftighit  to  ftlrep, 
And  mail,  i>Vr-lai>our'd  ^ith  his  bt'iii(;'s  Ktrifr, 
Shrinks  to  th.il  sw<M*t  foq;ctFulnrM  of  life* : 
Thori'  Hi"  \o\r'y>  fc\i'rish  Iio|m*  aud  cuimii)(j'H  (jiiilOf 
Ilatfi  ^oikiii^;  hraiu,  and  hUl'd  ainbitiou's  ydle 
OVriMcli  «ain  eye  ohh v ion's  pin ion<<  mnvr, 
And  qnriirhd  fxistoucr  crouches  in  a  (^mve. 
W'hai  lM>iirr  luinic  may  slumhcr's  hi^l become? 
Ni(;ht"«i  M'pnh'hrr,  t\w.  univcnml  home, 
Whrn-  weakni'v«,  strength,  vice,  virtue,  sunk  supine, 
Alikf  ill  naked  helplesHneiw  recline ; 
<ihid  for  a  ^liili;  to  heu«o  unconscious  breath. 
Yet  wake  to  wrestle  vith  the  dread  of  deatli. 
And  shun,  thou(;h  day  but  dawn  on  illx  incrra«it, 
Tliat  oleep,  the  loveliest,  since  it  dreamn  the  least. 


CANTO  II. 


I. 

NiiiHr  wane<— the  vapours  round  the  mountains  curFd 
Mi-lt  iiiin  morn,  and  li(;ht  awake^  the  world. 
Man  has  another  day  to  swell  the  past. 
And  li-ad  him  near  to  little,  but  hi«  last ; 
lUit  mighty  nature  bounds  as  from  her  birth, 
The  .sun  is  in  the  heavens,  and  life  on  earth; 
Flowers  in  the  valley;  splendour  in  the  beam, 
IIimIiIi  on  the  (pie,  and  freshness  in  tlie  stream. 
Immortal  man!  behold  her  glories sliine, 
.\nd  cry,  exulting  inly,  Mthey  are  thine !» 
<ja/tr  on,  while  yel  thy  gladden'd  ey*  may  see; 
A  morrow  comes  when  ihey  are  not  for  thee: 
And  (jrieve  what  may  above  thy  sensolevs  bier, 
Nor  earth  nor  sky  will  yield  a  single  tear; 
Nor  cloud  shall  gather  more,  nor  leaf  shall  fall. 
Nor  gale  brcatlu:  forth  one  sigh  for  thee,  for  all ; 
Itiit  creeping  things  shall  revel  in  their  spoil, 
And  fit  thy  cluy  to  fertili'«e  the  soil. 

11. 

T  is  mom — 't  is  noon — assembled  in  the  hall. 

The  g.ither'd  chieftains  come  to  Otlio's  call; 

T  is  now  the  promiseil  hour,  that  must  proclaim 

The  hfc  or  death  of  l^Ara's  future  fame; 

When  K/zelin  his  charge  may  hen*  unfold, 

And  whatsiMrer  the  tale,  it  mast  be  told. 

Iii<  faith  was  pledged,  and  Lint's  promise  given, 

To  meet  it  in  the  eye  of  man  and  heaven. 

Why  comes  he  not?     Such  truths  to  be  divulged, 

Methiiiks  the  aceuber  s  rest  is  long  indulged. 

III. 
Tlie  hour  is  past,  and  liara  too  is  there, 
With  self-conliding,  eohlly  patient  air; 
Why  rntnes  not  1-1/zelin?     The  hour  is  past. 
And  iiiiiniiurii  r\<n\  and  Oiho's  brow  's  o'ercast. 
u  I  know  my  friend!  his  faith  I  cannot  fear, 
If  yet  he  be  on  earth,  exjwct  him  here; 
The  roof  that  hehl  him  in  the  >allev  stands 
Between  mv  o«n  and  nohle  Lara's  lands; 
My  halls  from  such  a  guest  had  honour  gaiu'd. 
Nor  had  Sir  K/zelin  his  hont  disdain'd, 
liut  that  some  previous  proof  forbade  him  stay. 
And  urged  him  to  prepare  against  to-day; 


Tli«  vord  I  pledged  for  his  I  pledge  again. 
Or  will  mys4>!f  redeem  his  knightliootrs  staaiLii 
lie  e<>ased — and  I^ra  answer'd,  « I  am  liere 
To  lend  at  thy  demand  a  listening  car; 
To  talfs  of  evil  from  a  stranger's  tongue. 
Whose  words  already  might  my  heart  have  wrung, 
But  that  I  dccm'd  himMBrcdy  less  tlian  mad, 
Or,  at  the  worst,  a  foe  ignobly  bad. 

I  know  him  not-^bat  me  it  lecms  he  knew 
In  lands  wliere — but  I  must  not  trifle  too: 
PnMiiice  ibia  babbler — or  redeem  the  pledge ; 
liere  in  thy  bold,  and  with  thy  falcbionTs  edge.» 
Proud  Otlut  on  the  instant,  reddening,  threw 
His  glove  on  earth,  and  forth  his  sabre  flew. 
«  The  last  alternative  Ix^fits  nic  best, 
And  thu<i  I  answer  for  mine  absent  gueftt.» 
With  cheek  unchanging  from  its  sallow  gloom. 
However  near  his  own  or  other's  tomb ; 
With  hand,  whose  almost  careless  coolness  spoke 
lis  grasp  well  used  to  deal  the  aaluv-stroke ; 
With  eye,  though  calm,  determined  not  to  spare. 
Did  Lara  too  his  willing  weapon  bare. 
In  vain  the  circling  chieftains  round  them  closed; 
For  Otho's  phrt-nsy  would  not  be  opposed ; 
And  from  his  lip  those  words  of  insult  fell — 
«His  sword  is  good  «ho  can  inaiulain  them  well.n 

IV. 

Short  ^as  the  conflict ;  furious,  blindly  rash, 
Vain  Otho  ga\e  his  bosom  to  the  gash: 
He  hied,  and  fell,  hut  not  with  deadly  Wound, 
Streich'<l  by  a  dexterous  sleight  along  the  ground. 

II  Deniaiid  thy  life :»     He  answer'd  not:  and  then 
From  that  red  floor  he  ne'^  liad  risen  again. 
For  Liii-a's  brow  upon  th4*rih>inent  (^rew 
Almost  to  blackness  in  its  demon  hue  ; 
.\iid  fiercer  shook  his  angry  falchion  now 
Than  when  his  foe's  was  levelFd  at  hi.;  brow  ; 
Then  all  was  stem  collectedness  and  art. 
Now  rose  the  uiih^aveu'd  hatred  of  hi>  heart ; 
So  little  sparing  to  the  foe  he  fell'd. 
That  when  the  approaching  crowd  his  arm  withludd. 
He  alinosl  lurii'd  the  thirsty  i>oint  on  those 
Who  thus  for  mercy  dared  to  iiiterpoM> ; 
ihit  to  a  moment's  thought  that  puqiose  bent  : 
Vet  look'd  he  on  him  still  with  eye  intent, 
As  if  he  loathetl  the  ineffectual  strife  " 
That  left  a  foe,  howe'er  o'erthmwn,  with  life; 
As  if  to  search  h<*w]Rir  the  woiuid  he  gave 
Had  sent  its  victim  onward  to  his  grave. 

V. 

They  raised  the  bleeding  Otho,  and  the  leech 
Fbrbiide  all  present  (luestion,  si(pi,  and  speech  ; 
The  others  met  within  a  neighbouring  hall, 
.\nd  he,  incensed  and  heedless  of  them  all. 
The  caii.se  and  conqueror  in  this  sitddeii  fray. 
In  haughty  silence  slowly  stnxle  away  ; 
He  hack'd  his  steed,  his  homewanl  path  he  took. 
Nor  cast  on  Otho's  towers  a  single  look. 

VI. 
liUt  mhere  was  he?  that  meteor  of  a  night, 
Who  menaced  but  to  disap|M>ar  with  light  7 

I  Where  was  this  tlueUnl  who  came  and  went 

I  To  lea\e  no  other  trace  of  his  intent. 


He  left  tliG  dome  of  Otlio  long  ere  inorii, 
In  (UrkneM^^t  ro  well  Uie  putli  va-t  worn 
He  could  not  miss  it :  uenr  \\in  dwelling  liy ; 
Rut  there  he  wan  not,  and  with  coming  Uny, 
Cnmc  fa^t  inquiry,  which  unfolded  nought 
Except  tl&e  absence  of  the  chief  it  sought. 
A  diamlMT  tenantlesA,  a  »tecd  at  rest, 
11  IK  host  alarm'd,  his  murmuring  M^pire^  di«trcst. 
Their  M»rch  extend*  along,  arouml  tlie  i»alh, 
In  dread  to  meet  tlie  marks  of  pmwlcrV  wratli : 
Rut  none  are  there,  and  not  .1  hmke  hath  borne 
Nor  gout  of  hlood,  iior  «hred  of  mantle  tomj 
Nor  f.ill  nor  struggle  hath  defaaeii  the  grats, 
Which  4till  retains  a  mark  wImti*  murder  was; 
Nor  (libbling  lingers  l«;ft  to  tfll  lli<'  l.tio. 
The  bitter  print  of  i.-.irli  ciiiimiIsIvo  n<iil, 
W'lirn  agonixed  hands  that  rrasi'  lo  gnani, 
Wniind  in  that  pang  ilur  siiiooilinf><  of  th<>  <iwartl, 
S>nie  hurh  liad  bren,  if  hrn*  a  lif«'  was  ri-ft. 
Rut  tliose  wen?  not ;  and  diuibliiig  liopc  is  Irfi ; 
And  strange  suspiriga  wfaup<'riiig  i.ara'n  uamc, 
No>  dailv  mutters  o'er  luftblarkcnM  fame; 
Tlien  suildeu  silent  vben  hi  a  form  appe.ir'd. 
Avails  ihe  absence  of  the  thing  it  f«Mr'd 
Again  its  wont«.-d  wondering  to  n-new 
And  dye  conjectiuv  with  u  darker  hue. 

VII. 
Days  roll  along,  and  Otho's  wound*;  are  healM, 
Rut  not  his  pride ;  and  hate  no  more  eonreal'd : 
He  \ias  a  nun  of  |)oiier,  and  Lara's  fi>e. 
The  friend  of  all  who  *()u;;lil  to  work  him  woe, 
And  from  his  ennniry's  Jii'«liee  now  demands 
Aecounf  of  Kz/eliii  at  I«ir.i'->  hands. 
Who  else  than  Lar.i  rridd  liSVe  tau.^  lo  f.-ar 
His  pn-seuce?  who  h:nl  made  him  disjippear. 
If  not  the  man  on  whom  lii«  menaced  charge 
ll.-id  sate  too  deeply  were  he  left  at  large? 
The  general  rnmour  ignorantly  loud. 
The  mystery  deiiresi  to  the  curious  rrowd; 
Tlie  seeming  frieiidlessness  of  him  ^ho  stro\e 
To  win  no  conlideiire,  and  wake  no  lou> ; 
Thi's^iTping  fierceness  which  his  soni  iM'tniy'd, 
The  skill  wirli  Mhich  he  wielded  his  kern  blade; 
Where  had  his  arm  unwarlike  caught  that  art? 
Where  had  that  fierceness  grown  upon  his  heart? 
For  i^  was  not  the  blind  capricious  rige 
A  word  can  kindle  and  a  wonl  asMin|;e ; 
Rut  till!  deep  working  of  a  soul  uniuix'd 
Wilh  aught  of  pity  where  its  wrath  had  fix"d; 
Sncb  as  long  power  and  overgorgj'd  succevs 
Concrntrati-s  into  all  that's  merriles)»: 
ThesM",  liiik'd  wilh  that  ilrsire  which  ever  sways 
Mankind,  the  rather  lo  condemn  than  praise, 
'Gainst  Lara  gathering  raised  at  length  a  siorm. 
Siteli  as  himself  might  fear,  ami  foes  would  form. 
And  he  must  answer  for  the  absent  head 
Of  one  that  haunts  him  still,  alive  or  dead. 

VIH. 

Within  that  land  was  many  a  malcontent. 
Who  cursed  the  tvT.iimv  lo  which  he  l>ent ; 
Tliat  soil  full  m.iiiy  a  wringing  despot  s;iw. 
Who  work'd  his  waiiloniiess  in  form  of  law; 
r<ong  war  willioul  and  fre<iuaot  broil  within 
Hid  made  a  path  for  blood  and  giant  sin. 
Thai  wailctl  but  a  yignal  to  begin 


New  havoek,  such  as  civil  discord  blends. 

Which  kuows  no  neuter,  owns  1ml  foe*  or  friend*; 

rix'd  in  bis  feudal  fortress  each  was  lord, 

In  wonl  and  deed  obev'd,  in  soul  abhorr'd. 

Thus  I^ra  had  inherited  his  lands. 

And  wilh  I  hem  pining  hearts  and  sloggisli  lunds; 

Rut  thai  long  absence  from  hi»  native  clinu*. 

Ibid  left  him  stainless  of  oppression's  criuip. 

And  now  diverlitl  by  his  milder  sway. 

All  dn-ad  by  slow  degree!^  liad  wnru  am  ay; 

The  menials  felt  I  heir  usual  awe  alone. 

Rut  more  for  him  ihau  them  that  fear  wat  (jmira; 

Tlir\  di-eiii'd  him  now  unliappy,  lhnu|;li  al  first 

Their  e\il  judgment  angur'd  of  the  wrorKi, 

And  i.ach  long  restless  night,  iiiid  sileut  mood. 

Wax  traced  lo  sickuewt,  fed  by  solitude: 

And  iliniii;li  his  lonely  habits  threw  of  late 

(iloiini  o'er  his  chniiiber,  clieerfiil  was  his  gacr; 

From  ihenee  the  wretched  ne'er  unsonthed  withdrew, 

For  ibeni.  at  least,  his  soul  com|)asi»ion  knew. 

Oold  lo  the  I'real,  contemptuous  to  the  high, 

The  liiiiiible  p.iss'd  iiol  his  nnheedihg  eye; 

9liich  he  would  sprak  noi,  but  iK'ne.ith  his  roof 

Tliey' found  a'«yluin  ofi,  and  ne'er  reproof. 

And  thi-y  who  walched  ihi|;hl  mark  that  ddy  bj  day, 

Some  ne*.>  retainers  gather'd  to  his  sway; 

Ihit  iiio^t  of  lite,  sinre  Eirelin  was  lost. 

He  pl.iy'd  the  coiirtrous  lonl  and  bounteous  liost  : 

Pen-lkinee  his  strife  with  Olho  made  him  dread 

Smne  snare  pn'parrd  for  his  obnoxious  head: 

Wliate'er  bis  \ifw,  his  favour  more  obtains 

Willi  llie-e,  the  {nople,  than  liis  fellow  tluneii. 

If  Ibis  were  ]in|icv,  so  far  't  was  MOund, 

The  million  judged  but  of  him  <is  they  found; 

IVoiii  hiui,  by  sterner  chiefs  to  exile  driven, 

riiey  bill  n-quiied  a  shelter,  and  'twas  given. 

liy  biiii  no  |ieas:int  mourn'd  his  ritled  cot. 

\iid  scarce  ilir  s,-rf  could  miirmnr  o'er  ki*  lot; 

With  him  old  Avarice  found  ilji  hoard  soesre, 

Willi  him  Ciinli-mpt  forbore  to  mock  the  poor; 

Yoiilli  pre^i-nt  ilii-(T  and  proinisf>f1  recompense 

Detaiu'd,  till  all  loo  l.iie  to  pari  from  thence: 

Tn  bale  lieoffiT'd,  with  the  coming  ch.inge. 

The  <lrrp  n-\rrsinn  of  delav'd  le^cnge; 

To  ln\c.  long  baHIrd  by  lln-  uneqiuil  match. 

The  wril-won  cb.iniis  success  was  sure  to  snatch. 

All  now  was  ri|M',  he  wails  but  to  [iroclaiin 

That  sla\er\*  nothing  which  was  still  a  name. 

The  iiiumeiit  came,  the  hour  when  Otho  tliought 

Secure  at  last  the  veugeaiue  which  he  sought: 

His  summons  found  ihe  destined  crimioal 

Ik'girl  by  ihous^inds  in  his  swarming  liall, 

Fresh  fri>m  their  feudal  fetters  newly  riven, 

Defying  rarib.  aiiii  confident  of  heaven. 

That  nioiiiiiig  be  had  freed  the  soil-bound  slaves^ 

Who  dig  no  land  for  lymnts  but  their  graves! 

Such  is  their  cr\' — s<tiiif  wat<-li-wonl  for  the  figlii 

Must  \ indicate  the  wnmg,  and  warp  the  right : 

Religion — fn-i'dom — \eugrance— what  you  will, 

.\  wonl's  enoiigli  to  raise  mankind  to  kill: 

S)ine  factious  phrase  by  cunning  caught  and  spread, 

That  guilt  may  reign,  and  wolves  and  worms  be  fed! 

IX. 

Throughout  that  clime  the  feudal  chief»  had  gain'd 
Such  vMny.  their  iiifaiil  monarch  hardly  reigu'd; 
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Now  vas  the  hour  for  faction*  rebel  growth, 
The  aerfK  contrmo'd  tlie  oun,  and  hated  botli : 
They  waited  but  a  leader,  and  they  found 
One  to  their  cause  iusepnrably  bound; 
By  eircumslancc  compell'd  to  plunge  again. 
In  Mcl(-defence,  amidftt  the  strife  of  men. 
Cut  off  by  some  mysterious  fote  front  thoM 
WMiom  birth  and  nature  meant  not  for  hi«  foes 
Had  I.ara  from  that  night,  to  him  accunil. 
Prepared  to  meet,  but  not  alone,  the  wurst : 
Some  reason  urgiod,  wliatc'er  it  was,  to  nhun 
Inquiry  into  deeds  at  distance  done ; 
By  mingling  with  his  own  the  cause  of  all, 
E  en  if  he  fail'd,  he  still  delay  d  his.fall. 
Tlie  suUen  cairn  that  long  his  bosom  kept, 
Tlie  ^lorm  tliat  once  had  spent  itself  and  slept. 
Boused  by  events  that  seem'd  forcdoom'd  to  urge 
II i4  gloomy  forlupes  to  their  utmost  verge. 
Burst  forth,  and  made  him  all  he  once  liad  been, 
And  is  again ;  he  ofUy  changed  the  scene. 
Light  care  had  he  for  life,  and  less  for  fame. 
But  not  le&i  fitted  for  the  desperate  game : 
lie  deem'd  himself  mark'd  out  for  others'  hate. 
And  mock'd  at  ruin  so  they  shared  IiIh  fate. 
What  rared  lie  for  the  freedom  of  the  crowd  ? 
He  raisetT  the  humble  but  to  bend  the  proud. 
lie  had  hoped  quiet  in  his  sullen  bir. 
But  man  and  destiny  l>eset  him  there; 
Inured  to  hunters,  he  was  found  at  bay. 
And  they  must  kill,  they  cannot  snare  the  prey. 
Stern,  unambitious,  silent,  he  had  been 
lleuceforth  a  calm  npoctalor  of  life's  scene ; 
Hut,  dragg'd  again  upon  the  arena,  stood, 
A  leader  not  unequal  to  ilie  feud; 
In  voice — mien — gesture -^savage  nature  spoke. 
And  from  his  eye  the  gladiator  broke. 

X. 

Wliat  boots  the  oft-repeated  tale  of  strife. 

The  feast  t^vultures,  and  the  waste  of  life? 

The  \arvuig  fortune  of  each  separate  field. 

The  KeflVth^vauquish  and  the  faint  that  yield !>- 

The  smoking  ruin,  and  the  crumbled  wall  I 

In  this  tlie  struggle  vias  the  Mime  with  all ; 

Save  that  distemper'd  passions  lent  their  force 

In  bitternesK  tliat  bani-sli'd  all  remorse. 

None  ^ued,  for  Mercy  knew  lier  cry  was  vain, 

The  captive  d'led  upon  the  battle-plain : 

In  either  cause,  one  rage  alone  possest 

The  empire  of  the  alternate  victor's  breast ; 

And  they  that  smote  for  freedom  or  for  sway, 

Deem'd  few  were  slain,  while  more  remaiu'd  to  slay. 

It  was  too  late  to  check  the  wasting  brand, 

AimI  De«oLition  reap'd  the  faroish'd  land; 

The  torch  was  lighted,  and  the  flame  was  spread. 

And  Carnage  smiled  upon  her  daily  dead. 

XI. 
Fre^h  with  the  nerve  the  new-bom  impulse  strung, 
The  first  succchs  to  Lara'st  numbers  clung: 
Rut  that  vain  victory  hath  ruin'd  all. 
They  form  no  longer  to  their  leader's  call; 
In  blind  confusion  on  the  foe  they  pres«. 
And  think  tu  snatch  is  to  secure  success. 
The  lust  of  booty,  and  the  thirst  of  liate. 
Lure  on  the  broken  brigands  to  their  fate; 


In  vain  he  doth  whate'er  «  chief  may  do. 

To  check  the  headlong  fury  of  that  crew; 

In  vain  their  stubborn  a/dour  he  would  tame, — 

The  hand  that  kindles  cannot  quench  the  flamo; 

The  wary  foe  alone  hath  tnrn'd  thfir  mood. 

And  shown  their  rashness  to  that  erring  brood : 

The  feign'd  retreat,  llie  nightly  ambuscade, 

The  daily  haran,  and  the  fight  deUy'd, 

The  long  privation  of  the  hoped  supply, 

The  teulless  rest  beneath  the  humid  sky,  ^ 

Tlie  stubborn  wall  that  mocks  the  leaguer's  art. 

And  palls  the  patience  of  his  hafllled  lieart. 

Of  these  they  had  not  deem'd:  the  l»attle-day 

Tliey  could  encounter  as  a  veteran  may. 

But  more  prefcrr'd  tlie  fury  of  the  strift*. 

And  present  death  to  hourly  suffering  life: 

And  famine  wrings,  and  fever  sweeps  away 

His  numbers  melting  fast  from  their  array ; 

Intemperate  triumph  fades  to  discontent. 

And  Lara's  soul  alone  seems  still  unbent : 

Rut  few  remain  to  aid  his  voice  and  hand. 

And  thousands  dwindled  to  a  scanty  band : 

Desperate,  though  few,  the  last  and  best  rcmain'd 

To  mourn  the  discipline  they  late  disdain'd. 

One  hope  survives,  the  frontier  is  not  far, 

And  thence  they  may  escape  from  native  war ; 

And  bear  within  them  to  the  iieigbouring  state 

.\u  exile's  sorrows,  or  an  outlaf/'s  hate: 

Hard  is  the  task  their  fothei>!dkd  to  quit, 

but  harder  si  ill  to  perish  or  submit. 

XII. 
It  is  resolved — they  march — consenting  Night 
Guides  with  lier  star  their  dim  and^rcliless  flight ; 
Already  they  perceive  its  tranquil  beam 
Sleep  on  tlie  surface  of  the  barrier-.<4ream ; 
Already  they  descry — Is  yon  the  bank? 
Away !  't  is  lined  with  many  a  hostile  rank. 
Return  or  fly! — What  glitters  in  the  rear.' 
T  is  Oilio's  banner — the  pursuer's  spear! 
Are  those  the  shepherds'  fires  upon  the  lieiglit  ? 
Alas !  they  blaie  too  widely  for  the  flight : 
(^iit  off  from  hope,  and  compass'd  in  the  toil, 
i.ess  blood  percliance  liath  bought  a  richer  spoil ! 

XIII. 
A  moment's  pause,  't  is  but  to  breatlie  their  liand, 
Or  shall  they  onward  prcvs,  or  here  witlistaud? 
It  matters  little — if  they  charge  the  foes 
Who  by  the  liorder-strcam  their  march  oppose. 
Some  few,  perchance,  may  break  and  pass  the  line, 
However  liuk'd  to  baffle  such  design, 
u  The  charge  be  ours !  to  wait  for  theur  assault 
Were  fate  well  worthy  of  a  coward's  half.** 
Forth  llies  each  sabre,  reiu'd  i*  every  hieed, 
And  the  next  vtoni  shall  scarce  ontstrip  the  deed : 
In  the  next  tone  of  Lara's  gatliering  breath 
How  many  shall  but  hear  tlie  voice  of  death  * 

XIV. 
His  blade  is  iMred,  in  him  there  is  an  air 
.\s  deep,  but  far  too  tranquil  for  despair; 
A  something  of  indifference  more  than  then 
Recomes  the  bravest,  if  they  feel  for  men — 
He  tuni'd  his  eye  on  Kalcd,  e>er  near. 
And  still  too  faithful  to  betray  one  fear; 
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Perchance  't  vat  but  the  mooo't  dim  twilight  ihrnr 

Along  his  aspect  an  unwonted  hue 

Of  mournful  paleness,  whose  deep  tint  expreM 

The  truth,  and  not  the  terror  of  his  breast. 

This  I^ara  inark'd,  antl  laid  his  hand  on  his : 

It  trembled  not  in  such  an  hour  as  this; 

His  lip  was  silent,  scarcely  beat  his  heart,. 

His  eye  alone  proclaim'd,  «  We  will  not  part! 

Thy  band  may  perish,  or  thy  friends  may  flee, 

Farewell  to  life,  but  not  adieu  to  thee!* 

The  word  hath  pass'd  his  lips,  and  onward  driven, 

Pours  tlie  link'd  band  through  ranks  asunder  riven ; 

Well  lias  each  steed  obey'd  the  armed  heel. 

And  flash  the  scimitars,  and  rings  the  steel : 

Outnumber'd  not  outbraved,  they  still  oppose 

Despair  to  daring,  and  a  front  to  foes ; 

And  blood  is  mingled  with  the  dashing  stream, 

W*hich  runs  all  redly  till  the  morning  beam. 

XV. 

Commanding,  aiding,  animating  all. 
Where  foe  appear'd  to  press,  or  friend  to  fall. 
Cheers  Lara's  voice,  and  waves  or  strikes  his  steel. 
Inspiring  hope,  himself  had  ceased  to  ftxl. 
None  fled,  for  well  they  knew  that  flight  were  vain ; 
But  those  that  waver  turn  to  smite  again. 
While  yet  they  find  the  firmest  of  the  foe 
Recoil  before  their  leader  s  look  and  blow : 
Now  girt  with  numbers,  now  almost  alone, 
lie  foils  their  ranks,  or  reunites  his  own; 
Himself  he  spared  not— once  they  socra'd  to  fly- 
Now  was  the  time,  he  waved  his  liand  ou  high. 
And  shook— why  sudden  droops  that  plumed  crest  7 
The  shaft  is  sped — the  arrow  's  in  his  breast ! 
That  fatal  gesture  left  the  unguarded  side. 
And  Death  hath  stricken  down  yon  arm  of  pride. 
Tlie  word  of  triumph  fainted  from  his  tongue ; 
That  hand,  so  raised,  how  droopingly  it  hung ! 
But  yet  the  sword  instinctively  retains. 
Though  from  its  fellow  shrink  the  falling  reins: 
These  Kaled  snatches:  dizzy  with  the  blow, 
And  senseless  bending  o'er  his  saddle-bow. 
Perceives  not  Lara  that  his  anxious  page 
Beguiles  his  charger  from  the  combat's  rage : 
Meantime  Uia  followers  charge,  and  charge  again ; 
Too  mix'd  the  slayers  now  to  heed  the  slain ! 

XVI. 

Day  glimmers  on  the  dying  and  the  dead. 
The  cloven  cuirass:,  and  the  helmlc&s  head; 
The  war-horse  mnstcrlcss  is  on  the  earth. 
And  that  last  gasp  hath  burst  his  bloody  girth ; 
And  near,  yet  quivering  with  what  life  reraaiuM, 
The  heel  that  urged  him  and  the  hand  tliat  rcin'd  ; 
And  some  too  near  tluit  rolling  torrent  lie, 
Whose  waters  mock  the  lip  of  those  that  die; 
That  pauthing  thirst  which  scordies  in  the  breath 
Of  those  that  die  the  soldier's  fiery  death. 
In  vain  impels  the  burning  mouth  to  crave 
One  drop — the  last — to  cool  it  for  the  grave; 
With  feeble  and  convulsive  effort  swept. 
Their  limbs  along  the  rrimson'd  turf  have  crept ; 
The  faint  remains  of  life  such  struggles  waste, 
But  yet  they  reach  the  streai7\,  and  bend  to  taste : 
They  feel  its  freshness,  and  almost  partake — 
Why  pause  ?     No  further  thirst  liave  they  to  slake- 


It  is  unquench'd,  and  yet  they  feel  it  n6c; 
It  was  an  agony— but  mem  forgot ! 

XVIL 

Beneath  a  lime,  remoter  from  the  scene. 

Where  but  for  him  that  strife  had  never  been^ 

A  breathing  but  devoted  warrior  lay : 

T  was  Ijira,  bleeding  fiut  from  life  away. 

His  follower  once,  and  now  bis  only  guide,  - 

Kneels  Kaled,  watchful  o'er  his  weUing  fide. 

And  with  his  scarf  wonld  stauneh  the  tides  that  msh. 

With  each  convulsion,  in  a  blacker  gush; 

And  then,  as  his  faint  breathing  waxes  low. 

In  feebler,  not  less  fatal  tricklings  flow  : 

He  scarce  can  speak,  bnt  motions  him  *t  ia  Tain, 

And  merely  adds  another  throb  to  pain. 

He  clasps  the  liand  that  pang  which  i»ould  asanaQp, 

And  sadly  smiles  his  thanks  to  that  dadk  pagv. 

Who  nothing  fears,  nor  feels,  nor  heeds,  nor  sceft. 

Save  that  damp  brow  which  rests  upon  his  knees; 

Save  that  pale  aspect,  where  the  eye,  though  dim. 

Held  all  the  light  that  shone  on  earth  for  kim. 

XVHI. 

The  foe  arrives,  who  long  had  scarch'd  the  fleld. 
Their  triumph  nought  till  l<ara  too  should  yield; 
They  would  remove  him,  but  they  see 't  were  vain, 
Ahd  he  regards  them  with  a  calm  disdain. 
That  rose  to  reconcile  him  with  his  fate, 
And  that  escape  to  death  from  living  hate ! 
And  Otho  conies,  and,  leaping  from  his  steed. 
Looks  on  the  bleeding  foe  that  made  him  bleed. 
And  questions  of  his  state;  he  answers  not. 
Scarce  glances  on  him  as  on  one  forgot. 
And  turns  to  Kaled  : — each  remaining  word. 
They  understood  not,  if  distinctly  heard; 
His  dying  tones  are  in  that  other  tongue. 
To  which  some  strange  remembrance  wildly  clung. 
They  spake  of  otKer  scenes,  but  what — is  known 
To  Kaled,  whom  their  moaning  rcach'd  aloA ; 
And  he  replied,  though  faintly,  to  their  ^imW 
WhitaTgazed  the  rest  in  dumb  amazemeiMt>uR[ : 
They  seem'd  even  then — that  twain — unto  the  last 
To  half  forget  the  present  in  the  past ; 
To  sliare  between  themselves  some  separate  fate. 
Whose  darkness  none  beside  should  penetrate. 

XIX. 

Their  words,  though  faint,  were  many — from  the  tone 

Their  import  those  who  heard  could  judge  alone; 

From  this,  you  might  have  deem'd  young  Kalod*s  death 

More  near  than  Lara's  by  his  voice  and  breath. 

So  sad,  so  deep  and  hesitating  broke 

The  accents  his  scarce-moving  pale  lip$  spoke; 

But  Lara's  voice  though  low,  at  first  was  clear 

And  calm,  till  murmuring  death  gasp'd  hoarsely  near. 

But  from  his  visage  liftle  could  we  guess. 

So  unrcpcntaut,  dark,  and  passionless. 

Save  that,  when  struggling  nrnrer  to  his  last. 

Upon  that  page  his  eye  wns  kindly  ca^t ; 

And  once  as  Kalcd's  answering  accents  ceast. 

Bom;  Lara's  hand,  and  pointed  to  the  East : 

Whether  (as  then  the  breaking  sun  from  high 

BoU'tl  back  the  clouds)  the  morrow  cauglit  his  eye. 

Or  that 't  was  chance,  or  some  reniemlM-r  d  scene 

That  raised  his  arm  to  point  where  such  bad  been, 


Searetf  KaM  seem'd  to  knov,  baC  Cmni'd  away 

At  if  liw  lieart  abhorr'd  that  coming  day. 

And  khruiik  his  glance  before  that  morainif  Ugfac, 

To  look,  on  Lara '•  brow — wh<Te  all  grev  night. 

Yd  senie  aerai'd  loft,  ihongli  belter  wore  iu  loss; 

I'or  vlieu  DOC  near  display 'd  the  abaolTing  cross. 

And  proffer'd  to  his  touch  the  Uoly  bead, 

Of  which  his  parting  soul  might  own  the  need, 

He  Jook'd  upon  it  with  an  eye  profane. 

And  smiled — lleaveB  pardon !  if 't  were  with  disdain  : 

And  Kaled,  tbougli  lie  spoke  not,  nor  wididrew 

From  Lara's  face  his  Hx'd  despairiug  view, 

With  bruw  repiiIsi\o,  and  with  gmture  swift, 

Flong  back  the  hand  which  held  tlie  sacred  gift, 

As  if  such  Imt  (li»lurb'd  the  expiring  nun, 

Nor  tfem'ii  to  kuow  his  life  but  then  began. 

That  life  of  immortality,  secure 

To  uone,  sate  tliem  who^ie  fuith  in  Christ  is  sure. 

XX. 

But  gasping  heaved  tlie  breath  thai  Lara  drew, 

Aoil  dull  the  film  along  his  dim  eye  grew  ; 

His  hmhs  stretch'd  fluttering,  and  his  head  droop'd  o'er 

Tlie  weak  yet  still  uniiriag  knee  tlut  bore ; 

lie  preiK'd  tlie  hand  lie  held  upon  his  liearl — 

It  beau  no  more,  but  Kalcd  it  ill  not  part 

With  the  coUl  grasp,  but  feels  an^  frels  in  vain 

For  that  faint  throb  which  answers  not  again. 

a  It  beats !» — Away,  tliou  dreamer !— he  is  gone — 

It  once  was  Lara  which  thou  look'st  upon. 

XXI. 

lie  fixed,  as  if  not  yet  had  pasa'd  away 

The  haughty  spirit  of  tliat  humble  clay; 

And  those  around  have  roused  him  from  his  tranre, 

ll«it  cannot  tear  from  tlience  liis  fixed  glance; 

And  when,  in  raising  him  from  where  he  bore 

Witliiii  his  arms  tlie  form  that  felt  no  more, 

Ue  saw  tiie  head  his  breast  would  st  Jl  siwtaio, 

Roll  down  Hke  earth  to  earth  upon  the  pliin ; 

lie  did  not  dash  himitelf  thereby,  nor  tear 

The  gloaiy  Ceodrils  of  his  raven  hair,  ** 

But  strove  to  stanil  and  gaie,  but  reefd  and  fell. 

Scarce  breatliing  more  than  that  lie  loved  so  well. 

Than  tliat  ha  loved  !  Oh  I  never  yet  beneath 

The  breast  of  man  such  trusty  love  may  breaihe '. 

Tliaf  Crying  moaient  liath  at  once  revetU'd 

The  secret  bag  and  yet  but  haJf  conceal'd; 

In  baring  to  revive  tliat  lifeless  breast. 

Its  grief  seem'd  ended,  but  the  sex  coofeas'd ; 

And  lilt  rcturo'd,  awl  Kalcd  felt  no  shame — 

What  now  to  lier  was  Womanliood  or  Fame! 

XXII. 
Aad  Lara  sleep*  not  where  his  fatliera  steep ; 
But  where  lie  died  his  grave  was  dug  ••  deep, 
Hor  is  his  inoruii  slumber  lass  profound, 
Thougii  priest  nor  bless'd,  nor  marble  dcck'd  the  mouud ; 
And  be  was  mouns'd  by  one  whose  quiet  grief, 
Le<H  loud,  outlasts  a  peoph*'s  for  tlieir  chief. 
Vain  ^M  all  question  ask'd  lier  of  tlie  past, 
AiiJ  «aio  even  menace — silent  to  the  la»l, 
Slie  toM  nor  whence,  nor  why  she  left  Iwlitnd 
lier  all  for  one  wlio  seem'd  hut  littk  kiiMl. 
Whv  A'ni  slie  love  him  I  Curious  fool! — be  still— 
Is  human  love  the  growth  of  huma^  will  ? 


To  her  he  might  be  geotlentts ;  the  ttcm 
Have  deeper  thoughts  than  your  dull  eyes  discern, 
And  when  they  love,  your  smilers  guess  not  how 
Bents  the  strung  heart,  ihongli  less  the  lips  avow. 
They  were  not  common  links,  tliat  forin'd  the  cliaiii 
That  bound  to  Lara  Kaled's  heart  ami  brain ; 
Bui  that  wild  tale  she  brook'd  not  to  unfold, 
And  sciiFd  is  now  each  lip  that  could  have  told. 

XXHI. 
Tliey  laid  him  ia  the  enrtb,  and  on  his  breast, 
Besides  the  wound  that  seat  his  soul  to  rest. 
They  found  the  scatter'd  dinrs  of  many  a  scur. 
Which  were  not  planleil  there  In  recent  war; 
Where'er  had  |Mss'd  his  summer  years  of  life. 
It  secmii  they  vanish'd  in  a  land  of  strife; 
But  all  unknown  his  glory  or  his  guilt. 
These  only  lold  that  somewhere  blood  was  spilt. 
And  Exrelin,  who  might  have  spoke  the  past, 
Retum'd  no  more — that  night  appeai'd  his  last. 

XXIV. 

Upon  that  night  (a  peasant's  is  the  tale), 

A  serf  that  eross'd  the  intervening  vale, 

When  Cynthia's  light  almost  gave  way  to  mom, 

And  nearly  veifd  in  mist  her  waning  horn; 

A  serf,  tliat  rose  betimes  to  tliread  the  wood. 

And  hew  the  hough  that  bought  his  children's  food, 

Pass'd  by  the  river  tliat  divides  the  plain 

Of  Otiio's  Juds  and  Lara's  broad  domain  r 

He  lieanl  wiramp— a  horse  and  horseman  broke 

From  ma  the  wood— before  Itim  mas  a  cloak 

WrnpHgiind  some  burthen  at  his  caddle-bow, 

It«f  It  was  his  head,  and  hidden  was  his  brow. 

Kouse<i  by  tlie  sudden  sight  at  such  a  time. 

And  some  f<}reboding  tlut  it  miglit  be  crime. 

Himself  unlieeded  waich'd  the  strangers  course. 

Who  reach'd  tlie  river,  liounded  from  his  liorsi*. 

And,  lifting  tlieuec  tlic  burthen  which  he  bon>, 

Hea\ed  up  the  b.ink,  and  dash'd  it  from  ilie  shore. 

Then  paused,  and  look'd,  and  turn'd,  and  seem'd  to  ^atch. 

And  still  another  hurried  glance  would  snatch, 

.\nd  follow  with  his  step  tlie  stream  rliat  flow'd. 

As  if  even  yet  too  much  its  surface  show'd : 

At  once  be  started,  sto«»p'd,  around  him  sirown 

The  wiuler  tloods  had  scatter'd  heaps  of  stone; 

Of  these  ilie  hcavieu  thence  he  gather'd  there. 

And  slung  them  with  a  more  than  common  earc. 

Meantime  the  serf  had  crept  to  where  luscen 

Himself  might  sAly  mark  what  this  might  mean ; 

He  cauglil  a  glim^,  as  of  a  floating  breast. 

And  tomething  gliller'd  stariike  on  tlu;  vest. 

But  Iiere  he  well  could  mark  the  buoyaut  trunk, 

A  mascy  fragment  smote  it,  and  it  f^uiik : 

It  roM  again  hut  indistinct  to  ricw. 

And  left  the  waters  of  a  purple  hue. 

Then  deeply  disappear'd:  the  horseman  guicd 

Till  ebb'd  the  latest  eddy  it  had  nii<»ed ; 

Theu  turning,  vaulted  on  his  pacing  steed. 

Aim!  instant  spurrd  him  into  panting  siMu-d. 

His  face  ma^i  inaNk'd— the  features  of  tlu*  dead, 

If  dead  it  it  ere,  ejteape<l  the  oljs<;r\er'8  tlreail ; 

Rut  if  in  south  a  star  its  bosoui  bore, 

iiiii'h  is  the  hadgf  lliat  kniglitlKMul  e«er  wore, 

Aud  such  t  is  known  Sir  F.'/elin  had  »oni 

Upon  I  lie  night  tliat  led  to  aueh  a  morn. 
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If  thus  he  perish'd.  Heaven  receive  his  soul! 
Ilis  lindiscover  d  limbs  to  ocean  roll ; 
And  cliarity  upon  the  hope  would  dwell 
It  was  not  Lara's  hand  by  which  he  fell. 

XXV. 

And  Kaled — Lara — Exzelin,  are  gone, 

Alike  without  their  monumental  stone! 

The  first,  all  efforts  yainly  strove  to  wean 

From  lingering  where  her  chieftain's  blood  had  been ; 

Crief  liad  so  tamed  a  spirit  once  too  proud. 

Her  tears  were  few,  her  wailing  never  loud  ; 

But  furious  would  you  tear  her  from  the  spot 

Where  yet  she  scarce  believed  that  he  was  nof , 

Her  eye  shot  forth  with  all  the  living  fire 

Tliat  haunts  the  tigress  in  her  whelpless  ire : 

But,  left  to  waste  her  weary  moments  there, 

She  talk'd  all  idly  unto  shapes  of  air. 

Such  as  the  busy  brain  of  sorrow  paints. 

And  W008  to  listen  to  her  fond  complaints :  i 

And  she  would  sit  beneath  the  very  tree 

Where  lay  his  drooping  head  upon  her  knee ; 

And  in  that  posture  where  she  saw  him  foil, 

His  words,  his  looks,  his  dying  grasp  recal , 

And  she  had  shorn,  but  saved  her  raven  hiiir. 

And  oft  would  snatch  it  from  her  bosom  there. 

And  fold,  and  press  it  gently  to  the  ground, 

As  if  she  staunch'd  anew  some  phantom's  wound. 

Herself  would  question,  and  for  him  reply ; 

Then  rising,  start,  and  beckon  him  to  fly   ^^ 

From  some  imagined  spectre  in  pursuit ;    ^p 

Then  seat  her  down  upon  some  linden's  root, 

And  hide  her  visage  with  her  meagre  hand, 

Or  trace  strange  characters  along  the  sand — 

This  could  not  last — she  lies  by  him  she  loved; 

Her  tale  untold — her  truth  too  dearly  proved. 


NOTE. 


Thb  event  in  section  24,  Canto  H,  was  suggested  by 
the  description  of  the  death  or  rather  burial  of  the 
Duke  of  Gandia. 

The  most  interesting  (and  particular  account  of  this 
mysterious  event  is  given  by  Burchard ;  and  is  in  sub- 
stance as  follows :  «<  On  the  eighth  day  of  June,  tlic 
cardinal  of  Valenza,  and  the  Duke  of  Gandia,  sons  of 
the  Pope,  supped  with  their  mollier,  Vanozza,  near  the 
church  of  5.  Pietro  ad  vincula;  seWfral  other  persons 
being  present  at  the  entertainment.  A  late  hour  ap- 
proaching, and  the'cardinaipiaving  reminded  his  brother, 
that  it  was  time  to  return  to  the  apostolic  palace,  they 
mounted  their  horses  or  mules,  with  only  a  few  at- 
tendants, and  proceeded  together  as  far  as  the  palace 
of  cardinal  Ascanio  Sforza,  when  the  duke  informed 
the  cardinal,  that  befbre^helreturned  home,  he  had  to 
pay  a  visit  of  pleasure.  Dismissing,  therefore,  all  his 
attendants,  excepting  his  staffiero,  or  footman,  and  a 
person  in  a  mask,  who  had  paid  him  a  visit  whilst  at 
iiupper,  and  who,  during  the  space  of  a  month,  or  there- 
abouts, previous  to  ihiK  time,  had  called  upon  him 
almoi^t  daily,  at  the  apostolic  palace ;  he  took  this  per- 
son behind  him  on  his  mule,  and  proceeded  to  the 
street  of  the  Jews,  where  he  quitted  his  servant,  direct- 
ing him  to  remain  there  until  a  certain  hour;    when, 


if  he  did  HOC  return,  he  miglit  repsir  to  cbe  ^ahce. 
The  duke  then  seated  the  person  in  the  mmsktbehind 
him,  and  rode,'  I  know  not  whither;  but  in  that  night 
he  was  assassinated,  and  thrown  into  the  river.    The 
servant,  after  having  been  dismissed,  was  also  acsanlted 
and  mortally  wounded;  and  although  he  was  attended 
with  great  care,  yet  «ich  was  his  situation,  that  he 
could  give  no  intelligible  account  pf  what  had  befallen 
his  master.     In  the  morning,  the  duke  not  liaving  rc^ 
tiuned  to  the  palace,  his  servants  began  to  be  alarmed ; 
and  one  of  them  informed  the  pontiff  of  the  evening 
excursion  of  his  sons,  and  tliat  the  duke  had  not  yet 
made  his  appearance.    This  gave  the  Pope  no  small 
anxiety ;  but  he  conjectured  that  the  duke  had  been 
attracted  by  some  courtesan  to  pass  the  night  with 
her,  and,  not  chusing  to  quit  the  house  in  open  day, 
had  waited  till  the  foHowing  evening  to  return  home. 
When,  however,    the  evening  arrived,  and   he  found 
himself  disappointed  in  his  expecutions,  he  became 
deeply  afflicted,  and  began   to  make  inquiries   from 
different  persons,  whom  he  "ordered  to  attend  him  for 
that  purpose.     Amongst  these  was  a  naan  named  Gior- 
gio Schiavoni,  who,  having  dischaiiged  some  timber 
from  a  bark  in  the  river,  had  remained  on  board  the 
vessel,   to  watch  it,  and  being  interrogated  whether  he 
had  seen  any  one  thrown  into  the  river,   on  the  night 
preceding,  he  replied,   that  he  saw  two  men  on  foot, 
who  came  down  the  street,  and  looked  diligently  about, 
to  observe  whether  any  person  was  passing.     That  see- 
ing no  one,  they  returned,  and  a  short  titne  afterwards 
two  others  came,    and   looked    around   in   the  same 
manner  as  the  former ;  no  person  still  appearing,  thry 
gave  a  sign  to  their  companions,    when  a  man  came, 
mounted  on  a  white  horse,  liaving  behind  him  a  dead 
body,  the  head  and  arms  of  which  hung  on  one  side, 
and  the  feet  on  the  other  side  of  the  horse ;  the  two 
persons  on  foot  supporting  the  body,  to  prevent  its 
falling.     They  thus  proceeded  towards  that  part,  where 
the  fihh  of  the  city  is  usually  discharged  into  the  river, 
and,  turning  the  horse  with  his  tail  towards  the  water, 
the  tvo  persons  took  the  dead  body  by  the  arms  and 
feel,  AmI  with  all  their  strength  flung  it  into  the  river. 
The  person  on  horseback  then  asked  if  they  had  thrown 
it  in,  to  which  they  replied,  Signor,  si  (yes.  Sir).     He 
then  looked  towards  the  river,  and  seeing  a  mantle 
floating  on  the  stream,   he  inquired  what  it  was  that 
appeared  black;    to  which  they  answered,  it  was  a 
mantle;  and  one  of  them  threw  stones  upon  it,  in  con- 
sequence of  which  it  sunk.    The  attendants  of  the 
pontiff  then  inquired  from  Giorgio,  why  he  had  not 
revealed  this  to  the  governor  of  the  city  ;  to  which  be 
replied,  that  he  had  seen  in  his  time  a  hundred  dead 
bodies  thrown  into  the  river  at  the  same  place,  without 
any  inquiry  being  made  respecting  them,  and  tliat  he 
had  not,   therefore,   considered  it  as  a  matter  of  any 
importance.     The  fishermen  and  seamen  were  then 
collected,  and  ordered  to  search  the  river;  where,  on 
the   following  evening,   they   found  the  body  of  the 
duke,  with  his  habit  entire,  and  thirty  ducats  in  his 
purse.     He   was   pierced   with   nine   wounds    one  of 
which  was  in  his  throat,  the  others  in  his  head,  body, 
and  limbs.     No  sooner  was   the  pontiff  informed  of 
the  death  of  his  son,  and   that  he  liad  been  thrown, 
like  fillh,  into  the  river,  than,  giving  way  to  his  grief, 
lie  shut  himself  up  in  a  chamber,  and  wept  bitterly. 
The  cardinal  of  Segovia,  and  other  attcndanu  on  the 
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'ot  to  the  door,  and  after  many  hours  spent  in 
ons  and  cthortationft,  prevailed  upon  Jiim  to 
len).  From  the  evening  of  >Vedne8day,  till  the 
g  Saturday,  the  Pof<-  took  no  food;  nor  did  he 
<m  Thursday  morning  till  the  same  hour  on  the 


ensuing,  day.  .Ai  length,*hoivever,  giving  way  to  'the 
entreaties  of  bis  attendants,  he  begal  to  restraita  his 
sorrow,  and  to  consider  tiie  injury  which  his  own 
health  might  sustain,  by  the  further  indulgence  of  hit 
grief.*— /toicoe's  Leo  Tenths  vol.  I,  page  a65. 


®%e  €nv»e  ot  Mintvtta.    . 


A  POEM. 


—  —  — —  PalU*  t«  hoc  rulatrc.'  PalU* 
latmaUl,  ct  panan  KoUnto  ex  •aaf«ia«  MBit. 


Kk,  more  lovely  ere  his  race  be  run, 
orea  K  hills  tlie  setting  i^up ; 
a  northern  climes,  obscurely  bright,, 
inclouded  blaze  of  living  light ! 
iiwh'd  deep  the  yellow  beam  he  throws, 
green  wave,  that  trembles  as  it  glows. 
!gina'$  rook,  and  Idm's  isle, 
of  gladness  sheds  his  parting  smile ; 
•wn  regions  Hingeriug  loves  to  shine, 
here  l)is  altars  arc  no  more  divi^. 
ig  fast  the  mountain  shadows  kiss 
ous  gulph,  unconquer'd  Salaniis ! 
re  arches  through  the  long  expanse, 
)ly  purpled,  meet  his  mellowing  glauce, 
frest  tint!*,  along  their  summits  driven, 
gay  course  and  own  the  hues  of  heaven  ; 
ly  .«liude<l  from  the  land  and  deep, 
s  Delphian  cliff  lie  sinks 9o  sleep. 

Ii  an  eve,  his  palest  beam  he  cast, 
lieas!  here  thy  wisest  look'd  his  last, 
lid  thy  better  sons  his  farewell  ray, 
^d  their  murder  d  sage's  latest  (lay ! ' 
not  yet — Sol  pauses  on  the  hill — 
)us  hour  of  parting  lingers  still; 
s  light  to  agonising  eyes, 
the  mountain's  once  delightful  dyes; 
r  the  lovely  land  he  seem'd  to  pour, 
vhere  Pluebus  never  frown'd  before, 
suuk  below  Cithxron's  head, 
F  woe  was  quaff d — the  spirit  fled; 
f  him  that  scorn'd  to  fear  or  lly — 
and  died  as  none  can  live  or  die ! 

from  high  llymettus  to  the  plain, 
of  night  asserts  her  silent  reign,  i 
vapour,  herald  of  the  storm^ 
Fair  face,  nor  girds  her  glowing  form  ; 
ce  glimmering  as  the  moon-beamsplay, 
shite  column  greets  her  grateful  ray, 
I  around,  with  quivering  beams  beset, 
tn  sparkles  o'er  the  minaret : 
of  olive  scatter'd  dark  and  wide 
;k  Grpliisus  slicdx  his  scanty  tide, 
•i  uddening  by  the  sacred  mosque, 
ng  turret  of  the  gay  Kiosk,  ^ 
nd  sombre  mid]^tlie*liolyJcalm, 
us'  fane  yon  solitary  palm, 
»itli  varied  hues  arrest  the  eye — 
crc  his  that  pass'd  them  heedless  by. 


Again  the  iGgeaoi  lieard  no  more  ^Ur, 
Lulls  his  chafed  breast  from  elemental  war; 
Again  his  waves  in  nfilder  tints  unfold       , 
Their  long  array  of  sapphire  and  of  gold, 
Mix'd  with  the  shades  of  many  a  distant  isle. 
That  frown — where  gentler  ocean  seems  to  smile. 

As  thus  within  the  wails  of  Pallas*  fane 
I  mark'd  the  beai^ies  of  the  land  andVnain, 
Alone  and  friendless,  on  the  magic  shore 
Whose  arts  and  arms  but  Hve  in  poet's  lore. 
Oft  as  the  nutchless  dome  1  turn'd  to  scan, 
&cred  to  gods,  but  not  secure  from  man. 
The  past  retum'd,  thopre^ot  seem'd  to  cease. 
And  glory  knew  no  cKme  beyond  her  Greece, 
^liours  rolFd  along,  and  Dian's  orb  on  higli 
Hud  gain'd  the.centre  of  her  softest  sky. 
And  yet  unwearied  still  my  footsteps  trod 
O'er  the  vain;«hrine  of  many  a  vanish'd  god; 
But  chiefly,  Pallas !  thine,  when  Hecate's  glare, 
Check'd  by  thy  columns,  fell  more  sadly  fair 
O'er  the  chill  marble,  where  the  starlhng  tread 
Thrills  the  lone  heart  like  echoes  from  the  dead. 
I^ng  had  I  mused,  and  measured  every  trace 
The  wreck  of  Greece  recorded  of  her  race, 
When,  lo !  a  giant  form  before  me  strode. 
And  Pullas  hail'd  me  in  her  own  abode. 
Yes,  't  was  Minerva's  self,  but,  ah!  how  changed 
Since  o'er  the  DanUin  field  in  arms  she  ranged ! 
Not  such  as  erst,  by  her  divine  command, 
ller  form  appear'd  from  Phidias  plastic  hand ; 
Gone  were  the  terrors  of  her  awful  brow, 
Her  idle  ^Egis  bore  no  gorgoo  now; 
Uer  helm  was  deep  indented,  and  her  lance 
Seem'd  weak  and  thaftless,  e'en  to  mortal  glance; 
The  olive  branch,  which  still  slie  deign'd  to  clasp. 
Shrunk  from  her  touch  and  witlier  d  in  lier  grasp : 
And,  ah !  though  still  the  brightest  of  the  sky, 
Celestial  tears  bedimm'd  her  Urge  blue  eye; 
Round  the  rent  casque  her  owlet  circled  slow, 
And  mourn'd  his  mistress  with  a  sliriek  of  woe. 
a  Mortal  I  ('I  was  thus  slie  spake)  that  blush  of  ihame 
Procluiiu>  thee  UritOn — once  a  noble  name — 
First  of  tlie  mighty,  foremost  of  the  free. 
Now  houour'd  less  by  all — and  least  by  me: 
Chief  of  thy  foes  sliall  Pallas  still  be  found  :— 
Seck'st  thou  the  cause?  O  mortal,  look  aroun<l ! 
Lo !  here,  despite  of  war  and  wasting  fire, 
I  saw  successive  tyrannies  expire; 


I 
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tped  from  (ha  Favage  of  die  Turk  and  Goth, 
y  country  aeAs  a  spoiler  vone  than  both ! 
nrey  this  vacant  violate^  ^ne: 
count  tlie  relics  torn  tliat  yet  remain; 
ese  Ceerops  placed — (Us  Pericles  adorn'd  4 — 
at  Hadrian  reard  when  drooping  science  mourn'd : 
bat  more  I  owe  let  gratitude  attest — 
low,  Alaric  and  Elgin  did  the  rest 
at  all  may  learn  from  whence  tlie  phinderer  cum, 
e  insulted  wall  siistaios  his  hated  name.  ^ 
r  Elgin's  fome  ^lius  grateful  Ps^s  pleads : 
low,  his  name — ahove,  behold  his  deeds! 
ever  hail'd  with  cqunLlioiiour  here 
e  Gothic  monarch  and  the  Pictish  peer, 
ms  gave  the  first  his  right — the  lust  li^id  none, 
1  hawly  stole  what  less  harhurians  u^! 
when  the  lion  quits  his  fell  rrpast, 
zt  prowls  llie  wolf — the  filthy  jaokal  last: 
»h,  limbs  >nd  blood,  the  former  make  their  own ; 
le  last  basQ.  brute  securely  gnawl  the  bone. 
It  still  the  gods  are  just,  and  crimes  are  crost-^ 
e  here  what  Elgin  won,  and  what  lie  lost ! 
lotlier  name  with  his  pollutes  my  shrine, 
hold  where  Dian's  beams  disdain  to  shine! 
mc  rctributtoa  still  might  Pallas  claim, 
hen  Venus  half  avenged  Mincnra's  |hame.*  ^ 

She  ceased  awhile,  and  thus' I  dared  reply, 

)  soothe  the  vengeanee  kindling  in  her  eye: — 

>aughter  of  Jo««!  in  Britain's  injured  name, 

true-bom  Briton  may  the  deed  disclaim ! 

own  not  on  England — England  owns  him  not — 

hena,  noj  the  plunderer  was  a  Scot !  7 

kat  thou  the  difference?  From  hit  Phyle's  towers 

irvey  Bu*otia — Caledonia  's  ours. 

)d  well  I  know  within  that  bastard  land  * 

ith  wisdom's  goddess  never  held  command: 

barren  soil,  where  nature's  germs,  confined, 

•  stern  sterility  can  stint  the  mind ; 

hose  thitfle  well  betrays  the  niggard  earth, 

nblem  of  all  to  whom  the  bnd  gives  birth. 

ch  genial  influence  nurtured  to  resist, 

land  of  meanness,  sophistry,  and  mist: 

ch  breeze  from  foggy  mount  and  marshy  plain 

lutes  with  drivel  every  driisling  brain, 

11,  burst  at  length,  each  watery  head  o'erllows, 

lul  as  their  soil,  and  hypd  as  (heir  snows: 

n  thousand  schemes  of  petulance  and  pride 

spatch  her  scheming  children  hr  and  wide ; 

mc  cast,  some  west,  some  every  where  but  north ! 

quest  of  lawless  gain  they  issue  f(Mrth ; 

id  thus,  accursed  be  the  day  and  year, 

le  sent  a  Pict  to  play  tlic  felon  here. 

>t,  Caledonia  chiims  some  native  worth, 

'<  dull  Uoeoiia  gave  a  Pindar  birth— 

>  may  her  few,  the  letter  d  and  the  brave, 

•und  to  no  dime,  and  victors  o'er  the  grave, 

lake  off  the  sordid  dust  of  such  a  lantl, 

id  sliine  like  children  of  a  happier  strand : 

I  once  of  yore,  in  some  obooxiouA  {dace, 

:n  names  (if  found)  had  saved  a  wretched  race  1» 

tfortal,»  the  bluc-cyed  maid  resumed,  «  once  more, 
ar  back  my  mandate  to  thy  native  shore; 
lougli  fiillcii,  iihis!  iliiit  vengeance  siill  is  mine, 
» turn  my  counDcli  far  from  lands  like  thine. 


Hear  than  in  ailaaea  I^llaa'  atam  bAeat  { 
Hear  i^pd  believa,  for  tima  abaU  tcH  Iha 
First  on  tha  head  of  him  vrho  did  thir  daed 
My  curse  shall  light,— -on  him  and  all  hia  aead : 
Without  ona  spark  ofinteUectnal  tire. 
Be  all  the  sons  as  senseless  as  the  sife  : 
If  one  with  wit  the  parent  brood  disgrace, 
Belize  him  bastard  of  a  brighter  race ; 
Still  with  his  hireiinK  artiste  hst  him  prate, 
4nd  folly's  praise  repay  for  wisdom's  hate  I 
'Long  of  their  patron's  gusto  let  them  tell. 
Whose  noblest  native  gusto — is  to  sell : 
To  sell,  and  make  (may  sliame  record  the  day !) 
The  state  receiver  of  his  pilfer'd  prey  !* 
Meantime,  the  flattering  feeble  dotaiti,  Wes<, 
Europe's  worst  dauber,  and  poor  Britain's  boat , 
W^ith  palsied  hand  sliall  (urn  each  model  o'er, 
^d  own  himself  an  infant  oi  fourscore :  9 
Be  all  the  bruisers  call'd  from  all  St  Qiiea, 
That  art  and  nature  may  compare  their  etylea; 
While  brawny  brutes  in  stupid  woilder  aiara. 
And  marvel  at  his  lordship's  ston^-sfco^  ihera.** 
Round  tliethrong*d  gateshai^  sauntering  coxcombacntfi, 
To  lounge  and  lucubrate,  to  prate  and  peep, 
W^hile  many  a  languid  maid,  with  kmgiug  ai^W 
*  On  giant  statues  casts  the  enriou9  eye  ; 
The  room  w  ith  transient  glance  appear*  to  ikia. 
Yet  marks  the  mighty  hack  and  lexigth  of  limb. 
Mourns  o'er  the  difference  of  mtm  and  Ifcm  ; 
Exclaims,  '  these  Greeks  indeed  were  proper  men  ;* 
Draws  slight  comparisons  of  these  with  (fcoae. 
And  envies  Lais  all  lier  Attic  beaux  : 
When  shall  a  iboderu  maid  have  twaint  like  these 7 
Alas  !  Sir  llartry  is  no  licrcules  I 
And,  last  of  all,  amitst  the  gaping  crew. 
Some  calm  spectator,  as  he  takes  his  view,*^ 
|n  silent  indignation,  mix'd  with  grief, 
Admires  the  plunder,  but  abhors  the  thief. 
Loathed  througliout  life— schrce  pardon'd  in  the  dnst, 
May  hate  pursue  his  sacrilegious  lust ! 
Link'd  >Aitli  the  fool  who  fired  the  Ephesian  dome. 
Shall  vengeance  follow  far  beyond  the  tomb ; 
Erostratus  and  Elgin  e'er  shall  shine 
In  many  a  branding  page  and  burning  Kne ! 
Alike  condcmn'd  for  aye  to  stand  accursed— 
Perchance  the  second  viler  than  the  first : 
So  let  him  sund  throng  ages  yet  unborn, 
Fix'd  statue  on  the  pedestal  of  scorn  ! 
Though  not  for  him  alone  revenge  shall  wrait. 
But  fits  thy  country  for  her  coming  fate : 
ilcrs  were  tlie  deetU  that  tau^jht  her  lawless  son 
To  do  what  oft  Brilanuia'M  ^cJf  had  done. 
Look  to  tlic  Baltic  bbziuj  from  afar — 
Your  old  ally  yet  mourns  pcrlidious  war : 
Not  to  such  deeds  did  Pallas  lend  her  aid. 
Or  break  the  compact  which  hen»clf  had  made ; 
Far  from  such  councils,  from  the  ^itldcss  field, 
She  fled— but  left  behind  licr  gorgon  shield  ; 
A  fatal  gift,  that  turu'd  your  friends  to  stone. 
And  left  lost  Albion  hated  and  aiouc. 
Look,  to  tlie  east,  ^licre  Gauges'  swarthy  race 
Shall  shake  your  usurpation  to  its  base; 
Lo  !  tlioiv  RcbcUiou  rears  licr  ghastly  head. 
And  ginrcs  the  Nemesis  of  native  dead. 
Till  Indus  rolls  a  deep  purpurea!  iluod, 
And  claims  his  long  arrcar  of  oorthern  bloiMl, 
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80  may  ye  peri»h  !    Pallas,  vben  kIm  gave 

Your  frec>bcini  right*,  forbade^  to  dtolavr. 

lA»ok  on  your  Spain,  «he  clacps  the  liand  the  hates 

But  coldly  clasps  and  thruflts  you  from  hc^  gntec. 

Reir  vitnens  hright  OarroMa,  thou  canst  tell 

>Vhofio  vere  liic  sons  that  bravely  fought  and  fell. 

While  Lu.sitnni.1,  kind  and  dear  alty, 

Qin  spare  a  fev  to  fight  and  •omelimec- fly. 

Oil  glorious  field !  by  famiiw  fiercely  von ;  • 

Tlir  tiaul  retire*  for  once,  and  all  is  done ! 

But  when  did  Pallas  teach  that  one  retreit 

Retrieved  tluve  long  olympiads  of  defeat ! 

Look  last  at  home-~ye  love  not  to  look  there. 

On  the  grim  smile  of  comfortleia  despair ; 

Your  city  saddens,  loud  though  revel  howls,  ^^ 

Here  famine  faints,  and  yonder  mpine  prowk^^ 

See  all  alike  of  mtM«  or  less  bereft — 

>'o  miwn  tremble  whan  there li  nothing  left. 

*  Blest  paper  credit'  ■>  vho  shall  dare  to  sing? 

It  rlog<  like  lend  cormptioa's  weary  wing: 

Yri  Pallns  plucked  each  Premier  by  fhe  ear. 

Who  godH  and  men  alike  diadaioUl  to  hear; 

But  one,  repentant  o*er  a  bankrupTatate, 

On  Pallas  calU,  but  calls,  alas!  too  fate! 

Tlicn  raves  fb|r  *** ;  *'  to  that  Mentor  bends, 

Tliough  lie  and  PaUas  never  yet  were  friends : 

llini  v>natek  licar  whom  never  yet  tliey  heard, 

Cnntcmptuons  once!  and  now  no  lesa  absurd : 

!h>  once  of  yore  each  reasonable  frog*  ' 

Sworr  faith  and  fealty  tA  hts  sqvereign  log;^ 

Ttiu<i  liail'd  your  rtilrrs  their  patrician  clod. 

Aft  K(;ypt  chose  an  oiiioo  for  a  god. 

•«  Now  hre  ye  well,  enjoy  your  little  liour ; 

r.o.  nra<<|>  tho  ^hndow  of  your  vaninh'd  power; 

(Mo><«  o'er  the  fniiure  of  earh  fnmlcst  Kolivny, 

Your  !«trrn(;th  a  name,  your  blopied  wealth  n  drram. 

Gone  is  that  gold,  tlK>  marvel  of  mankiud. 

And  pirates  Wter  all  that 's  left  behind ;  *i 

No  more  the  hirelinipi,  purrliasrd  near  and  far, 

Oowd  to  the  ranks  of  mercenary  nar; 

Tlii>  idle  merclunt  on  thr  utcictit  quay 

Droops  o'er  the  hales  no  hark  may  bear  away, 

Or,  hack  rrtuniing,  spcs  rcjVcted  stores 

Rot  piece, — meal  on-his  own  encuraber'<rshores ; 

Till'  starved  uirrhanic  hrrnks  his  rusting  loom. 

And,  desperate,  mans  liim  'gainst  the  common  doom. 

Hirn  in  the  sciiatp  of  your  sinking  slafr. 

Show  me  tjif  man  it  base  counsels  may  liavc  weight. 

Vain  is  rach  \oicr  who»f>  tones  could  once  command; 

F.M'n  f.irtions  rcasr  to  eharm  a  factious  laud; 

While  jarring  »iects  convulse  a  sister  isle, 

Aiiil  light  with  uiaddcniug  hands  the  mutual  pile. 

M  T  is  done,  't  is  past,  since  Palbs  warns  in  vain. 
The  Furies  seise  her  abdicated  reign ; 
Wide  o'er  the  realm  they  wave  tlieir  kindling  brands. 
And  wring  her  vitals  with  llieir  fiery  liauds. 
But  one  convulsive  struggle  still  remains. 
And  Gaul  shall  weep  ere  Albion  wear  her  chains, 
Tlie  banner'd  pomp  of  vi  ar,  the  glittering  files, 
O'er  wliONC  gay  trappings  stern  Rellona  smiles; 
The  bra/en  trump,  the  spirit-stirring  drnm. 
That  hid  the  foe  defiance  e'er  they  roroe ; 
The  hero  hounding  at  his  country's  call. 
The  glorious  death  that  decorates  his  fall. 


Swell  tlie  young  heart  with  visionary  cbams. 
And  bid  it  antedate  tlie  joys  of  arms.  ' 
Rut  know,  a  lesson  you  may  yet  be  tanght — 
With  death  alone  are  laurels  cheaply  bought: 
Not  iu  the  conflict  haVoc  seeks  deli(^,<— 
Ilis  day  of  mercy  is  tlie  day  of  fight; 
But  when  the  field  is  fought,  the  battle  won. 
Though  drench'd  with  gore,  his  woes  are  but  begun. 
His  deeper  deeds  ye  yet  know  but  bv  name,— 
The  slaughter  d  peaaaol  and  the  ravish'd  dame. 
The  rifled  cnansion  and  the  foe-reap'd  field, 
III  suit  with  souls  at  home  untaught  to  yield. 
Say  with  what  eye,  along  the  distam'down, 
Would  flying  burghers  mark*tlie  biasing  town! 
How  view  the  column  of  ascending  flames 
Shake  his  red  shadow  o'er  the  startled  Thames  T 
Nay,  frown  nq^,  Albion !  for  the  torch  was  thine 
That  lit  such  pyres  from  T^is  to  the  Rhine  : 
Now  !4>ould  tliey  bunt  on  thy  devoted  coast, 
Gh,  ask  thy  bosom,  who  deserves  tliem  most  T 
The  law  of  heaven  and  earth  is  life  for  life; 
And  she  ^iio  raisecf  iu  vain  Vegrets  the  strifc.» 
■ 

■'NOTES. 


Note  I.  Page  189,  line  a  a. 

,  Ilu«  «airh'4  iKy  briMr  ■•  it  hi«  farMrcU  nj, 

Tkai  *:\o*r4  lh«  ir  munieri  uge'a  UtMt  day ! 

Socrates  drank  the  hemlock  a  short  time  before  sun- 
set (the  hour  of  execution),  notwithstanding  the  en- 
treaties of  his  discipk*  to  wait  till  tlie  sub  went  doyni. 

No^.  l%ge  189,  line  34. 

Tlia  (|aM«  «f  Bighi  «Mcn*  kcr  tileMl  rri(»ii. 
The  twilight  in  Greece  is  much  shorter  than  in  our 
country;  the  days  in  winter  are  longer,  but  in  summer 
of  less  duration. 

Note  3.  Page  189,  line  44. 

The  gloaming  turrffl  of  ih»  gay  Kioak. 

The  Kiosk  is  a  Turkish  summer-house ;  tlie  palm  is 
without  the  present  wallii  of  Athens,  not  far  from  the 
temple  of  Theseus,  between  which  and  ihe  tree  the 
wall  intervenes.  Ophisus'  strean»  is  indeed  scanty, and 
Ilissus  has  no  stream  at  all. 

Note  4*  Page  1 90,  liue  r». 

Tk*$§  C«rropt  plaird— (Aia  Pcrtcle*  adnra'd. 

This  is  spoken  of  the  city  in  general,  and  not  of  the 
Acropolis  in  particular.  The  temple  of  Jupirer  Olym- 
piu!»,  by  some  supposed  llic  Pantheon,  was  finished  hy 
Hadrian :  sixteen  columns  are  standing,  of  the  most 
beautiful  marble  and  style  of  architecture. 

Note  5.  Page  190,  line  10. 

Th«  inkolird  wall  •■alaina  hi*  hali^  name. 

It  is  Stated  hy  a  late  oriental  traveller,  that  wlien  the 
wholesale  spoliator  visited  Athens,  he  caused  his  o«n 
name,  \iitli  that  of  his  wife,  to  be  inscribed  on  a  pillar 
of  one  of  the  principal  temples.  This  inscription  was 
executed  in  a  very  conspicuous  manner,  and  deeply  en- 
graved in  the  marble,  at  a  %cry  consiilerable  elevation. 
Not^sithstanding  which  precautions, some  pcrson(doubt- 
less  inspired  by  the  Patrou  Goddess),  has  been  at  tlie 
pains  to  get  hiins<>lf  niised  up  to  the  requisite  height, 
and  lias  obliterated  the  name  of  tlie  bird,  but  left  that 
of  tlie  lady  uutouched.    The  traveller  in  question  ac- 
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rMt  tame  Labour  lod  conLrivancp  lo  0ei  st  iLic  pUcCi 
nnrl  cnirlil  Duly  han  been  cffcclcd  by  mucll  in]   and 


bear*  il,  arc  carved  cnntpicvDiul] 
nboTc;  Ini  part  noi  for  diuani  ar 
of  tLiT  bakv>-rtluvui,  dmnned  in 

Nolf  7.  PaReigo,  III 


Kolet.  Piigcii(n,l>iK4». 

IritJi.liulanlt.  ■cconliiig  id  Sir  Callaulun  O'Dnl- 
Jacliau.  .  ■        '- 

Koirn-  P"B'  190,  Hot  rr. 


rest,  on  ftiag  •  tbe  Rl|;»i  colli-clion  .  {I  luppnu 
lllMBroF  the  Abmliao'i  and  Jack  Sbrplinrd'i 
oil  iKil).  'Irclaird  hiDK^IF  a  mm  Trm  In  An. 
Note  in.  Page  iflo.  JiucHn. 

Crib  nt  sodly  pooled  -^fildbilnl  al  Elgin 


»■»  of  CiHiao  Uuir,  M  dear  to  ibe  arfiat. 

I,  llie  anliquary,. all  depend  ud  llip  tlTI  of 
toterrigji;  and  [LialiiitL  is  inftitenccd  loo 
ml  ar  ilnily.  by  a  nephrw  or  a  >yeD|ihaiil. 


Ii  ■  new  palace  Id4k  traeud  (at  Kova)  far  u 
Famjlyl  ike  ColiKuin  n^ilripfad  U  fannh  D 
Ik>et  a  forelEn  miniUer  «iik  la  adorn  tbc  hk 
oFaDDnliemcaUlawitkiiuiiinal  iha^MBfka of TV- 

Phidiai  or.Piuilcka  be  um  fi«ra  lh«  dwllcnd  frieit. 
Tlui  a  deenpid  uadc,  vntipcd  sp  io  ibc  rdifn 
dutieii  oF  bl>  afa^nd  itMicui,  ■hoald  UMeo  Is  tbe  ni 
p^dOBa  of  aa  inaraXrJ-nephaw,  k  HCwaJi  asd  ih 

(if  Crrci.m  ori,  l>  lo  be  ciJirDUd;  i)idii)[1i  in  lu»b  cai 

jneni'-fl— liui  Ibai  <1w  mioHler  of  a  na&on.  faiund  fv 
'lis  hiinvl«l|{>  of  the  kuigiiai^  and  ili  •■pwiaiios  S 
lUn   IIMWOJOItQ  ft  afKlfrlU  Onr«Pi   (Ifoujd^lun  ht 
llic  pj^pirr  und  iW  il«nBAM«l  of  Ibur  dcurucir<» 


all  agti  and  (d  BfBmutB«t>rdK)irtt«)  ilie  pui  oF  ikr 
ii'Vl''"  '^  ^Ixi'  Smlui  md  dn  (>ll>-de«Ji  of  il^ 
Jiiiupi  ihe  pnvH,  of  Ouami^  induamenu  K 
eierlian,  tit  DObluI  elll]<ll*ll«n  IkH  curintily  ai 
<Hinl>inpli>ls  r  (lie  6iIuHt  of '  Ik  Waurpirca  of  an.  iki 
miidffi  of  ioiiuiinft.  T«  gsard  •gVawi  ibe  (rpdiiiia 
<i*Hich  depiiHkliaiu  if  Ik*  vi-UoF  pwry  mia  ol  r- 

raon    LnlentM-fpf^pq^    ^JlElnaa    OKidoll.  o— Aartu^ 

■  Tliia  aiirrapt  W  irvHplaM  4tal«i^  ^  Veiia  EW 
llalrloEoElaDd,  aU) 


..MT  I- <,.-P».. 


SCIir  Si^S^  ot  Cortntti. 


TO  JOriN   IIOBHOl:SE,   ESQ. 
STblti  Vermiii  Jnsfritrb, 

GT  HIS  VHIEXn. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


hr  ipund  nrmy  of  Ilie  Turks  (in  triJ),  uudcr  the 

imn  oF  tlie'llomi,  and  to  Furm  llic  >ieGe  of  Nnpiili 
Ii  nominia.  Ihr  innit  couLderablp  phee  in  all  Ibal 
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w»t  imponible  Co  hold  out  against  to  mighty  a  force, 
tbooght  it  fit  to  beat  a  pariey :  but  while  tliey  vere 
treatiiig  about  the  articles,  one  of  the  ina(;auDes  in 
the  Turkish  camp,  trherwo  they  had  six  hundred  bar- 
reb  of  powder,  blew  up  by  accideni,  whereby  six  or 
seven  hundred  men  were  killed:  which  so  enraged  the 
infidels,  that  they  would  not  grant  any  capiiulaiiou, 
but  stormed  the  place  with  so  much  fury,  that  they 
took  it,  and  put  moa  of  the  garrison,  with  Signor  Mi-' 
notti,  the  gotemor,  to  the  sword.  Tho^rest,  with  An- 
tonio Bembo,  proTedkor  ^^traonUnary,  were  made  pri- 
soners of  war.» — Bistory  of  the  Turks,  voi  iii.  p.  1  .'1 1. 


TIK 


SIEGE  OF  CORINTH. 


I. 

Mamt  a  rataish'd  year  and  age. 

And  tempest's  bifaih,  and  battle's  rage, 

Have  swept  o'er  Corinth ;  yet  she  stands, 

A  fortress  form'd  to  Frocdoin's  hands. 

The  "whirlwind's  wrath,  the  earthquake's  shock. 

Have  left  untouch'd  her  hoary  rockf 

The  keystone  of  a  land  which  still,    ' 

Thou^  falTb,  looks  proudly  oq  that  hill. 

The  ftid-mark  to  the  double  tide 

"Riat  purplifeg  rolls  on  either  side, 

As  if  their  waters  chafed  tm  meft. 

Yet  pause  and  crouch  Ibeneatb  her  feet. 

Bo^conld  th#  blood  before  her  nhed   ^ 

Since  firsf  Timoleon's  brother  bled. 

Or  bftfHed  Persia's  despot  fled, 

Arise  from  out  the  earth  which  drank 

The  stream  of  |laughter  as  it  sank, 

That  san^ue  ocean  would  o'erflow 

Her  iftthm^A  idly  spread  befbw : 

Or  could  tlie  bones  of  all  the  slain. 

Who  perish'd  there,  be  piled  again. 

That  rival  pyramid  would  rise 

More  mountain-like,  throu^  those  ^e«r  skie«, 

Tlian  y<fki  lower-capt  Acropolis 

Which  seems  the -very  clouds  to4is!i. 

II. 
On  dun  Cithvron's  lidge  appears 
Tlie  gleam  of  twice  ten  thoiisand  spears ; 
And' downward  to  the  Isthmian  plain 
From  shore  to  shore  of  either  main, 
Tlie  tent  is  pilrh'd,  tlie  cresrmt  shtnn 
Along  the  Moslem's  leaguering  lines ; 
And  the  dusk  Spahi's  bands  advance 
Beneath  each  bearded  pacha's  glancf ; 
And  Hw  and  wide  as  eye  can  reach. 
The  tnrban'd  cohorts  throng  the  beach ; 
And  there  the  Arab's  camel  kneels. 
And  there  his  steed  the  Tartar  wheels; 
The  Turcoman  hath  left  his  herd,* 
The  sabre  round  his  loins  to  gird ;  . 
And  there  the  volleying  thimders  pour, 
Till  waves  grow  smoother  to  the  roar. 
The  trench  is  dug,  the  cannon's  breath 
Wings  the  far-hitaing  globe  of  death; 


Fast  whirl  the  fragments  from  the  wall. 
Which  crumbles  with  the  ponderous  ball ; 
And  from  that  wall  the  foe  replies, 
O'er  dusty  plain  and  smoky  skies. 
With  fires  tliat  answer  Ha  and  wcU 
The  summons  of  the  Infidel 

III.    • 
But  near  and  neareal  to  the  wall 
Of  those  who  wish  and  work  its  fell, 
With  deeper  skill  in  war's  black  art 
Tlian  Othman's  sous,  and  high  of  heart 
As  any  chief  that  ever  stood 
Triumphant  in  the  fields  of  blood; 
From  post  to  pott,  and  deed  to  deed. 
Taut  spurring  on  his  reeking  steed. 
Where  sallying  ranks  the  trench  assail. 
And  make  the  foremost  Moslem  quail ; 
Or  where  the  battery,  guarded  well, 
Remains  as  yet  impregnable, 
Aliglitiiig  cheerly  to  inspire 
Tlie  >oldier  slackening  iu  his  fire ; 
The  first  and  fr«>slirst  of  the  Iumi 
Which  Stambourb  sultan  there  con  boo«l. 
To  guide  tlie  f^lowcr  o'er  the  field, 
To  point  the  tub^,  the  lance  to  wield, 
Or  whirl  around  the  bickering  blade, — 
Was  Alp,  the  Adrian  renegade ! 

IV. 

From  Venice — once  a  race  of  worth 

His  gentle  sires — lie  drew  his  birth  ; 

Rut  late  an  exile  from  her  shore. 

Against  his  countrymen  he  bore 

The  arms  they  taught  to  bear;  and  now 

The  turban  girt  his  shaven  brow. 

Through  many  m  chittage  had  Corintli  paWd 

With  Greece  to  Venice  rule  at  lant ; 

And  here,  before  her  walls,  with  those 

To  Greece  and  Venice  equal  foes, 

Uc  stood  a  foe,  with  all  the  zeal 

Which  young  and  fiery  converts  feel, 

Whliin  whose  heated  bosom  throngs    - 

The  memory  of  a  ihoaiand  wrongs. 

To  him  had  Venice  ceased  to  be 

Her  ancient  civic  boaKt — •«  the  Free ;»» 

And  in  the  palace  of  St  Mark 

rnn»med  accusers  in  the  dark 

Within  the  u  Lion's  moutli»  luid  placrd 

A  charge  against  him  uncffoccd : 

lie  tied  in  time,  and  saved  his  life. 

To  waste  his  future  years  in  strife, 

That  taught  his  land  huw  great  her  loss 

In  him  who  triumph'd  o'er  the  Cros«, 

'Gainst  vihich  he  rcar'd  the  Crescent  lii(;h, 

And  battled  to  avenge  or  die. 

V. 

(k>umourgi'— he  whose  closing  scriu- 
Adom'd  the  triumph  of  Eugene, 
When  on  Carlowitx'  bloody  plain. 
The  last  and  mightiest  of  the  sbin, 
He  sank,  regretting  not  to  die. 
But  curst  the  Christian's  victory— 
Coumourgi— can  his  gk>ry  cease, 
Thnt  btest  conquetor  of  (ireeee. 
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Till  Christian  hands  lo  Greece  restore 
The  freedom  Venice  gave  of  yorer 
A  hundred  years  haw  roU'd  away 
Since  he  rcfix'd  the  Moslem*  way; 
And  now  he  led  the  Mostulman, 
And  gave  the  cuidance  of  the  tan 
To  Alp,  who  well  repaid  the  trust 
By  cities  levell'd  with  the  dust ; 
And  proved,  by  many  a  deed  of  death. 
How  firm  his  bean  in  novel  faith. 

VI. 
The  walls  grew  weak ;  and  fast  and  hot 
Against  them  pourd  the  ceaseless  shot, 
With  unabatini;  fury  sent 
From  battery  to  baulemcnt ; 
And  thunder-like  the  peaUng  din 
Kosc  from  each  heated  cuWcrin ; 
And  here  and  tliere  some  crackling  dome 
Was  fired  before  the  exploding  bomb: 
And  as  the  fabric  sank  beneath 
The  shattering  sliell's  volcanic  breath. 
In  red  and  wrcatliing  columns  flash'd 
The  flame,  as.loud  the  ruin  crash'd, 
Of  into  countless  meteors  driv|p. 
Its  earth-stars  melted  into  h|aven; 
Whoso  clouds  that  day  grew  doubly  dan. 
Impervious  to  tbo  hidden  sun^ 
With  volumed  smoke  that  slowly  grew 
To  one  wide  sky  of  sulphurous  hue. 

VII. 
But  not  for  vengeance,  long  delay'd. 
Alone,  did  Alp,  tlie  renegade, 
The  Moslem  warriors -stemly  teach 
His  skill  to  pierce  tlie  promised  breach : 
Within  these  walls  a  maid  was  pent 
His  hope  would  win,  without  consent 
Of  tliat  inexorable  sire, 
Whose  heart  refused  him  in  its  ire, 
When  Alp,  beneath  his  Christian  name, 
Her  virgin  hand  aspired  to  claim. 
In  happier  mood  and  carUer  time, 
While  unimpeach'd  for  traitoroas  crime, 
Gavest  in  gondola  or  hall, 
Hc'glittcr  d  through  the  1  Jirnival ; 
And  nmcd  the  softest  serenade 
That  e'er  on  Adria's  waters  pby  d 
At  miduiglil  lo  Italian  mnid. 

VIH. 
And  many  dcem'd  her  bean  was  won; 
For,  sought  by  numbers,  given  to  none. 
Had  young  Francesca's  hand  remain'd 
Still  by  the  churdi's  bonds  nnchaiu'd : 
And  wlien  the  Adriatic  bore 
I^nciotto  to  the  Paynim  shore, 
Her  wonted  smiles  were  seen  to  fail. 
And  pensive  wax'd  the  maid  and  pale; 
More  constant  at  confessional, 
More  rare  at  masque  and  festival ; 
Or  seen  ui  such,  with  downcast  eyes, 
Which  conquer'd  hearts  they  ceased  to  priie 
With  listless  look  she  seems  to  gaze; 
With  hnmblcr  care  her  form  arrays; 


Her  Toiee  lew fively  in  the  snog; 
Her  step,  thoagh  liigh^  jess  fleet  mtaong 
The  pairs,  on  whom  the  morning's  glance 
Breaks,  yet  unsalcd  with  the  dance. 

IX. 

Sent  by  ihestaie  to  guaqj  tlie  land 
•  (Which,  wrested  from  tlie  Moslem's  band. 

While  Sobieski  uined^his  pride 

By  Buda'a  wall  and  Danube's  side* 

The  chiefc  of  Venice  wrung  »w«y 

From  Patra  to  Euboca's'liay), 

Minotti  held  in  Corinth's  towers 

Jhe  Doge's  delegated  powera. 

While  yet  the  pitying  eye  qf  peace 
Smiled  o'er  her  long-forgotten  Orcecr : 
And,  ereTihat  faithless  truce  was  broke 
Which  freed  her  from  tlie  nnchrirtian  yoke. 
With  him  his  gentle  daughter  came: 
Nor  there,  since  Menelaus'  dame 
Forsook  her  lord  and  land,  to  prove 
What  woes  await  on  lavtless  love. 
Had  fairer  form  adom'd  the^ora 
Than  she,  the  matchless  stranger,  bqre. 

X. 

The  wall  is  rent,  the  ruimjawn. 
And,  with  to-morrow's  earliest  dawn. 
O'er  the  di^ointed  mass  shall  vaAli        ^ 
The  foremost  of  the  fiarce^assanlt.         • 
Tli^  bands  are  rank'd ;  the  chosen  lan    * 
Of  Tartar  and-ltf  Mussulman, 
.The  full  of  hope,  misavned  «jforlDm,» 
Who  hold  the  thought  of  cteathin  scorn,  •■ 
And  wm  their  way  vrtth  falcliioM*  fbrce^ 
Or  pave  the  path  ^ith  many  a  cotae. 
O'er  wliich  tlie  following  brave  piay  rise, 
'(Their  stcpping-stone-^tbe  last  jrho  dies ! 

■    XI.  . 

T  is  midnight:  on  the  mounuin*!  brown 
The  cold  round  moon  shines  deeply  down; 
Blue  roll  the  waters,  blue  the  sky 
Spreads  JIke  an  ocean  hung  on  hi((h. 
Bespangled  with  those  isles  of  light,  *       ^ 
So  wildly,  spiritually  bright; 
W'ho  ever  (;azed  uifon  them  shining. 
And  iiim'd  to  ea 'li  without  repining, 
Nor  winh'd  for  wings  lo  flee  away. 
And  mix  with  tl«ir  eternal  ray? 
Tlic  waves  on  eiihrt-  shore  lay  there         '   . 
Calm,  clear,  and  aiure  as  ihc  air ; 
And  scarce  their  foam  the  pebbles  shook. 
But  murmur'd  meekly  as  the  brook. 
The  winds  were  pillow 'd  on  the  waves; 
Tlin  banners  droop'd  along  thair  staves. 
And,  as  they  fell  around  them  furling. 
Above  them  shone  the  crescent  curling ; 
And  that  deep  silence  was  luibroke, 
Save  where  the  watch  his  signal  spoke. 
Save  where  the  steed  iieigh'fi  oft  and  shrill. 
And  echo  answer  d  from  the  hill. 
And  llip  wide  hum  of  that  wild  host 
Rustled  Uke  leaves  from  coast  to  coast, 
As  rose  tlie  Mueiiius  voice  in  air 
In  midnight  call  lo  wonted  prayer; 
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It  raw,  that  channted  motirafal  ttrain. 

Like  some  lone  spirit's  oW  the  plain : 

T  vn«)  mnsioaJ,  but  mdly  sweet, 

Such  84  when  winds  and  harp-Aringi  meet, 

And  lake  a  lonj  unmeasured  Cone, 

To  mortal  minstrelsy  unknown. 

It  M>em'd'  to*  those  within  the  wall 

A  cry  prophetic  of  their  fall : 

It  struck  even  tlie  besief^'s  ear 

With  something  ominous  and  drear, 

An  undefined  and  sudden  thrift, 

Which  makes  the  heart  a  nmment  still, 

Tlicn  beat  with  quicker  pulse,  ashamei) 

Oi  that  sirange  sense  its  silence  framed; 

Such  as  a  sudden  passing-bell 

Wake*,  though  but  /or  a  stranger's  knell. 

XII. 

The  tent  of  Alp  was  on  the  shore ; 

The  Mund  was  hush'd,  the  prayer  was  o'er; 

The  watch  was  set,  the  nigUt-round  made, 

All  mandates  issued  and  oliey'd ; 

T  is  but  anutlier  anxious  night, 

His  |Kiiiu  the  morrow  may  ri*quitr 

With  all  revenge  and  love  can  pay, 

In  gncnlon  for  their  long  delay. 

Few  hours  remain,  and  he  hath  need 

Of  rest,  to  nerve  for  many  a  decti 

Of  slaughter;  but  within  his  soul 

Tlie  thoughts  Kke  troubled  waten  roll. 

He  stood  alone  among  the  host; 

Not  Ii'm  the  loud  fanatic  boast 

To  plant  the  Crescent  o'er  tlie  Cross, 

Or  risk  a  life  with  little  loss, 

^)eclu«  in  paradise  to  be 

By  Houris  loved  immortally  : 

Nor  his,  what  burning  patriots  feel, 

The  stem  cxaltedncss  of  leal. 

Profuse  of  blood,  untired  in  toil. 

When  battling  on  Che  parent  soil. 

He  stood  alone — a  renegade 

Against  the  country  be  betrayd; 

Ue  stood  alone  amidst  his  band,  t 

Without  a  trusted  heart  or  hand  : 

Tliey  follow'd  him,  for  lie  was  brave. 

And  great  tlie  spoil  ho  got  and  gave ; 

They  crouch'd  to  him,  for  lie  had  skill 

To  warp  and  wield  the  vulgar  will : 

But  still  his  Christian  origin 

With  them  was  little  leas  than  sin. 

They  eii>icd  even  the  faithless  fome 

He  earn'd  beneath  a  Moslem  name; 

Since  lie,  their  mightiest  chief,  had  been 

In  youili  a  bitter  Ifaiarene. 

They  did  not  know  how  pride  can  stoop. 

When  baffled  feelings  witliering  droop ;  * 

They  did  not  know  how  hate  can  bum 

In  hearts  once  changed  from  soft  to  stem ; 

Nor  all  the  faL-te  and  fatal  leal 

The  convert  of  revenge  can  feel. 

He  ruled  them— man  may  rule  tlie  wowt, 

By  ever  daring  to  be  first  : 

So  lion^  o'er  the  jackal  sway ; 

Th!>  jackal  points,  he  fells  the  prey. 

Thru  on  the  vulgar  yelling  press, ' 

To  gorge  the  relics  oip  success. 
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xin. 

Uis  head  grows  fe\er*d,  and  his  pulse 
The  quick  successive  tlirohs  convulse; 
In  vain  from  side  Co  side  he  throws 
His  form,  in  courtship  of  repose ; 
Or  if  lie  doied,  a  sound,  a  start 
Awoke  him  with  a  sunken  lieart. 
The  turban  on  his  hot  brow  pr^^^ 
The  mail  weigh'd  lead-like  dn  flHJUst, 
Though  oft  and  long  beneath  its  weight  ' 
Upon  his  eye*  liad  slunil>er  sate, 
Without  or  couch  or  canopy. 
Except  a  rougher  field  and  sky 
Thau  now  might  yield  a  warrioi's  bed, 
Thau  now  along  the  heaven  was  spread. 
He  could  not  resi,  he  could  not  stay 
Wkhin  his  tent  to  wail  for  day, 
Bui  walk'd  him  forth  along  the  sand, 
Where  thousand  sleepers  strew'd  the  strand. 
What  pillow'd  them?  and  why  slioiild  lie 
More  wakeful  tluin  the  humblest  be  ? 
Since  more  their  peril,  worse  their  toil. 
And  yei  ihey  fearie^s  dream  of  spoil ; 
While  he  alone,  where  thoasands  jiass'd 
A  night  ..f  sleep,  perchance  their  last. 
In  sickly  vigil  wander'd  on. 
And  envied  all  he  gazed  upon. 

XIV. 
He  felt  his  sodl  become  more  light 
i;eneaih  the  fresliness  of  the  night. 
Cool  was  the  silent  sky,  tliough  calm. 
And  bathed  his  brow  with  airy  balm : 
Behind,  tlie  camp— before  him  lay, 
In  many  a  winding  creek  and  bay, 
Lepanto's  gnlf :  and,  on  the  brow  * 
Of  Delplii's  hill,  unsliaken  snow. 
High  and  eternal,  such  as  shone 
Tluvngh  thotisand  summers  brightly  gone, 
Along  the  gulf,  tlie  mount,  the  clime ; 
It  will  not  melt,  like  man,  to  time  : 
Tyrant  and  slave  are  swept  away, 
Less  form'd  to  wear  before  the  ray. 
But  that  white  veil,  the  lightest,  frailest. 
Which  on  the  mighty  mount  thou  hailesi. 
While  tower  and  tree  are  Com  and  rent, 
Shines  o'er  its  craggy  battledkent; 
In  form  a  peak,  in  heiglii  a  ploud, 
In  texture  like  a  hovering  shrewd. 
Thus  high  by  parting  Freedom  spread. 
As  from  lier  fbud  abode  she  fied, 
And  lingerd  on  tlie  spot,  where  long 
Her  prophet  spiritvpakc  in  song. 
Oh,  still  her  step  at  moments  Alters 
O'er  wiilier'd  fields  and  ruin'd  aluirs. 
And  fain  would  wake,  in  souls  too  hrukeii. 
By  poiuting  to  each  glorious  token. 
But  vain  her  voice,  till  better  days 
Dawn  in  those  yet  remember'd  rays 
Which  shone  upon  the  Persian  flying. 
And  saw  the  Spartan  smile  in  dying. 

XV. 

Not  mindless  of  thesa  mighty  limes 
Was  Alp,  despite  liis  flight 
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And  thron^h  tbis  night,  as  on  he  trander'd, 
And  o'er  the  past  and  present  ponder  d, 
And  thou(|(ht  upon  the  glorious  dead 
Who  there  in  better  cause  had  bled, 
He  felt  hov  faint  and  feebly  dim 
The  fame  diat  could  acchie  to  him. 
Who  cheer'd  the  band,  and  wared  the  svord, 
A  traitor  in^urban'd  horde ; 
And  led  tl(^B|  the  lawless  siege, 
Whose  bes^a«%sf  were  sacrilege. 
Not  so  had  those  his  fancy  number'd, 
The  chiefs  whose  dust  around  him  slumber  d; 
^leir  phalanx  marshall'd  on  the  plain, 
Whose  bulwarks  were  not  Uicn  in  Tain. 
Tliey  fell  devoted,  but  undying ; 
The  very  gale  their  names  wcm'd  sighing : 
The  waters  murmur  d  of  their  uame; 
The  woods  were  peopled  with  their  ^me; 
The  silent  pillar,  lone  and  gray, 
Cbim'd  kindred  with  their  sacred  clny ; 
Their  spirits  wrapt  the  dusky  mountain, 
Tlieir  memory  sparkled  o'er  the  fountain ; 
Tlie  meanest  rill,  the'mighticHt  river 
Boll'd  mingling  with  their  fame  for  ever. 
Despite  of  every  yoke  she  bears, 
That  land  is  glory'»  still  and  theirs  ! 
T  is  still  a  watch-word  to'the  earth : 
When  man  would  do  a  deed  of  worth 
He  points  to  Greece,  and  turns  to  tread. 
So  sanction'd,  00  the  tyrant's  head : 
He  looks  ta  her,  and  rushes  on 
Where  life  is  lost,  or  freedom  won. 

XVI. 
Still  by  the  shore  Alp  mutely  mused. 
And  woo'd  the  freshness  night  diffused. 
There  shrinks  no  ebb  in  tliat  tideless  sea,' 
Which  changeless  rolls  eternally ; 
So  that  wildest  of  waves,  in  tlieir  angriest  mood. 
Scarce  break  on  the  bounds  of  the  land  for  a  rood ; 
And  the  powerless  moon  beholds  them  flow, 
Heedless  if  she  come  or  go : 
Calm  or  high,  in  main  or  bay. 
On  their  course  she  hath  no  sway. 
The  rock  unworn  its  base  doth  bare, 
And  looks  o'er  the  surf,  but  it  comes  not  there ; 
And  the  fringe  of  the  foam  may  be  seen  below, 
On  the  line  that  it  left  long  ages  ago : 
A  smooth  short  space  of  yellow  sand 
Between  it  and  the  greener  land. 

He  wander'd  on,  along  the  beach, 

Till  within  the  range  of  a  carbine's  reach 

Of  the  leagucr'd  wall;  but  they  saw  him  not. 

Or  how  could  he  'scape  from  the  hostile  shot  ? 

Did  traitors  lurk  in  the  Christian's  hold  T 

Were  their  hands  grown  stiff,  or  their  hearts  wax'd  cold  ? 

I  know  not,  in  sootli ;  but  from  yonder  wall 

There  flash'd  no  fire,  and  tliere  hiss'd  no  ball. 

Though  he  stood  beneath  the  bastion's  frown, 

Tliat  flank'd  the  sea-ward  gate  of  the  town; 

Tliough  he  heard  the  sound,  and  could  almost  tell 

The  sullen  words  of  the  sentinel. 

As  his  measured  step  on  the  stone  below 

Clank'd,  as  he  paced  it  to  and  fro ; 

And  he  saw  the  lean  dogs  beneath  the  wall 

Hold  o'er  the  dead  tjfw  carnival. 


Gorging  and  growling  o'er  carcase  and  Umh ; 

They  were  tao  busy  to  bark  at  him ! 

From  a  Tartars  skull  they  liad  stripp'd  the  Baih, 

As  ye  peel  the  fig  when  its  fruit  is.firetJi; 

And  their  white  tusks  crunch'd  o'er  the  whiter  skall.^ 

As  it  slipp'd  through  their  jaws,  when  their  ed^e  grew  doll. 

As  they  laxily  mumbled  the  boniet  of  the  dead. 

When  they  scarce  could  rise  from  the  spot  where  they  fed  ; 

So  well  had  they  broken  a  lingering  ^ist 

With  those  who  had  fallen  for  that  night's  repast. 

And  Alp  knew,  by  tllfc  turbans  that  rolTd  on  the  sand, 

The  foremost  of  these  were  the  Wst  of  his  bond : 

Crimson  and  green  were  the  sliawls  of  their- wear. 

And  each  sdtlp  had  a  single  long  tuft  of  hair,* 

All  the  rest  was  shaven  and  bare. 

The  scalps  were  in  the  wild  do^s  maw. 

The  hair  was  tengled  round  his  jaw. 

Dm  close  by  the  shore  on  the  edge  of  the  galf. 

There  sat  a  vulture  flapping  a  wolf, 

>Vlio  had  stolen  from  the  hills,  but  kept  away. 

Scared  by  the  dogs,  from  tlie  hunian  prey; 

But  he  seized  on  his  share  of  a  steed  tlat  lay, 

Pick'd  by  the  birds,  on  the  sands  of  the  bay. 

XYH. 

Alp  tiim'd  him  from  the  sickening  sight : 

Never  had  shaken  his  nerves  in  fight ; 

But  he  better  could  brook  to  behold  the  dying. 

Deep  in  the  tide  of  their  warm  blood  lying, 

Scorch'd  with  tlie  death-thirst,  and  writBing  in  Tain, 

Than  the  perishing  dead  who 'are  past  all  pain. 

There  is  something  of  pride  in  the  perilous  hour, 

Whate'er  be  the  shape  in  which  death  may  lour; 

For  Fame  is  there  to  say  who  bleeds^ 

And  Honour's  eye  on  daring  deeds ! 

But  when  all  is  past,  it  is  humbUng  to  tread 

O'er  the  weltering  field  of  the  tombless  deadj' 

And  see  worms  of  the  earth,  and  fowls  of  the  air. 

Beasts  of  the  forest,  all  gathering  there; 

All  regarding  man  as  their  prey. 

All  rejoicing  in  his  decay. 

xvni. 

There  is  a  tAnple  in  ruin  stands, 

Fashion  d  by  long-forgotten  hands ; 

Two  or  three  columns,  and  many  a  stone. 

Marble  and  granite,  with  grass  o'ergrown ! 

Out  upon  time !  it  will  leave  no  more 

Of  the  tilings  to  come  than  tlie  things  before  t 

Out  upon  time!  who  for  ever  will  leave 

But  enough  of  tlie  past  for  the  future  to  grieve 

O'er  that  which  hath  been,  and  o'er  that  which  most  be : 

What  we  have  seen,  our  sons  shall  see; 

Remnants  of  things  that  have  pass'd  away. 

Fragments  of  stone,  rcar'd  by  creatures  of  clay ! 

XIX. 

Ha  sate  him  down  at  a  pillar's  base. 

And  pass'd  his  hand  athwart  his  fece ; 

Like  one  in  dreary  musing  mood. 

Declining  was  his  attitude ; 

His  head  was  droopibg  on  his  breast, 

Fever'd,  throbbing,  and  opprest ; 

And  o'er  his  brow,  so  downward  bent. 

Oft  his  beating  fingers  went. 

Hurriedly,  as  you  may  see 

Your  own  run  over  the  ivory  key. 
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Ln;  the  mra«ur4.><l  tone  is  taken   ' 

Ry  the  clionU  you  ^ould  awaken. 

TIm'IC  iir  vile  ill!  liea\ily, 

Ai  he  hcanl  the  night^wind  siQh. 

Wax  it  the  wiml,  ihroach  Mine  liollow  stone,  ^ 

S>iit  iliat  soft  and  tender  moanT 

lie  hftcd  hi^  hiMil,  and  he  look'd  on  liie  sea, 

Aul  it  itns  unrippled  an  glass  may  I>e; 

He  Inok'd  on  the  long  gniMt — it  vavcd  not  a  blada ; 

How  wa«  that  gentle  Miund  couvey'd  7 

He  lm>k'<l  to  tlie  banners — each  flag  Uy  still, 

So  did  the  leaves  on  Citlueron's  hill. 

And  111'  felt  not  a  breath  comc.ovcr  his  cheek; 

\VUat  did  that  siiddeu  sound  bespeak? 

He  luru'd  to  the  left — is  ho  sure  of  sighl? 

Thero  Mtc  a  lady,  youthful  and  bright ! 

XX. 

He  started  up  with  more  of  fear 

Thau  if  at)  aruieit  foe  vbert;  near. 

m  ilml  of  Hiy  faiherHl  what  iit  liere? 

\Vho  art  thou,  and  w  here  fore  sent 

S(t  near  a  hosijlr  arnunient  ?» 

His  trembling  handst  rcfu.sitd  to  sign 

'I'lic  cross  he  deem  d  no  more  divine : 

He  liiid  resumed  it  iu  that  hour, 

Ihit  cotiseieiice  wrung  away  the  power. 

He  gazed,  he  saw:  lu>  knew  the  face 

Of  beauty,  and  the  fonn  of  grace ; 

It  was  Franeesca  by  his  side. 

The  maid  who  might  liave  been  his  brkle ! 

The  rose  was  yet  upon  her  cheek. 

But  mellow'd  with  a  tenderer  streak : 

Where  was  the  play  of  licr  soft  lipA  fledZ 

Gone  was  the  smile  that  enliven'd  their  red. 

The  ocean's  calm  within  their  view, 

Beside  her  eye  had  less  of  blue ; 

But  like  that  cold  wave  it  stood  still, 

And  itH  glance,  though  clear,  was  chill. 

Around  her  form  a  thin  robe  tw  iniug. 

Nought  concenl'd  her  bosom  shining; 

Through  the  parting  of  her  hair, 

riitating  darkly  downward  there, 

Her  rounded  arm  sliow'd  white  and  bare: 

And  ere  yet  she  made  reply. 

Once  she  raised  her  hand  on  high ; 

It  was  so  wan,  and  transparent  of  hue, 

You  might  ha«c  seen  the  mooo  shine  through. 

XXI. 

» I  come  from  my  rest  to  him  1  love  best, 

riiat  I  may  be  happy,  and  he  may  be  blest. 

I  ha«e  pass'd  the  guards,  I  he  gate,  the  wall ; 

Sought  tluM'  ill  siifety  through  foes  and  all. 

T  is  said  the  lion  will  turn  and  llec 

From  a  maid  in  tlur  pride  of  bcr  purify ; 

And  the  Power  on  high,  that  can  shield  the  good 

Thus  from  the  tyrant  of  tlie  wood, 

linlh  extended  its  mercy  to  guard  me  as  well 

From  tlie  hands  of  tlie  Icaguering  infidel. 

I  come — and  if  I  come  in  vain, 

Nc\er,  oh  never,  we  meet  again ! 

TliDii  hast  done  a  fearful  deed 

In  falling  away  from  thy  father's  ci^eed: 


But  dash  tliat  urban  M  earth,  and  ri^ 
The  sign  of  tlie  crops,  and  for  ever  be  I 
Wring  the  black  drop  froqk  Af  heart, 
And  to-morrow  unites  iw'iM  nwra  lo  fVLs 

«  And  where  should  our  bridal  conch  be  ^ciadT 

In  the  midst  of  tha  dying  and  the  doadl 

For  to-morrow  wv'  ^ve  to  tha  abu|{fatar  and 

The  sons  and  tlie  shrines  of  the  Ghriaian 

None  save  thou  and  thine,  I  "ve  s^rom. 

Shall  be^left  u|K)n  the  mom : 

But  thee  will  I  bear  to  a  lovely  spot,    ' 

Where  our  hands  shall  be  join'd,  and  onr  tomnr  feiigi^ 

There  thou  yet  slialt  be  my  bride. 

When  once  again  I  've  quelfd  tlie  pride 

Of  Venice  ;  and  her  hated  race 

Have  felt  the  arm  they  would  debase  ' 

Scouq;e,  with  a  whip  of  scorpions,  those  : 

Whom  vice  and  en«'y  made  my  fbes.» 

Upon  his  Iiand  she  laid  her  own—' 

Light  was  the  touch,  but  it  thrill'd  to  the  bone, 

And  shot  a  chillneiw  to  his  heart. 

Which  lix'd  him  beyond  the  pow«r  lo  start. 

Though  slight  was  that  grasp  so  mortal  cold, 

lie  could  not  loose  him  from  iU  hold; 

But  ue>er  did  clasp  of  one  so  dear 

Strike  on  the  pul^  with  such  feeling  .of  fev» 

Ab  thos4>  thin  Hngers,  long  and  white, 

Froze  through  his |>lood  by  their  touch  thaCnighf. 

The  feverish  glow  of  his  brow  was  gone, 

And  his  heart  sank  so  still  that  it  felt  like  stone,    ' 

Ah  he  look'd  on  the  focc,  and  beheld  its  hue 

So  deeply  changed  from  what  he  knew: 

Fair  but  faini — without  the  ray 

Of  mind,  that  made  each  feature  pby 

Like  s|»arkling  waves  on  a  sunny  day; 

.\nd  her  motionless  lips  lay  still  as  death, 

And  her  words  came  forth  without  li«r  breath. 

And  there  rose  not  a  heave  o'er  lier  bosom's gwell. 

And  there  seem'd  not  a  pulse  in  her  veins  to  dwell. 

Though  her  eye  shone  out,  yet  the  lids  were  fix'd, 

And  the  glance  that  it  gave  was  wild  and  unmii^d 

Willi  alight  of  change,  .is  the  eyes  may  seem 

Of  the  resilrss  who  walk  in  a  troubletl  dream; 

Like  the  figures  on  arras,  that  gloomily  glare, 

Stirr'd  by  the  breath  of  the  wintry  air. 

So  seen  by  the  dying  lamp's  fitful  liglit. 

Lifeless,  but  life-like,  and  awful  to  sight ; 

As  diey  seem,  through  the  dimness,  about  to  come  down 

Fmm  the  sliadowy  wall  where  their  images  frown; 

Fearfully  Hitting  to  and  fro, 

As  the  gusts  on  tlie  tapestry  come  and  go. 

« If  not  for  love  of  me  be  given 

Thus  much,  then,  for  the  lo%e  of  Heaven,— 

Again  I  say — tliat  tiirl>an  tear 

From  off  thy  faithless  brow,  and  swear 

Ttiine  injured  country's  sons  to  spare, 

Or  thou  art  lost ;  and  never  shall  see. 

Not  earth — that's  past — but  heaven  or  me. 

If  this  thou  dost  accord,  albeit 

A  heavy  doom  't  is  thine  to  meet, 

Tlial  doom  sluiU  half  absolve  thy  sin. 

And  Mercy's  gate  may  receive  thee  within : 

But  pause  one  moment  more,  and  take 

The  curse  of  Him  thou  didu  forsake; 
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Alul  lotk  oDoe  wion  la  hatwiii  and  tee 
In  low  for  Ofcr  ahot  from  thee. . 
Then  U  a  lifht  eloiid  1^  the  moon^T 
T  it  puifaift  and  will  fim  f nllaooa^ 
If,  by  the  time  ici  vhpoury  sail 
Hath  CMMd  her  shaded  orb  to  veil, 
Thy  heart  vithin  tlice  is  not  eho^^. 
Then  God  aud  man  are  botli  areu^cd ; 
Dai^  irill  thy  do«oi  be,  darker  btill 
Thioe  immortaliiT  of  ifl.i* 

• 
Alp  look*d  to  heaven,  and  saw  on  high 
*  The  sign  the  spake  oF  in  the  sky ; 
Bat  his  haul  was  swollen,  aud  turn'd  aside, 
£y  deep  inierminahle  pride, 
Thii  fint  false  passion  of  his  breast 
RoU'd  like  a  torrent  o'er  the  rest. 
Jftf  sue  for  mercy !  He  dismay  d 
Uy  wild  words  of  a  timid  maiil ! 
He,  wrong'd  fay  Venice,  vow  lo  save 
Uer  sons  dcvou-d  to  the  grave  ! 
No— thou^i  that,cloud  «ere  thunder's  wor^l. 
And  cliarypd  to  crush  him — let  it  burst ! 

lie  look'd  upon  it  earnestly, 

Withdlit«n  accent  of  n-piy; 

lie  waich'd  it  passii^;  it  is  tlown : 

Fall  on  his  eye  the  dear  moon  shone, 

Aod  thds  he  spake — «  W'hate'er  my  fate, 

I  am  no  changeling — 't  is  too  late  : 

The  reed  in  storms  may  bow  and  quiver, 

Tlien  rine  again;  tlie  tree  must  sliiver. 

What  Venice  made  me,  I  must  be, 

Her  foe  in  all,  save  love  lo  thee : 

But  thou  art  safe :  oh,  ily  with  me ! — » 

lie  turn'd,  but  she  b  gone ! 

Notliing  is  there  but  the  column  stone. 

Uath  slie  sunk  in  the  earth,  or  melted  in  air? 

He  saw  not,  he  knew  not;  but  nothing  is  tlierc. 

XXII. 

The  night  is  past,  and  shines  the  sun 

As  if  that  mom  were  a  jocund  one. 

Lightly  and  brightly  breaks  away 

The  morning  from  her  mantle  gray, 

Aud  the  noon  will  look  on  a  sultry  day. 

Hark  to  the  trump,  and  the  drum, 
il  the  juournful  sound  of  the  barbarous  horn, 
d  the  llap  of  ilie  bnnnem,  that  tlit  as  they  're  borne, 
d  the  nci^h  of  the  steed,  and  the  muliilude's  hum, 
d  the  clash,  and  the  shout, «  tlicy  come,  they  come  l» 
e  horsetails  ^  are  pluck'd  from  the  grouud,  and  the 

s^ord 
>m  its  sheath;  and  they  form,  and  but  wait  for  tho 

word, 
rtar,  and  Spahi,  and  Turcoman, 
ike  your  tents,  and  throng  to  the  van ; 
unt  ye,  spur  ye,  skirr  the  plain, 
at  the  fugitive  may  flee  in  vain, 
len  he  breaks  from  the  town ;  and  none  c.4ra|>c, 
ed  or younf;,  in  the  Christian  shape; 
lile  your  fellows  on  foot,  in  a  fiery  masK, 
lodstain  the  breach  through  which  they  pass. 
c  Meeds  are  all  bridled,  and  snort  to  the  rein; 
rvcd  ii>  each  neck,  andflowing  each  mane; 


White  is  the  fioamltf  dieir  champ  on  the  bit: 

The  spears  are  uplif^;  the  matches  are  III; 

Tlie  cannon  are  pointed. and  tvrfdj  to  roar. 

And  crush  the  wall  they  have  crumbled  before: 

Forms  in  his  phalanx  each  Janixar ; 

Alp  at  their  head ;  his  right  arm  is  bare. 

So  is  ihe  blade  of  his  scimitar; 

The  klian'and  the  pachas  are  all  at  Ibeir  post ; 

The  vizier  himself  at  the  head  of  the  host. 

When  the  culverin's  signal  is  fired,  then  on  ; 

licave  not  in  Corinth  a  living  one — 

A  priest  at  li<>r  altars,  a  chief  in  her  IiiUa* 

\  hearth  in  her  mansions,  a  stone  on  her  wallit. 

God  and  the  prophet — Alia  Hu ! 

Up  to  the  skies  with  that  vild  halloo! 

tfTlipru  the  breach  lies  for  passage,  tlie  Udder  to  trjli>: 

And  your  hands  on  your  sabres,  and  how  should  yr  f  lii ' 

He  who  first  downs  with  the  rod  cross  inny  crave 

Win  heart's  dearest  wish :  k^t  him  axk  it,  and  hnve  V 

Tims  utterd  Coumourgi,  the  dauntlcAS  vizier; 

The  reply  was  tlie  brandish  of  sabre  and  spear. 

And  the  shout  of  fierce  thousands  in  joyous  ire: — 

Silence — hark  to  the  signal — fire ! 

XXHI. 

As  the  wolves,  that  headlong  go 

On  the  stately  buffalo, 

I'hough  with  fiery  eyes,  and  angry  roar. 

And  hoofs  that  stamp,  and  horns  that  gore, 

lie  tramples  on  earth,  or  tosses  on  liigli 

The  foremost,  who  rusli  on  his  strength  bat  to  die : 

Thus  againsil  the  wall  they  went, 

TiiiLs  the  first  i»ere  backward  bent; 

Many  a  bosom,  slieath'd  in  brass, 

Strew 'd  tlic  earth  like  broken  glass, 

Shiver'd  by  the  shot,  that  tore 

The  ground  whereon  they  moved  no  more : 

Even  as  they  fell,  in  files  they  lay. 

Like  the  mower's  grass  at  the  close  of  day. 

When  his  work  is  done  on  the  IcvelI'd  plain ; 

Such  was  the  fall  of  the  foremost  slain. 

XXIV. 

As  the  spring-tides,  with  heavy  plasli. 

From  the  cliffs  invadiu^  dash 

Huge  fragments,  sapp'd  by  the  ceaseless  flow, 

Till  while  and  thuudcriug  down  they  go. 

Like  the  avalanche's  snow 

On  the  Alpine  vales  below; 

Thus  at  length  oulbreathed  and  worn, 

(A>riuth's  sons  were  downward  borne 

By  the  long  and  oft-renew'd 

Cliargc  of  the  Moslem  multitude. 

In  firmness  they  stood,  and  in  masses  they  fell, 

llcap'd  by  the  ho<it  of  tlie  infidel. 

Hand  to  hand,  and  foot  to  foot : 

Nothing  there,  save  drath,  was  mule ; 

Stroke,  and  thrust,  and  fl.ish,  and  cry 

For  quarter,  or  for  victory. 

Mingle  there  with  the  volleying  thunder. 

Which  makes  the  distant  cities  wonder 

How  the  sounding  battle  goci, 

If  with  them,  or  for  their  foes; 

If  they  must  mourn,  or  may  rejoice 

In  that  atinihilatiug  voire, 
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Which  picrc<s  tltc  ilrrp  hills  through  and  (hrou(;h 

With  an  rclio  dread  and  nev: 

Yon  ini|;ht  liavc  heard  it,  oa  Uiat  day. 

O'er  S.ihiinis  und  Me{;ara; 

I  We  Iinvc  heard  the  hearers  Kay,) 

Kvrn  unio  Pinriis  }>ay. 

XXV. 

From  the  point  of  encounteriMg  h!adeft  to  the  hilt, 

S.ihrcs  and  «irord<  iHth  hlood  were  (jilt. 

Uut  the  ninipurt  i«  wou,  and  tlic  «poil  hc(pui, 

And  nil  hni  tlie  after  carnage  done. 

ShrillRT  shrieks  nowinin{;lin(;  come 

From  vithin  the  plnnder'd  doine; 

ll.irk  to  'the  haste  of  tlyiiiff  feet, 

Th.ii  «pl:ish  in  tlie  bluud  (»f  the  idippcry  street  ; 

liiil  here  and  thrre,  where  'vantajje  (jround 

Ai;:iin<^t  cbc  foe  may  ^tiil  1m>  found, 

rk'<|»eratc  groups,  of  twelve  or  ten, 

Make  a  pan<:e,  and  turn  utpiinf— 

With  banded  haek<  a(«ainftt  thff  wall. 

Fiercely  »tand,  or  HghtinQ  fall. 

There  «too<l  an  okl  man — hit  liaire  were  while, 

lUit  lii<i  \etiT.in  arm  was  full  of  might: 

S*)  (piUantly  horr  he  llic  brunt  of  tlie  fray, 

Tlie  dead  l>efore  him  on  that  day 

In  n  M'micircle  lay; 

Still  lie  combated  unwoundcd. 

Though  retreating,  unsurroundcd. 

Many  a  sear  of  former  fight 

Lurk'd  beneath  hi«  cortlet  bright; 

Uut  of  every  wound  his  lK>dy  bore, 

Karh  and  all  had  been  ta'en  before; 

Though  agetl,  he  was  sto  iron  of  limb. 

Few  of  our  youth  could  cope  with  tiim ; 

And  the  foes  wlwim  he  singly  kept  at  l>ay 

Outnunil>er*d  his  thin  hairs  of  silver  gray. 

Fr»m  ri|:ht  to  li*ft  his  sabre  swept : 

Many  an  Othnian  mother  wept 

Soils  that  were  unborn,  when  dipp'd 

Ilis  wea(K>u  first  in  Moslpin  gore, 

Kn*  his  yrars  could  count  a  score. 

Of  all  he  rni;;ht  have  lN>en  the  sire, 

Who  fell  lh.it  day  Ix-iieath  his  ire  : 

For,  soiilf«  left  long  years  ago, 

lii<i  wrath  made  many  a  childless  foe  ; 

And  Miu*e  the  day.  when  in  the  straits 

His  onl\  Imiv  had  iiu't  his  fate, 

His  parent's  imn  hand  did  doom 

yUnr  than  a  hiinian  hrentomli. 

If  sh.idcs  by  carnage  In*  ap|)pased, 

Patroclns'  spirit  leMt  was  jtleased 

Than  his,  Minotti's  son,  who  died 

Where  Asia's  bounds  and  ount  divide. 

Ihiri4-d  he  lay,  where  tltoiiNaiids  before 

For  thousands  of  year»  were  inhumed  on  the  tliorc: 

What  of  tbrm  is  left  to  tell 

Where  they  lie,  and  how  tliey  fell  ? 

Ndt  a  stonr  on  their  turf,  mir  a  hone  in  theirgraves; 

Ihit  they  ii^e  in  the  verse  that  immortally  aave». 

XXVI. 

liark  to  the  Allah  shout !  a  band 

Of  the  Mii.ssnlmau  bravest  and  best  is  at  hand  : 


Their  leaders  nervoiu  ann  ii  bare, 

Swifter  to  smite,  aarf  dwer  to , 

I'liclothed  to  tbc  shouMiy  it  vavaa  ihcm  on; 

Thus  in  the  fi(;lit  be  in  ever  known: 

Others  a  gaudier  garb  may  iboV| 

To  tempt  tbc  spoil  of  the  (pnee4y  fee; 

3Iany  a  biind  '•  on  a  richer  hilt, 

Hut  none  on  a  steel  more  raddily  gilt ; 

Many  a  loftier  turban  may  wear,— 

Alp  is  but  known  by  tlie  white  arm  hue; 

Look  through  the  tliiek  of  tlie  fight/c  it  lliere! 

There  is  not  a  standanl  on  lliat  khora 

So  well  advancitl  llie  ranks  befoce; 

There  is  not  a  banner  in  Voflem  war 

Will  lure  tir  DeAiK  half  so  far; 

It  glances  like  a  fallfng  star! 

Whrre'er  that  mi|flity  arm  is  ceen. 

The  bravest  be,  or  late  liavc  been  ! 

Thrre  i^  craven  ciirs  for  quarter 

Vainly  W  the  vengeful  Tartar; 

Or  ihi>  hero,  hilent  lying, 

S'orns  to  yield  a  gro.tn  in  d^ing; 

Mustrriug  his  la»l  feeble  blow 

'(■ainst  the  nearest  levell'd  foe, 

Tliongh  faint  iM'neatli  the  motual  wound, 

(irappling  on  tlie  gory  ground. 

XXMI. 

Still  the  old  man  stood  ereet. 
And  Alp's  care^  a  moment  chrck'd. 
M  Yield  tliee,  Minntti;  quarter  lake. 
For  thine  own,  thy  daughter's  sake.* 

u  Never,  renefpdo,  liever ! 

Though  the  life  of  thy  gift  would  last  for  ever.* 

M  Francesca!'-Oli  my  promijied  bride! 
Must  she  too  perish  by  thy  pride?* 

«  She  is  safe.* — wWliere?  where?*— « In  heaven. 
From  whence  thy  traitor  soul  is  driven — 
Far  from  tlie<',  and  iindeflled.* 
Grimly  th^n  Minotti  smiled. 
As  he  saw  Alp  siagjjeriiig  Iww 
Ih'fcn*  his  words,  as  with  a  blow. 
«  Oh  (loil !  when  died  she?*— «  Ye4temight— 
Nor  weep  I  for  her  spirit's  flight : 
None  of  my  pure  race  shall  be 
Slaves  to  Mahomet  and  thee — 
Come  on  !*— -That  challenge  Is  in  vain- 
Alp  's  already  with  the  sbiin  ! 
While  Minotli's  words  werr  wreaking 
More  revenge  in  bitter  speaking 
Than  his  falcbi»n'H  point  had  found. 
Had  the  lime  allow'd  to  wouihI, 
From  within  theueighbouring  porch 
Of  a  loug-ilefeni^  church. 
Where  the  last  and  desperate  few 
Would  the  failing  fight  renew, 
Tlie  sharp  shot  dash'd  Alp  to  the  ground; 
Kre  an  t'vo  could  view  the  wound 
That  crash'd  through  the  brain  of  the  infidel, 
Round  he  spun,  and  down  he  fell ; 
A  flash  like  fire  within  his  eyes 
Ubxed,  as  he  bent  no  morMo  riaf , 
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And  then  etemil  dirkneM  sunk 
Thronsh  all  Um  palpitating  trank : 
Nought  of  lUii  kft,  Mve  ■TquWerinQ 
Where  hie  Haibs  were  dliffhtly  idiiTering : 
They  Cnni'd  hia  on  hit  hack ;  hit  breast 
And  hrow  irere  itain  d  with  gore  and  dust, 
And  throo^  hm  lipa  tSie  lifi^lood  ooicd, 
From  its  deep  veiivHatcI j  looked ; 
Bat  Ui  hia  pulw  there  was  no  ilirob, 
Nor  OQ  Im  lips  one  dying  sob ; 
Kgh,  nor  word,  nor  struggling  breath 
HenMed  his  way  to  death ; 
E  ra  Us  fwy  thou^r  covki  pray, 
UnaaeTd  lie  pnss'd  away. 
Without  a  hope  from,  jinercy^s  aid, — 
To  the  last  a  MBcgade. 

xxviir. 

FoarFully  the  yell  arose  0 

Of  Us  followers  and  his  foes  ; 

These  in  joy,  in  fury  thos<>: 

Then  again  in  conllict  mixing, 

Clashing  swoids  and  spoars  translixing, 

Interchanged  the  blow  and  thrusi, 

UurKag  warriors  in  the' dust. 

Sinet  by  strre^  and  foot  by  foot, 

Still  Vinoiti  dares  dispute 

The  latest  poryon  of  the  land, 

lA  beneath  Ins  high  command ; 

With  him^  tiding  heart  and  hand, 

The  remnant  of  his  gallant  band. 

fitill  tl^  church  is  tenable, 

WKnice  issued  late  the  fate<l  ball 
That  half  avenged  the  city's  fall. 

When  Alp,  her  fierce  assailant,  fell : 

Thither  bending  sternly  back. 

They  leave  before  a  bloody  track ; 

And,  with  their  faces  to  the  foe. 

Dealing  wounds  with  every  blow. 

The  chief,  and  his  retreating  train, 

Join  to  those  within  the  fane : 

There  they  yet  may  breathe  awhile, 

Sheltcr'd  by  the  massy  pile.  ^ 

XXIX. 

Brief  breathing-time !  the  turban  d  host. 

With  added  ranks  and  raging  boaiit. 

Press  onwards  with  such  strength  and  heat. 

Their  numbers  balk  tlieir  own  retreat ; 

For  narrow  the  way  that  led  t.)  (he  spot 

Where  still  the  Christians  yielded  not ; 

And  the  foremost,  if.feiLrful,  may  vainly  try 

Through  the  massy  column  to  turn  and  lly : 

Tliey  perforce  must  do  or  die. 

They  die ;  but  crc  their  eyes  could  close 

Avengers  o'er  llieir  bodies  rose ; 

Fresh  and  furious,  fast  the^U 

The  ranks  uuthinn'd,  though  slaugfater'd  still ; 

And  hlvit  the  weary  Christians  wax 

Before  ihe  still  renew'd  attacks: 

And  now  the  Othnuns  gain  the  gate ; 

Still  resists  its  iron  weiglit, 

And  still  all  deadly  aim'd  and  hot. 

From  every  crevice  comes  tlie  shot; 

From  every  shattered  window  pour 

The  volleys  of  the  sulphurous'  sliower : 


But  the  pwtal  wHTering  grows  and  weak — 
The  iron  yields,  the  hinges  crcyk— 
It  bends'T-it  fall — and  all  is  o'er; 
Lost  Corihth  may  resist  no  .more ! 

XXX. 

Darkly,  sternly,  and  all  alone, 

Uiuotti  stood  o'er  the  altar  stone  :  *" 

Madonna's  face  upon  hi«i  ahoae, 

tinted  in  lieavendf  hucs^bove. 

With  eyes  of  light  and  looks  of  love  ; 

And  placed  upon  that  holy  shrine 

To  fix  our  thoiighu  on  tilings  divine,^ 

When  pictured  tliere,  we  kneelinf^  see 

Her  and  the  boy-god  OB  ^  katc. 

Smiling  sweetly  on  cach'pr^er 

To  heaven,  as  if  to  waft  it  there. 

Slill  slic  smiled:  even  now  she  smiles. 

Though  sbuglitcr  streams  along  her  aisles : 

Minoiti  lifted  his  aged  eye,    ' 

And  made  the  sign  of  a  cross  with  a  siglif 

Tlien  seized  a  torch  which  biased  thrreb^; 

And  still  lie  stood,  while,  with  ste«l  and  flame. 

Inward  and  onward-the  Mussulmaa  came. 

XXXI. 

The  vaults  beneath  the  mosaic  itooe 

Gintain'd  the  dead  of  ages  gone; 

Their  names  were  on  tlie  graven  floor. 

But  now  illegible  with  gore ; 

Tlie  curved  crests,  and  curious  hues 

The  varied  marble's  veiaa  diffuse. 

Were  sinear'd,  and  slippery — stain'd  and  strown 

With  broken  swords  and  helms  o'erthrown ; 

There  were  dead  above,  and  tlie  dead  below 

I.ay  cold  in  many  a  coffin'd  row. 

You  might  see  them  piled  in  sable  state. 

By  a  pale  light  through  a  gloomy  grate; 

But  war  had  enter'd  their  dark  cavfes. 

And  stored  along  the  vaulted  graves 

Her  sulphurous  treasures,  thickly  spreaul 

In  masses  by  the  flesliless  dead ; 

Here,  throughout  the  siege,  liad  been 

The  Christians'  chiefest  magiizine ; 

To  these  a  late-form'd  train  now  led, 

Minotti's  last  and  stern  resource. 

Against  the  foe's  o'erwhelming  force. 

XXXll. 

The  foe  came  on,  and  few  n>main 

To  strive,  and  those  must  vtrivc  in  vain  : 

For  lack  of  further  lives,  to  slake 

Tlie  thirst  of  vengeance  now  awake. 

With  barbarous  blows  they  gash  the  ilcad. 

And  lop  the  already  lifeless  head. 

And  fell  the  statues  from  their  nidie, 

And  spoil  tlie  shrines  of  offerings  ricli. 

And  from  each  other's  rude  hands  wrest 

The  silver  vessels  saints  had  blest. 

To  the  liigKaltar  on  they  go ; 

Oh,  but  it  made  a  gloriQus  sliow  ! 

On  its  table  still  behold 

The  cup  of  consecrated  gold; 

Hawy  and  deep,  a  glittering  prire. 

Brightly  it  sparkles  to  plunderers'  eyes : 
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That  mom  it  held  the  holy  wine, 

Converted  hy  Chriftt  to  his  blood  so  divine, 

Which  his  vrnrshippers  drank  at  the  break  of  day, 

To  iihrive  their  <ouls  ere  they  join'd  in  the  fray. 

Still  .1  few  drops  within  it  \aj; 

And  round  the  Kicred  bible  ^low 

Twelve  lofiy  lamp;},  in  splendid  row, 

From  the  purest  metal  cast ; 

A  spoil— the  richest,  and  the  last. 

XXXIfl. 

So  near  they  came,  the  nearest  stretch'd 
To  grasp  the  spoil  he  almost  reach'd, 

When  old  Minotti's  hand 
Touch'd  with  the  torch  tlie  train — 

T  is  fired! 
Spire,  vaults,  the  shrine,  the  spoil,  the  slain, 
The  turban'd  victors,  the  Christian  band, 
All  that  of  living  or  dead  remain, 
liurl'd  on  high  with  the  shiver d  fane. 

In  one  wild  roar  expired ! 
The  shniter'd  town — the  walls  thrown  down— 
The  waves  a  moment  backward  bent — 
The  hills  that  shake,  although  unrent. 

As  if  an  earthquake  pau'd — 
The  thousand  shapeless  things  all  driven 
In  cloud  and  llamc  athwart  the  heaven. 

By  tliat  tremendous  blast — 
Prodaim'd  tlie  desperate  conflict  o'er 
On  that  too  U>ug  afflicted  shore : 
Up  lo  the  sky  like  rockets  go 
All  that  mingled  there  below :  * 

Many  a  tall  and  goodly  man, 
Scorch'd  and  shrivell'd  to  a  span, 
When  he  fell  to  earth  again, 
Like  a  cinder  strew'd  the  plain :  * 

Down  the  ashe«  shower  like  rain ; 
Some  fell  in  the  gulf,  which  received  the  sprinkles 
With  a  thoasand  circling  wrinkles ; 
Some  fell  on  the  shore,  but,  far  aviay, 
Scaiter'd  o'er  the  iMiimus  lay; 
Christian  or  Moslem,  which  be  they? 
liet  their  mothen  sec  and>say ! 
When  in  cradled  rest  they  lay. 
And  each  inirsing  mother  smiled 
On  the  itwect  sleep  of  her  child. 
Little  decm'd  she  such  .\  (by 
Would  rend  those  tender  limbs  away. 
Not  the  matrons  that  them  bore 
Could  discern  their  offspring  more; 
That  one  moment  left  no  trace 
More  of  human  form  or  face. 
Save  a  scatter  d  acalp  or  bone : 
And  down  came  bhiing  rafters,  strown 
Aroun<1,  and  many  a  felling  stone, 
Deeply  dinted  in  the  clay. 
All  blacken'd  there  and  reeking  lay. 
All  the  living  things  that  heard 
That  deadly  earth-shock  disappear'd : 
The  wild  birds  flew,  the  wild  dogs  fled. 
And  howling  left  the  unburicd  dead; 
The  ramels  from  their  k(!vpers4>roke; 
The  distant  siecr  forsook  the  yoke— 
The  nearer  steed  plunged  o'er  ihc  plain. 
And  burst  his  girth,  and  tore  his  rein; 


The  bull-frog  t  note,  from  out  the  manh, 
Deep-mouth'd  arose,  and  doubly  harsh ; 
The  wolves  yelfd  on  the  cavem'd^hill. 
Where  echo  rolfd  in  thunder  still; 
The  jackaFs  troop,  in  gather'd  cry,** 
Ray'd  from  afir  complainingly, 
With  a  mix'd  and  mournful  sound. 
Like  crying  babe  and  beaten  hound: 
With  sudden  wing  and  ruffled  breast, 
Tlie  eagle  left  his  rocky  nest. 
And  mounted  nearer  to  the  sun, 
The  clouds  beneath  him  seem'd  so  dun ; 
Tlieir  smoke  assaird  his  startled  beak. 
And  made  him  higher  soar  and  shriek — 
Thus  was  Corinth  lost  and  won ! 


NOTES. 


Note  1.  Page  193,  line  38. 

Thp'lTorcoBun  hath  Itfk  hit  herd. 

Tbb  life  of  the  Turcomans  is  wandering  and  patri- 
archal: they  dvrell  in  tents. 

Note  a.  Page  igS,  line  96. 

CAdBioarQi — ha  wbotc  cIomrq  M*ear. 

Ali  Couraourgi,  the  favourite  of  llirce  sultans,  and 
Grand  Vizier  to  Achmet  HI,  after  recovering  Pelopon- 
nesus from  the  Venetians,  in  one  campaign,  was  mor- 
tally wounded  in  the  next,  against  the  Germans,  at  the 
battle  of  Peterwaradin  (in  the  plain  of  Cariowitz),  in 
Hungary,  endeavouring  to  rally  his  guards.  He  died 
of  his  wonnds  next  day.  His  last  order  ^fea  the  deca- 
pitation of  General  Breuncr,  and  some  Hkr  German 
prisoners ;  and  his  last  words,  «  Oh  that  I  could  thus 
serve  all  tlic  Qiristian  dogs!»  a  speech  and  act  not 
unlike  one  of  CaUgula.  He  was  a  young  man  of  great 
ambition  and  unbounded  presumption :  on  being  told 
that  Prince  Eugene,  then  opposed  to  him,  «  was  a  great 
general,!*  he  said  « I  shall  become  1^  greater,  and  at  his 
ctpense.* 

Note  3.  Page  196,  line  3i. 

Tbare  ahrtBlu  bo  rbh  in  that  tidrlcM  tea. 

The  reader  need  hardly  be  reminded  that  there  are 
no  perceptible  tides  in  the  Mediterranean. 

'  Note  4*  Pa6^  i{K>*  lioc  65. 

And  thair  white  taiht  cranch'd  o'it  iha  whiter  »kall. 

This  spectacle  I  have  seen,  such  as  described,  be- 
neath the  wall  of  the  Seraglio  at  Constantinople,  in  the 
little  cavities  worn  by  the  Bosphonis  in  the  rock,  a 
narrow  terrace  of  which  projects  between  the  wall  and 
the  water.  I  think  the  fact  is  also  mentioned  in  Hob- 
house's  Travels.  The  bodies  were  probably  iliose  of 
some  refractory  Janizaries. 

Note  5.  Puge  196,  line  74- 

Aad  each  acalp  had  a  ainflc  long  taft  ftf  hair. 

Tliis  tuft,  or  long  lock,  is  left  from  a  superstition 
that  Mahomei  will  draw  them  into  parad^  by  it. 

Note  6.  Page  197,  line  5. 
I   must  here  acknowledge  a  close,  though  nninten 
tional,  resemblance  in  tliese  twelve  linen  to  a  passage 
in  an  udpuhlishrd  poem  of  Mr  Coleridge,  called  «Chris- 
tabel.»     It  was  not  till  after  these  lines  were  written 
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tliat  I  heard  that  wild  and  singularly  oriifuial  and  beau- 
tiful poem  recited ;  and  tiie  MS.  of  iJiat  production  I 
never  saw  till  very  recently,  by  the  kindiichs  of  Sir  ik)le- 
ridge  himself,  who,  1  hope,  is  coofinccd  that  I  have  not 
been  a  wilful  plagiarist.  The  original  idea  ondoubcedly 
pertains  to  Mr  Coleridge,  whose  poem  has  been  com- 
posed above  fourteen  years.  Let  me  conclude  by  a  hope 
that  he  will  not  longer  delay  the  publication  of  a  pro- 
duction, of  which  I  can  only  add  my  mite  of  approba- 
tion to  the  applause  of  far  more  competent  judges. 

Note  7.  Page  i()8,  line  3. 

Tfacr*  ii  a  licbt  rlund  by  thi  moon. 

I  have  been  told  that  tlie  idea  expressed  from  lines 
5g8  to  Gc3  have  been  admired  by  those  whose  appro- 
bation is  valuable.  I  am  glad  of  it :  but  it  is  not  ori- 
ginal— at  least  not  miuc ;  it  may  be  found  much  better 
expressed  in  pages  182-3-4  of  the  Ku(<[li$h  version  of 
wVathckw  (I  forget  the  precise  page  of  tlip  Frcnclr,  a 


work  to  which  I  have  before  refierred;  mad 
to,  or  read,  witboui  a  reoeval  of 


Rcur 


Note  8.  Page  ifjfB,  line  4S. 

Tb«  herM-uib  an  plncfc'd  frea  ib«  (roitad.  •mA  tkm 

The  horse-tail,  fixed  upon  a  lance»  t  pacbaTs  standard. 
Note  9.  Page  199,  line  J^S. 

A  01]  aioec  iba  day,  vbca  !■  tb«  air*it. 

In  the  naval  battle  at  the  mouth  of  the  Dardanelles 
between  the  Venetians  and  the  Turks. 

Kote  10.     Page  201,  line  68. 

Tba  jaekara  iroop,  in  faihet'd  cry. 

I  believe  I  have  taken  a  poetical  licence  to  transplant 
the  jackal  from  Asia.  In  Greece  I  never  saw  nor  beanl 
these  animals;  but  among  the  ruins  of  Ephesus  I  ha\e 
heard  them  by  hundreds.  They  haunt  ruius,  and  fol- 
low armies. 


^avmna. 

TO  SCROPE  BERDMORE  DAVIES,  ESQ. 

BT  ORE  WHO  His  LOKG  AnSilRF.D  HIS  TALENTS,  AKn  VALUED  HIS  FHIEMlSmP. 
Jmnuary  as,  1816. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


.Ji 


The  foUoWli^  poem  is  grounded  on  a  circumstance 
mentioned  in  Gibbon's  «  Antiquities  of  the  Hou»!  of 
Brunswick.* — I  am  aware  that  in  modem  times  the 
delicacy  or  teddiousncss  of  the  reader  may  deem 
such  subjects  unfit  for  the  purposes  of  poetry.  The 
Greek  dramatists,  and  some  of  the  best  of  our  old 
English  writers,  were  of  a  different  opinion :  as  Alfieri 
and  Schiller  liavc  also  been,  more  recently,  upon  the 
continent.  The  following  extract  will  explain  tlie 
fects  on  which  the  story  is  founded.  The  name  of 
Ato  it  substituted  for  Nicholas,  as  more  metrical. 

«  Under  the  reign  of  Nicholas  III,  Ferrara  was  pol- 
luted with  a  domestic  tragedy.  By  the  testimony  of  an 
attendant,  and  his  own  observation,  the  Marquis  of  Este 
discovered  the  incestuous  loves  of  his  wife  Parisina,  and 
Hugo  hu  bastard  son,  a  beautiful  and  valiant  youth. 
They  were  belieaded  in  tlie  castle  by  the  sentence  of  a 
father  and  husband,  who  published  his  shame,  and  sur- 
vived their  execution.  lie  was  unfortunate,  if  they 
were  guilty;  if  they  .were  innocent,  he  was  still  more 
unfortunate ;  nor  is  there  any  possible  situation  in  wliicli 
1  can  sincerely  approve  the  last  act  of  the  justice  of  a 
parent.* — Gibbons  JViseeUanemis  fForks.  vol.  3,  p.  470, 
new  edition. 

PARISINA. 


I. 

It  is  the  hour  when  from  the  boughs 
The  nightingale's  high  note  is  licard ; 


^It  is  the  hour  when  lovers'  vows 

Seem  sweet  in  every  whispefd  word; 

And  genllc  winds,  .-.nd  waters  near, 

Make  music  to  the  lonely  ear. 
^ach  flower  the  dews  liave  lightly  wet. 

And  in  the  sky  the  stars  are  met. 

And  on  the  wave  is  deeper  blue, 

And  00  the  leaf  a  browner  hue. 

And  in  the  heaven  that  clear  obscure, 

So  softly  dark,  and  darkly  pure. 

Which  folloiks  the  decline  of  day. 

As  twilight  melts  bepeatli  the  moon  away.' 

II. 

But  it  is  not  to  list  to  the  waterfal 

That  Parisina  leaves  her  hall, 

And  it  is  not  Jo  gate  on  the  heavenly  light 

That  the  lady  MaJks  in  the  shadow  of  night; 

And  if  she  sits  in  Este's  bower, 

T  is  not  for  the  sake  of  its  full-blown  flower — 

She  listens — hut  not  fur  the  nightingale — 

Thou(;h  her  car  expects  as  soft  a  tale. 

There  glides  a  step  through  the  foliage  thick, 

And  her  cheek  grows  pale — and  lier  heart  beats  quick. 

There  whispers  a  voice  through  the  rustling  leaves, 

And  her  bhuh  returns,  and  her  bosom  heaves: 

A  moment  more — and  they  shall  meet— 

T  is  past-^hcr  lover  "s  at  her  feet. 

III. 

.And  what  untonhem  is  the  world  beside. 
With  all  its  change  of  time  and  tide? 
ll<  living  things — its  earth  and  sky — 
Are  nothing  10  their  mind  and  eye. 
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And  hredlrat  as  the  dead  are  Uiey 

Of  aueht  around,  abore,  beneath ; 
As  if  uU  else  had  pass'd  away, 

Thry  only  for  each  other  braathe ;  . 
Their  very  litfhs  are  ftill  of  joy 
•So  deep,  tbai,  did  U  not  decay, 
Tliat  happy  madnese  would  detrtroy 

Hio  lirartk  which  feel  its  Bery  sway : 
Of  ^iiilt,  of  peril,  do  ihey  deem 
In  that  iiiniuliuous  tender  dream  7 
>Vho  tliat  liave  felt  that  pn«wion  s  |>owcr, 
Or  pauNe<l,  or  feard  in  such  au  hour. 
Or  thought  how  brief  such  momenta  bst  7 
But  yet — ibey  are  already  past ! 
Ah% !  we  must  awake  before 
Vt'e  know  such  vision  comes  no  more. 

IV. 

With  miiny  a  lin^erinc  look  tlicy  loave 

Tlie  «pot  of  guUty  gladneis  past'; 
And  thou(;h  they  hope,  and  vow,  tliey  grieve. 

As  if  that  |>artius  were  the  Ukt. 
Tlie  fn^iiieut  sigh — the  Iouq  embrace— 

The  lip  iluit  thf're  would  cling  for  ever, 
>V|iilr  gleanta  on  I'ariuua's  face 

Tlio  Heaven  ^he  fearn  will  nut  forgive  her, 
A's  if  each  calmly  coohcious  star 
Beheld  her  frailly  from  afiur — 
The  frequent  sigh,  the  long  embrace. 
Yet  binds  them  to  their  trytting-place. 
But  it  must  come,  and  ihey  must  part 
Ilt^earful  heaviness  of  heart. 
With  ail  tlie  deep  and  shuddering  chill 
Which  foUows  faiUhe  deeds  of  ill. 

V. 

■ 

And  Hugo  is  gone  to  his  lonely  bed. 

To  covet  there  another's  bride ; 
But  she  must  lay  her  conscious  bead 

A  husband's  misting  heart  beside. 
But  fever'd  in  her  sleep  she  seems. 
And  red  her  cheek  with  troubled  dream*.. 

Aud  mutters  she  in  her  unrest 
A  name  she  dare  not  bmllic  by  day, 

Aud  clasps  her  lord  onto  the  breast 
Which  pants  for  one  away: 
And  lie  to  that  embrace  awakes. 
And,  h.tppy  in  llie  thought,  mistakes 
Tliat  dreaming  !«agh,  ancl  warm  caresa. 
For  such  a^  lie  was  wout  to  blees ; 
And  ciiuld  in  very  fondness  weep 
O'er  her  who  loves  him  even  in  sleep. 

VI. 

lie  clasp'd  Iter  sleeping  Co  his  heart. 
And  li^ten'd  to  each  bitAen  word: 
lie  hears— Why  doth  Prince  Aso  start. 
As  if  the  Archangel's  voice  he  heard  I 
And  well  he  nuiy-~a  deeper  doom 
Could  scarcely  thunder  o'er  his  tomb. 
When  he  sliall  wake  to  sleep  no  more, 
And  stand  tlie  eternal  throne  before.  "^ 

And  well  he  may — his  eartldy  peace 
U|>on  tlut  sound  is  dooni'd  to  cease. 
That  sleeping  whisper  of  a  name 
Bespeaks  her  guilt  and  Aio's  shame. 


And  whoae  that  name?  that  o'er  his  pillow 
Sounds  fearfnl  as  the  hreakii^  billow, 
Wliich  rolls  the  plank  upon  the  shore. 

And  dashes  on  the  pointed  rock 
The  wretch  who  sinks  to  rise  no  more ; — 

So  came  upon  his  sonl  the  shock. 
And  whose  tlial  lume  7  't  n  Hugo's, — hia — 
In  tooth  he  had  not  deem'd  of  this  !— 
T  is  Hugo's, — he,  the  child  of  one 
He  loved — his  own  aU-cvil  son — 
Tlie  offspring  of  his  wayward  yonth. 
When  he  betray  d  Bianca's  tmtli. 
The  maid  whose  folly  could  confide 
In  him  who  made  her  not  his  bride. 

VII. 
He  pluck'd  hts  poniard  in  its  sheath. 

But  hheatlied  it  ere  the  poiut  was  bare— 
llowe'er  uuwortliy  now  to  breathe. 
He  coukl  not  slay  a  thing  so  fair — 
At  least,  not  smiling— sleeping  there — 
Nay,  more : — he  did  not  wake  her  then. 
But  gased  upon  her  with  a  ^nce 
Which,  had  slie  roused  her  from  her  iranee, 
Had  frosen  her  sense  to  sleep  again— 
And  o'er  his  brow  the  burning  lamp 
Gleam'd  on  the  dew-dro]>s  big  and  dump. 
She  spake  no  more — iMit  still  she  slumber'd — 
While,  in  his  thought,  her  days  are  nnmber'd. 

VIII. 

And  with  the  mom  he  sought,  and  fbuml, 

In  many  a  tale  from  tlioae  around, 

The  proof  of  all  he  fea/d  to  know, 

Their  present  guilt,  his  future  wde  ^ 

Tlie  long-conniving  damsek  seek 

To  save  themselves,  and  would  transfer 
The  guilt — the  shame— tlie  doom  to  lier  : 

Concealment  is  no  more — they  speak 

AU  circumstance  which  may  compel 

Full  credence  to  the  tale  they  tell : 

And  Axo's  tortured  heart  and  ear 

Have  nothing  more  to  feel  or  hanr. 

IX. 

He  was  not  one  who  brook'd  delay  : 

Within  the  chamber  of  his  state. 
The  chief  of  Esle'a  ancient  sway 

Upon  hia  throne  of  judgment  sale ; 
His  nobles  and  his  guards  are  there, — 
Before  him  U  the  sinful  pair ; 
Both  young — and  on*  bow  passing  ^ir ! 
With  swordless  belt,  and  fetter'd  hand. 
Oh,  Christ !  that  thus  a  son  Uiould  atand 

Before  a  father's  face ! 
Yet  thas  muKt  Hugo  meet  his  sire. 
And  hear  the  sentence  of  his  ire. 

The  tale  of  his  disgrace ! 
And  yet  he  accms  not  overcome. 
Although,  as  yaC,  his  voice  be  dumb. 

X. 

And  still,  and  pale,  and  silently 

Did  Parisina  wait  htr  doom ; 
How  changed  since  last  her  speaking  eye 

Glanced  ghulnrts  round  the  glittering  room. 
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Where  liigh-bom  men  were  proud  te  irait— 
Where  Beauty  vatch'd  to  imitate 

Her  gentle  voice — her  lovely  mien — 
And  gather  from  her  air  and  gait 

The  graces  of  its  queen  : 
Then, — had  her  eye  in  sorrow  wept, 
A  thousand  warriors  forth  liad  leapt, 
A  thousand  swords  had  sheathless  shone, 
And  made  her  quarrel  all  their  own. 
Now, — what  is  she?  and  what  are  they? 
Can  she  command,  or  these  ohey? 
All  silent  and  unheeding  now, 
With  downcast  eyes  and  knitting  hrow. 
And  folded  arms,  and  freezing  air, 
And  lips  that  scarce  their  scorn  forbear. 
Her  knights  and  dames,  her  court — ^^is  there : 
And  he,  the  chosen  one,  whose  lance 
Had  yet  been  couch'd  before  her  glance. 
Who — were  liis  arm  a  moment  free — 
Had  died  or  gain'd  her  liberty ; 
The  minion  of  his  fother  s  bride, — 
He,  too,  is  fetter'd  by  her  side  ; 
Nor  sees  her  swoln  and  full  eye  swim 
Less  for  her  own  despair  than  him  : 
/Those  lids— o'er  which  the  violet  vein 
;  Wanderipg,  leaves  a  tender  stain, 
!  Shining  through  the  smoothest  white 
'  That  e'er  did  softest  kiss  invite — 
Now  seem'd  with  hot  and  livid  glow 
To  press,  not  shade,  the  orbs  below ; 
Which  glance  so  heavily,  and  fill. 
As  tear  on  tear  grows  gathering  still. 

XI. 

And  he  for  her  had  aho  wept. 

But  for  the  eyes  that  on  him  gazed : 
His  sorrow,  if  he  felt  it,  slept; 

Stem  and  erect  his  brow  was  raised. 
Whate'er  the  grief  his  soul  avow'd,  i 

He  would  not  shrink  before  the  crowd ; 
But  yet  he  dared  not  look  on  her: 
Remembrance  of  the  hours  that  were — 
His  guilt — his  love — his  present  state — 
His  father's  wrath — all  good  men's  hate — 
His  earthly,  his  eternal  fete — 
And  hers,— oh,  hers ! — he  dared  not  throw 
One  look  upon  that  deathlike  brow ! 
Else  had  his  rising  heart  betray'd 
Remorse  for  all  the  wreck  it  made. 

XII. 
And  Azo  spake: — m  But  yesterday 

I  gloried  in  a  wife  and  ion  ; 
That  dream  this  morning  pass'd  away ; 

Ere  day  declines,  I  shall  have  none. 
My  life  must  linger  on  alone  ,* 
Well, — let  that  pass, — there  breathes  not  one 
Who  would  not  do  as  I  have  done : 
Those  ties  are  broken — not  by  me ; 

Let  that  too  pass ; — the  doom  's  prepared  I 
Hugo,  the  priest  awaits  on  thee. 

And  then — tliy  crime's  reward ! 
Away!  address  thy  prayers  to  Heaven, 

Before  its  evening  stars  are  met — 
Learn  if  thou  there  canst  be  forgiven ; 

Its  mercy  may  absolve  thee  yet. 


But  here,  upon  the  earth  beneath. 
There  is  no  spot  where  thou  and  I 

Together,  for  an  hotv,  could  breathe : 
Fare^rell !  I  will  not  see  thee  die. — 

But  thou,  frail  thing!  shall  view  his  bead — 
Away !  I  cannot  speak  the  reA :  ^ 

Go !  woman  of  the  wanton  breast ; 

Not  I,  but  thou  his  blood  dost  died : 

Go !  if  that  si|^t  thou  canst  outlive. 

And  joy  thee  in  the  life  I  give.n 

XIU. 

And  here  stem  Azo  hid  his  face — 
For  on  his  brow  the  swelling  vein 
Throbb'd  as  if  back  upon  his  brain 
The  hot  blood  ebb'd  and  llow'd  again ; 

And  therefore  bbw'd  he  for  a  space. 

And  pas&'d  his  shaking  hand  along 

His  eye,  to  veil  it  from  the  throng ; 

While  Hugo  raised  his  chained  hands, 

And  for  a  brief  delay  demands 

His  fulher's  ear:  the  silent  sire 

Forbids  not  what  his  words  require. 

« It  is  not  that  I  dread  the  death — 
For  thou  hast  seen  me  by  thy  side 
All  redly  through  the  battle  ride, 
And  tltat  not  oncp  a  useless  brand 
Thy  slaves  have  wrested  from  my  hand. 
Hath  shed  more  blood  in  cause  of  thine, 
Than  e'er  can  stain  die  axe  of  mine : 

Thou  gavcst,  and  may'st  resume  my  bre^^, 
A  gift  for  which  I  thank -thee  not ; 
Nor  are  my  mother's  wrongs  forgot. 
Her  slighted  love  and  ruin'd  name. 
Her  of  Spring's  heritage  of  shame; 
But  she  is  in  the  grave,  where  he. 
Her  son,  thy  rival,  soon  shall  be. 
Her  broken  heart — my  sever'd  head — 
Shall  witness  for  thee  from  the  dead 
How  trusty  and  how  tender  were 
Thy  youthful  love — paternal  care. 
T  is  true,  tliat  I  have  done  thee  wrong — 

Bui  wrong  for  wrong — this  deem'd  thy  bride. 
The  other  victim  of  thy  pride. 
Thou  know'st  for  me  was  destined  long. 
Thou  saw'st,  and  coveted'st  her  charms — 

And  with  thy  very  crime — my  birth. 
Thou  tauntedfst  me — as  little  worth ; 
A  match  ignoble  for  her  arms. 
Because,  forsooth,  I  could  not  tlaim 
The  lawful  heirsliip  of  thy  name. 
Nor  sit  on  Este's  lineal  throne : 

Yet,  were  a  few  short  summers  mine. 

My  name  should  more  than  Este's  shine 
With  honours  all  my  own. 
1  had  a  sword — and  have  a  breast 
That  should  have  won  as  haught'  a  crest 
As  ever  waved  along  the  line 
Of  all  these  sovereign  sires  of  thine. 
Not  always  knightly  spurs  are  worn 
The  brightest  by  the  better  born ; 
And  mine  liave  lanced  my  courser's  flank 
Before  proud  chiefs  of  princely  rank. 
When  cliargiog  to  the  cheering  cry 
Of  *Este  and  of  Victory!' 
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]  will  not  plead  the  cauM  of  crimr, 
Nor  sue  thee  to  redeem  from  time 
A  few  brief  hours  or  dnys  that  mu4t 
At  lnn(;ih  roll  o'er  my  rccklcM  duitl; — 
Such  maddening  moments  a»  my  [»ast, 
They  could  not,  and  they  <iid  not,  laft — 
Albeit  mv  birth  and  name  be  base,     • 
And  thy  nobility  of  race  4 

DiMlain'd  to  dock  a  thing  liki;  jne —  ** 

Yet  in  my  lineameotK  tbey  trace 

Some  features  of  my  father's  face, 
And  in  my  spirit — all  of  thee. 
From  thee — this  tameleflness  of  jbnil — 
From  thee — nay,  \Hierefore  dost^boiictart? — 
From  thee  in  all  their  vigour  caftic 
My  arm  of  strength,  my  soul  of  ^ame — 
Thou  didst  not  give  me  life  alone, 
But  all  that  made  me  more  thine  own. 
See  what  thy  guilty  love  luth  done ! 
Repaid  thee  with  too  like  a  son ! 
!  am  no  bastanl  in  my  soul. 
For  that,  like  tliine,  ahhorrd  control : 
And  for  my  breath,  that  hasty  boon 
Thou  gaveAt  and  wilt  retmme  so  soon, 
I  valued  it  no  more  tlian  tliou, 
Wlien  rose  thy  casquA  above  thy  brow, 
And  we,  all  side  by  side,  have  striven. 
And  o'er  the  dead  our.coursers  driven : 
The  past  is  nothing — and  at  last 
THe  future  can  but  be  the  past ; 
Yet  would  I  that  I  then  had  died: 

For  though  thou  work'dM  my  mothers  ill, 
And  made  thy  own  my  destined  bride, 

1  feel-  thou  art  my  father  still ; 
And,  harsh  as  sounds  thy  liard  decree, 
T  is  not  unjust,  although  from  thee. 
Begot  in  sin,  to  die  in  shame. 
My  life  begun  and  ends  the  same : 
As  err'd  tlie  sire,  so  err'd  the  son. 
And  thou  mu<t  punish  both  in  one. 
My  crime  seems  worst  to  human  view. 
But  God  must  judge  between  us  two'.>» 

XIV.    . 

He  ceased— and  »tood  with  folded  arms. 
On  which  the  circling  fetters  souAded; 
And  not  an  ear  but  felt  as  wouAded, 
Of  all  the  chiefs  that  there  were  ra^'d 
When  those  dull  cliauis  in  meeting  claok'd:' 
Till  Parisina's  fatal  diarms 
Again  attracted  every  eye — 
Would  she  thus  hear  him  doom'd  to  die? 
She  stood,  I  said,  all  pale  and  still, 
TIic  living  cause  of  Jlugo's  ill: 
Her  eyes  unmoved,  but  full  and  wide. 
Not  once  liad  turn'd  to  either  side — 
Nor  once  did  those  sweet  eyelids  close, 
Or  shade  the  glance  o'er  which  they  row. 
But  round  their  orbs  of  deepest  blue 
The  circling  white  dilated  grew— 
And  there  with  glassy  gaxe  she  stood 
As  ire  were  in  her  curdlc<l  blood; 
But  every  now  and  then  a  tear. 
So  large  and  slowly  gather'd,  slid 
From  the  long  dark  fringe  of  that  foir  lid. 
It  was  a  thing  to  see,  pot  hear ! 


And  those  who  taw,  it  did  surprise, 

Such  drops  could  fall  from  human  eyes. 

fb  speak  she  thought — the  imperfect  note 

Wak  choked  wUUio  her  swelling  throat. 

Yet  seem'd  in  that  low  hollow  groaa 

Her  whole  heart  ^shing  in  the  tone. 

It  ceased — again  she  thought  to  apeak, 

Tlieaburst  her  voice  in  one  loof  shriek. 

Audio  tlie  earth  she  fell  kKc  stone. 

Or  suttue  from  its  base  o'ertbrovu. 

More  like  a  thing  that  ne'er  had  life, — 

A  monument  of  Axo's  wife, — 

Than  lier,  tliat  living  guilty  thing, 

Whose  every  \i  ijJiMi  was  a  sting. 

Which  urged  tt>^ilt,  but  eould  notbnr 

Tliat  guilt's  detecijponaiiA  despair. 

But  yet  she  liyed-— •oft  all  loo  soon 

Recover'd  from'  th«t  death-like  swoonr* 

But  scarce  to  reason — everr  sense 

Hud  been  o'entmog  by  jM|i  JF'*^"'^* 

Anj^ch  frail  gbre  of  lH^lniB 

(A/now-strings^  when  idtt'd  by  niu, 

Tlie  erring  arrow  Uimeii  ande) 

Sent  fbrlU.lwr  thoughts  all  wild  and  wide — 

The  past  Mank,  tlie  future  black, 

With  glimpses  <lf  a  dreamy  track. 

Like  lightning  od  the  dc|ert  path, 

When  audqjjpht  storms  are  mutterillg  wrath. 

She  fear'd-rUie  felt  thy;  something  ill 

l«y  oa  her  it^,  m>  de^  and  chill — 

That  there  tras  sin  and  sliamc  slie  knew ; 

Thai^aufysbe  ihu  to  die— but  who! 

She  liad'fio^ESrien:— did  she  breathe? 

Gouki  flat  be  fttill  the  earth  beneath  ? 

The  dty.aWre,  and  men  around ; 

Or  wen  they  fiends  who  now  so  frown'd 

Ob  vatfhtfon  wliose  eyes  each  eye 

mi  dm  ha4  tpiiled  in  sympatliy  t 

All  was  oflfascd  and  und^ Kucd, 

To  her  all-jkrr'd  and  wandering  mind ; 

A  chaos  of  wild  hopes  and  fears : 

And  now  in  laughter,  now  iu  ttars. 

But  madly  still  in  each  extreme, 

She  strove  viith  that  convulsive  dream: 

For  so  it  seem'd  on  her  to  oreak: 

Oh !  \-ainIy  must  she  stride  to  wake! 

XV. 

The  convent  bells  are  ringing, 

But  mournfully  and  slow ; 
In  the  gray  square  turret  swinging. 

With  a  de^p  sound,  to  and  fro. 

Heavily  to  the  heart  they  go! 
Hark !  tlic  hymn  is  bingirg — 

The  boug  for  the  dead  below. 

Or  the  living  who  shortly  sluU  be  so! 
For  a  departing  being's  soul 
The  deatli-hymn  peals  and  the  hollow  bells  knoll : 
He  is  near  hU  mortal  goal; 
Kneeling  at  the  friar's  knee ; 
Sad  to  hear — and  piteous  to  see — 
Kneeling  on  the  bare  cold  ground. 
With  the  block  before  and  the  guards  around— 
And  the  heads-man  with  his  bare  arm  ready. 
That  the  blow  may  be  both  swift  and  steady, 


RlHI^v 


( iF  Lhe  tu  be  ihup  loil  trw — 

le  ilw  eeawi  iu  a  tpeealilHt  ckf le  pih* 
« Ibo  HO  Ul  by  Uw  doom  dF  the'  hikr. 

XVI. 
■  Und;  hour  3>  ;ci 

ch  r««  ri^qc  ttuit  luavy  day,  v 

mack'd  il  viih  hl>  iindiml  n*  ,- 


.  BInUy  h>il  be  bn'd  ind  prar'd. 

At  Dot  ditduniag  phacly  ai^ 
Hot  dcipcfnu  of  nU  hope  oa  hiflli- 
And  tLUc  brfoR  itw  prior  kneeling, 

Hi*  vrathfuL  lire— Lii«  paramwi^— 


As  hla  JoM  conf&fiioii  puiiring 

To  ihe  muuk  liit  doom  ilcptariug,      « 

fa  pmilcDiinL  LoLinsn,       **« 

Ik  bcab  lo  hru  hiiMcceiiu  bW 

Willi  ibinliitioii  iAciiai  oij 

llul  hieh  Mk  oa  hit  Ind  «d  gliiun 
At  hc.tlMre  Od  t»Md  fiwiii- 
A»dih«ri>Sii^ii[|MrU^     • 
C<i>rdl>.lfdMa)bMlk«b«t;     .    <i> 
Dui  brlgbtw  Mill  4»jHMa  <U  lllnnf 

Willi  n  rlrar  nDd  ghMtl 
Ob  !.lnl  pining  hnur 


<>f  ihal  fdlH  »B— and  itiriiij;  \fi^\ 

His  brad*  and  «!□«  ar«  oli  rfcuuult^ 

llii  hnnn  Id  Ilieir  lail  miniin  moBnUil— 

flit  iiuiilliiiil  dank  Iwhrr  iriii  iflripp'd, 

Hi.  brigbt  bra>d  fock»  ,„u.?  nn*  to  d^'d ; 

"-  '---     -lUclotrly  jir'llKly  ijiniu— 


•  XVIII. 

SlUI  ai  llM  lift  (hat  cloHd  in  drub, 
Eicli  guuri  boksm  held  iiio  brcalh  : 

AihI  with  a  hiuliing  tauf  d  campfTd, 
A  tigli  aliniDk  barkoarcTOy  bc^H; 

Hcyond  ihc  blew  tbat  lo  Uie  block 
Picrud  Ihrto^b  aitJi  Inad  an:  auUi 

So  modlytliriJJ — to  pa|UDf  wild  t 
Tlul,  Bi  »  molbrrl  o'er  her  child, 
Done  lo  deaib  by  luUdcii  Uoir. 
T..(lie>k,<lH«accanttea. 
like  •  louri  in  endlea  voe. 
Tbrou^i  Aio'ft  palac«-la1liea  driim, 
Tbai  liorrid  TtHceaftceadl  lolLcaTeOr- 
And  cicty  ej-e  ii  luru'd  ihcnoa  ; 
But  v>und  and  tifjbl  alike  an  |oih  ! 


Th(v( 

Th(  tc 


ill  ihi. , 


And  o'er  liii  e}n  llie  keirliiif  iirdi 
Bui  do— iliai  bu  iDdi|<ii;iy 
Sball  oe'o-  ip^qull  hi^  liaui^iiry  ry«. 
All  Feeliugi  KcniiBgly  lubdued, 
lo  dK)!  .bidiia  TCI*  half  reiKw'd, 

ThoK  eyH  wliicii  wnutd  nul  brook  such  bliui 
A*  if  Ibey  dared  uot  look  nu  ilcaib. 


ill  Ilw 

noird  tbp  head— lod.  {^iblne,  luak 
Back  the  iliin'd  aod  ttcaiine  trunk, 

Slakrd  villi  ill  qiiHDgulDrd  nin; 
llih  eyc^  aud  lipt  a  momrat  quiver, 
CcmiulM:d  and  quick— Iheo  fii  for  cv 


He  died,  a 


rnncm 


No  lodib — no  meiunry  liad  iliey ; 

At  U'a>i  ibe  kDlgliri  vho  died  ibai  day. 

BulP!iriunn'ifaleliahi4 

Like  duu  beoealli  Ibe  cofAn  lid  ^ 


by  blighied  and  remarKfut  yean 
OF  itcour^t  and  fakt,  lud  ulecplca 
Or  if  >lic  fell  by  bool  or  tlul, 
For  Ibal  dark  bi<e  die  diircd  lo  ft 


lb  beart  Ibal  iliaml  Ibe  Itcadi-uu 
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lu  quirki'ii'd  )>rok«iuieM  that  CRmCf 
lu  pity,  o'vr  lirr  slialUT'd  fraine, 
Noiu*  kiR-« — ami  iioiu;  can  ever  kaow: 
l^it  ^li.itMirVr  ith  cikI  belov, 
Hit  life  bcyau  aiid  doted  iu  woe  \  ^ 

XX. 

Ami  Axo  found  nnothrr  bride. 

And  {'oodly  moim  (;rcv  liy  liiii  tide; 

But  ii(iiH>  40  In^cly  and  m>  brave 

A^  liiin  ^liu  uitliur'd  in  the  QRivc; 

O,  if  thry  ^crf — on  hi^  rold  eye 

Tli(!ir  I'rtivili  l>ut  t;]:inct'd  unlu>edcd  by. 

Or  nniiciMl  «itli  a  nnothcrd  si^h. 

but  uorr  tear  his  cluTk  dcscvnded. 

And  ni>\tT  »iniU>  his  brow  unbended ; 

And  o'rr  thai  f.iir  broad  lin>w  were  wrought 

Ttu*  inicrN<rted  linr^  of  lhoii(;ht ; 

Thuxe  furrow*  which  the  biiruing  share 

Of  sorrow  )iloii{;hs  untimely  there ;  • 

Scars  of  tlie  biceratini;  mind 

Which  the  soul's  war  doth  leare  behind. 

lie  was  past  all  mirth  or  woe : 

Nothing  more  remaiu'd  below 

Ihit  sleepless  nights  and  lifavy  dayft, 

A  mi  ml  all  ilead  to  «com  or  praise, 

A  lieart  whiA  iihunn'fl  itself— and  yef 

That  would  not  yiekl — nor  eouW  forfjet, 

Which  when  it  least  appear  d  to  melt, 

Intently  thou{;ht— intensely  felt: 

The  decpe>t  ice  which  ever  froze 

f'.in  only  o'er  the  surface  cIo«e— 

Thi>  livinj;  fcirctim  he*«  quick  below, 

And  Mows— and  cannot  reav  to  tlow. 

Still  w:i<.  his  seal'd-up  bo.som  haunted 

ftv  lhrini;hi.4  which  aalure  hath  implanted, 

TiH)  drcply  rooted  thence  to  >nnish  : 

Ilfiwr'cr  our  stifled  iear»  we  bani.sh, 

V  hen,  Mni(;Qlint;as  they  ri<e  to  start, 

Wr  check  those  water,  of  the  heart, 

Thcv  arc  not  dried — thoso  tears  unshed 

l>ui  Mow  hack  to  the  fountain  head,     .. 

And,  rotini;  in  their  spring;  more  pure, 

Tor  fver  in  jls  depth  endure, 

rn><ccn,  imwept,  but  unconceal'd, 

And  chrrish'd  most  where  least  rc^eal'd. 

With  inward  starts  of  feeling  left. 

To  thndi  ocr  tho«  of  lift?  bereft ; 

Without  ilic  power  to  fill  again 

The  dr.M-rt  gap  which  made  his  pain^ 

Wiilmut  the  hope  to  meet  them  where 

TuittHl  siinis  shall  gladness  share, 

With  all  the  cousciouMH'vs  that  he 

ILid  only  pass'd  a  just  decree; 

Th.it  thi'v  had  wrought  their  doom  of  ill; 

Yet  \io\  age  was  wretched  still. 

The  lainlcil  branches  of  the  tree. 

If  lopp'd  with  care,  a  strength  may  give, 
IW  which  the  nvst  shall  bloom  and  live 
All  greenly  fro*h  and  wildly  frc«?: 
but  if  the  lightning,  ia  its  wrath. 
The  waving  boughs  with  fury  scathe, 
The  ma!>sy  truuk  the  ruin  feels. 
And  never  more  a  leaf  rev caL. 


NOTES. 

Note  1.  Rage  20s,  line  14. 

Af  i«iii|hi  nclta  bca*«th  iht  lao* 

Tat  lines  ebntained  in  Section  I.  vtra  pnnCed  as  set  to 
music  some  lime  since :  but  belonged  to  the  poem  where 
thry  now  ap|icnr,  the  greater  part  of  which  wncomponefl 
prior  to  aLara,»  and  otliercompoiitionsuncepiiblislied. 
Note  3.  Piigc  lo.f,  line  117. 

Ttul  thotild  h4T«  woa  f»  h«ii(1ii  a  erffil. 
Ilauglit — haughty : — 

•  Away,  iitmjkt  nun,  ifaou  art  intultiag  aiv.* 

S«aBtpi«BBi  RifkmriWt. 

Note  "S.  Pagu-  ?o7,  line  5. 

Rrr  liff  br|^B  »aA  riaini  is  no*. 

■  This  termed  out  a  enlamilons  year  for  the  people  of 
rerrain,  for  there  occurred  n  very  tragical  event  in  the 
cqiirt  of  tlicir  sovereign.  Our  annaU  both  printed  >n^ 
in  manuscript,  with  the  czerption  of  the  unpolished  and 
negligent  work  of  Sanii,  and  one  other,  have  giveii  the 
following  relation  of  it,  from  which,  howerefi  arc  re- 
jected many  details,  and  especially  the  namtive  of 
Ibmdelli,  who  wrote  a  century  afterwards,  and  who 
does  not  accord  with  the  contemponiry  historians. 

«  Hy  the  above  mentioned  Stella  dell*  Assassino,  the 
Marquis,  in  the  year  i4o.S,  had  a  son  called  Tgo,  a  beau- 
tiful and  ingenuous  youth.    PauNina  Malatesta,  second 
wife   of  Niecolo,  like  [the  generality  of  itep-motlwrs, 
treated  him  with  little  kindness,  to  the  infiaitc  regret  of 
the   >ianpii«,   who  regarded  him  with  fond  partiality. 
One  day  she  asked  leave  of  her  husband  to  undertake  a 
certain  journey,  to  which  he  consented,  but  upon  eon- 
diffou  that  L'go  should  bear  her  company;  for  he  hoped 
by  these  means  to  induce  her,  in-the  end,  to  lay  aside  the 
obstinate  aversion  which  slie  had  conceited  against  him. 
.\nd  inde<-d  his  intcul  was  accomplihhed  but  too  well, 
siuce,  during  the  journey,  she  not  only  dirested  hers«>lf 
<if  all  her  hatrett,  but  fell  into  the  opposite  extreme. 
.\fler  their  return,  the  Marquis  had  no  longer  any  occa- 
sion to  renew-  his  former  reproofs.    It  happened  one  day 
that  a  s<rrvanl  of  the  Marquis,  named  Zoese,  or,  as  some 
call  him,   Giorgio,   parsing   before   the  apartments  of 
I'arisina,  s.aw  going  out  from  them  one  of  Iter  diamber- 
maids,  all  terrified  and  in  tears.     Asking  tlic  n>ason,  slie 
told  him  that  her  niisin>ss,  for  some  slight  offence,  liad 
been  beating  her;   and,  giving  vent  to  her  rage,  she 
added,  tliat  she  couki  easily  be  revenged,  if  hlie  Aoae  to 
make  known  the  crimiu;il  familiarity  which  subsisted 
iKiwecn  Varisina  and  her  step-sim.     Tlie  servant  look 
note  of  the  words,  aad  relatetl  them  to  lii«  matler.     lie 
wa^  astounded  thereat,  but,  scarcely  believing  his  ears, 
he  assured  himself  of  the  fact,  aLis !  too  clearly,  00  tlie 
iSth  of  May,   by  looking  through  a  hole  made  in  tlie 
ceiling  of  his  wife's  cliamber.    Instantly  he  broke  info 
a  furious  rage,  and  arrested  liotU  of  them,  togetlier  with 
Aldobrandiuo  Haugoni,  of  Sfodena,  her  gentleman,  and 
also,  as  some  say,  two  of  the  women  of  lier  uliamLer, 
as  al>ettors  of  this  sinful  act.     He  ordered  them  to  be 
brought  to  a  hasty  trial,  desiring  the  judges  to  prononnce 
Kcntence,  in  the  accustomed  forms,  upon  the  culprits. 
This  sentence  was  deatli.    Some  there  were  that  bestirred 
themselves  in  ftivour  of  the  delioquentl,  and,  amongst 
oihers,  L'gocciun  Gontrario,  wlio  was  all-powerful  with 
Niecolo,  and  also  his  aged  and  much-deacrving  minisler 


Alberto  dal  Sale.  BoAi  of  these,  their  tears  flowing 
down  their  cheeks,  and  vpon  their  knees,  implored  him 
for  mercy :  adducing  whatever  reasons  they  could  sug- 
gest for  sparing  the  offenders,  besides  those  nMtives  of 
honour  and  dceoicy  which  might  persuade  him  to  con- 
ceal from  the  public  so  scandalous  a  deed.  BbC  his  rage 
made  himiodeiible,  and,  on  the  instant,  he  commanded 
that  die  Mnmce  should  be  put  in  execution. 

« It  wai^  diin,  in  the  prisons  or  the  castle,  and 
exactly  in  those  fri^tfri  dungeons  which  are  seen  at 
this  day  beneath  the  chamber  called  the  Auroray>at  the 
foot  of  the  Lion  s  tower,  at  ll>c  top  of  the  street  Giovccca, 
that  on  the  night  of  the  twenty-first  of  May  were  be- 
headed, first,  Ugo,aud  afterwards  Parisina.  Zoesc,  he  that 
accused  her,  conducted  the  latter  luiUcr  his  arm  to  the 
place  of  punishment.  She,  all  along,  fancied  that  she 
was  to  be  throiTn  into  a  pit,'  and  asked,  at  every  step, 
whether  she  was  yet  come  to  the  spot?  she  wai  loI<[ 
that  her  punishment  was  the  axe.  She  inquired  wl^t 
was  become  of  Ugo,  and  received  for  answer,  that  he 
was  already  dead;  at  ilie  which,  sighing  grievously,  she 
exclaimed,  «  Now,  then,  I  wish  not  myself  to  live;»  and 
being  come  to  the  block,  slic  stripped  herself  with  her 
own  hands  of  all  her  omament<i,  an<U  wrapping  a  cloth 
round  her  head,  submitted  to  the  fatal  stroke  which 
'terminated  the  cruel  scene.  The  same  was  done  with 
Rangoni,  who,  togctlier  with  the  others,  according  to 
two  calendars  in  the  library  of  St  Francesco,  was  buried 
in  the  cemetegf  of  that  convent.  Nothing  else  is  known 
respecting  the  women. 

«  The  Marquis  kept  watch  the  whole  of  tliat  dreadfu| 
night,  and,  as  he  was  walking  backwards  and  forwards, 
inquired  of  the  Captain  of  the  castle  if  Ugo  was  dead 


yetT  who  answered  him.  Tea.  He  then  gKW  hinudf 
up  to  the  most  desperate  lamentaCionc,  csdainunf, 
«  Oh !  that  I  too  wtre  dead,  since  I  have  been  bnrricd  oa 
to  resolve  ihns  against  my  own  Ugo  l»  And  then  gnav> 
ing  with  his  teeth  a  cane  which  be  had  in  hit  hand,  br 
passed  the  rttH  of  the  night  in  sighs  and  in  tears  calliof 
frequently  upon  his  own  dear  Ugo.  On  the  fbUovm^ 
day,  calling  to  mind  that  it  would  be  necessary  to  vaaikt 
j>ublic  his  justification,  seeing  that  the  tranuciion  rowd 
not  be  kept  secret,  lie  ordered  the  narrative  to  be  dn«a 
out  upon  paper,  and  sent  it  to  all  the  court*  of  Italy. 

u  On  receiving  this  advice,  the  Dc^e  of  Venice,  Fraa- 
ccsco  Foscari,  gave  orders,  but  without  publishing  Iw 
reasons,  that  stop  should  be  put  to  the  preparatilhis  for  a 
tournament,  which  under  the  ahspices  of  the  Ifarqaii. 
and  at  the  expense  of  tlie  city  of  FMua,  wras  about  to 
take  place,  in  tlie  square  of  St  Mark,  in  order  to  rrle- 
bratc  his  advancement  to  tlie  ducal  chair. 

uThc  3llarquis,  in  addition  to  what  he  had  ahvadv 
done,  from  some  unaccountable  bunt  of  Tengeaacv. 
connnanried  that  as  many  of  the  married  women  as  wnv 
well  known  to  him  to  be  faitliless,  like  his  PariMoi. 
should,  like  her,  be  beheaded.  Amongst  others,  BarLs- 
rina,  or,  as  some  call  her,  Ijaodamia  Romei,  wife  of  the 
court  judge,  underwcul  this  sentence,  at  the  usual  place 
of  execution,  that  is  to  say,  in  (he  quarter  of  Si  Giacomo, 
opposite  the  present  fortress,  beyond  St  PauTsk.  It  can. 
uoi  be  told  how  strange  appeared  thi#proceeding  in  a 
prince,  who,  considering  his  own  disposition,  should.  a« 
it  seemed,  have  been  in  such  cases  most  iodulgrni. 
Some,  however,  there  were,  who  did  not  fail  to  commend 
him.N  * 

'  Friiii — Hitlery  of  Fcmra. 
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€^e  ^vi»0nev  o(  Dillon, 


SONNET  ON  CHtLLON. 


Eternal  spirit  of  the  chainless  mind! 
Brightest  in  dungeons,  Liberty!  thou  art, 
For  lliere  thy  habitation  is  (he  heart — 

The  heart  which  love  of  thee  alone  can  bind; 

And  when  thy  sons  to  fetters  are  consign'd — 
To  fetters,  and  the  damp  vault's  daylcss  gloom. 
Their  country  conquers  with  their  martyrdom. 

And  Freedom's  fame  finds  wings  on  every  wiiid. 

Ghillon  !  thy  prison  is  a  holy  place. 

And  thy  sad  floor  an  altar — for  *t  was  trod. 

Until  his  very  steps  have  left  a  trace 

Worn,  as  if  thy  cold  pavement  were  a  sod, 

By  Bonnivard!  * — Blay  none  those  marks  efface! 
For  they  appeal  from  tyranny  to  God. 


THK 


PRISONER  OF  CHILLON. 


I. 
My  hair  is  gray,  but  not  with  years. 

Nor  grew  it  white 

In  a  single  night,  > 
As  men's  have  grown  from  sudden  fears ; 


My  limbs  are  bow'd,  though  not  with  toil, 

But  rusted  with  a  vile  repose, 
For  they  have  been  a  dungeon's  spoil. 

And  •mine  has  been  the  fate  of  those 
ToVlioAi  the  goodly  earth  and  air 
Are  bnun'tl,  and  barr'd — forbMden  fare; 
But  this  was  for  my  £uther's  faith 
I  suffcr'd  chains  and  courted  death ; 
Tliat  father  {>erish'd  at  the  stake 
For  tenets  he  would  not  forsake; 
And  for  the  same  his  lineal  race 
In  darkness  found  a  dwelling-place; 
Wf  were  seven — who  now  are  one. 

Six  in  youth,  and  one  in  age, 
Finish'd  as  they  had  begun. 

Proud  of  persecution's  rage; 
One  in  fire,  and  two  in  field, 
Their  belief  with  blood  have  scal'd; 
Dying  as  their  father  died. 
For  the  God  their  foes  denied ; 
Three  were  in  a  dungeon  cast, 
Of  whom  this  wreck  is  left  the  last. 

ir. 

Tliere  are  seven  pillars  of  Gothic  mould. 
In  ClirHoii's  dungeons  deep  and  old ; 
There  are  s«;vpn  columns,  massy  and  grav. 
Dim  with  a  dull  imprison'd  ray, 
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D«. 

nil 

Ibrlbcreitiring, 

c«krrin|j  .h,oe. 

III. 

'.1. 

iiIk 

rlcHieudhciTTKon. 

Inllirrdroop'diDddird, 

lUv 

Im 

r.  by  bi<  .idr. 

AihI  ihmiiitirilirr— ydipan, 
Friirr'il  in  liinl,  Ixit  ^ned  in  han ; 
T  «a|  tiill  umc  uhcc  in  Uw  danb 

Tn  JiHirkm  lo  cub  MIkt'i  (ptcch, 

Wilh  HiiiiF  nev  lupi,  or  Itgcod  oJi(. 

Bui  t>«i  iLfwi  tt  Jcngib  (rv  cold. 


Agn.>;..(,»iuna->»ifiiiiudri» 

Ah  Ibfy  of  yore  vera  WODI  ta  be  : 

Iinii|;hllK'rgucy~buL4uni<' 

Tlipy  imrcTiouDdcd  1ikcnuro*ii. 


Ivafilu-c-ldi^loribcIbiH. 
And  111  upl.dd  jiud  dim  Ibcml 
I  iiuybt  ludo-^aiiJdidniy'bcil^ 

Ami  •qrh  did '■cU  ill  Jill  dreiw. 
Th'ynuii|;M,  iibomioyfillwrl(i< 

To  hini— vitb  eys  ■■>  blue  ai  bcaiMi, 
l^or  him  nif  hoiiI  va^  unly  naoim 
And  inily  niiglil  it  he  dulrat 
To  aev  Kuch  bird  in  Hirb  m  ncu  j 

For  lio  DO  Ik-aiiuFilI  i>  dly— 

A(  lo  youiiB  Pial«,  bring  tnt)— 
A  iKilir  Aaj.  vhlcb  vill  not  ttt 


Tlx'  oliirr  «■■  ■>  pure  sf  mind. 

Bill  fnTo'diDii'iiaibaiinib  hill JU nil; 
Slrond  in  bii  frjint ,  uid  oF  >  inwd 
Whifi,  iijI,,,,  .licnorldinHiiflaJuood, 

Wiib  jny :— bul  doi  in  cliaiu  to  pjnei 
iii>  i|iihi  aiihRd  «itb  ibiiir  cUuk, 
I  snw  i[  sileDlly  drriiM— 
AiuiwiHrchucg  iauulbdidniH: 


Tbu.  inurb  I  lie  f.ill 
Fn>ii>  Cliilloii  >  iiio< 

WlicbTQUOdBb. 
A  loublcdunuHid' 


W>  bcnr.!  it  ripple  nielil  and  djy, 

And  I  lbi>c  it'll  llie  winlrri.  (pray 

Waili  ilirniyih  ibc  bin  nbco  vinda  were  bieh 

And  »aiiioii  in  tin  bappyiky; 

And  tbni  (Iw  very  rock  baib  rockd, 


I  uld  my  nnrcr  brollm  pined. 
I  uirl  bis  niigbiy  linn  decJinfvt, 
H.>  liMihrd  and  put  may  hit  focdj 

Fnr  we  wtn  iim-H  tuliun-rcrtAirc, 
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I  br{;G  d  Uiem,  as  a  boon,  to  lay 
HU  corse  in  dust  whereon  the  day 
Mii>hi  shine — it  was  a  fooiiRh  thought, 
Rut  then  within  my  brain  it  wrought. 
That  even  in  death  his  free-born  breast 
In  burh  a  dungeon  could  not  rest. 
I  might  have  spared  my  idle  prayer — 
They  coldly  laugh'd — and  hid  him  there: 
The  flat  and  turiless  earth  above 
The  being  we  so  much  did  love ; 
His  empty  chain  nbove  it  leant, 
Such  murder's  fitting  monument ' 

• 

Rut  he,  the  favourite  and  the  flowiT, 

Most  cherish'd  since  his  natal  hour. 

His  mothers  image  in  fair  face. 

The  infent  love  of  all  his  race. 

His  martyr'd  father's  dearest  thought. 

My  latest  care,  for  whom  I  souglu 

To  hoard  my  life,  that  his  might  be 

Less  wretched  now,  and  one  day  free ; 

He,  too,  who  yet  had  held  unitred    ' 

A  spirit  natural  or  inspired — 

He,  too,  was  struck,  and  day  by  day 

Was  wilher'd  on  the  stalk  away. 

Uh  God !  it  is  a  fearful  thing 

To  see  the  human  soul  take  wing 

In  any  shape,  in  any  mood : — 

1  've  seen  it  ru<>hing  forth  in  blood, 

I  've  seen  it  on  the  breaking  ocean 

Strive  with  a  swoln  convulsive  motion, 

I  've  seen  the  sick  and  ghastly  bed 

C)f  sin  delirious  with  its  dread: 

Rut  those  were  horrors — this  was  woe 

Unmix'd  with  such — but  siuv  and  slow : 

He  faded,  and  so  calm  and  meek. 

So  softly  worn,  so  ^iweclly  weak, 

So  tearless,  yet  so  tender — kind. 

And  grieved  for  tho*e  he  left  behind  ; 

With  all  the  while  a  cheek  whose  bloom 

Was  as  a  mockery  of  the  tomb, 

WMiose  tints  as  gently  sunk  away 

As  a  departing  rainbow's  ray — 

An  eye  of  most  transparent  light. 

That  almost  made  the  dungeon  bright. 

And  not  a  word  of  murmur — not 

A  groan  o'er  his  untimely  lot,— 

A  little  talk  of  better  days, 

A  little  hope  my  own  to  raise, 

For  I  was  sunk  in  silence — lost 

In  this  last  loss,  of  all  the  most ; 

And  then  the  siglis  he  would  suppress 

Of  fainting  nature's  feebleness, 

More  klowly  drawn,  grew  less  and  less: 

I  listen'd,  but  I  could  not  hear-* 

I  call'd,  for  1  was  wild  with  fear; 

I  knew  't  was  hopele&s,  but  my  dread 

Would  not  be  thus  admonislied ; 

I  calfd,  and  thought  I  heard  a  sound — 

I  burst  ray  chain  with  one  strong  bound, 

And  rush'd  to  him: — I  found  him  not, 

/  only  stirr'd  in  this  black  spot, 

/  only  lived — /  only  drew 

The  accursed  breath  of  dungeon  dew ; 


The  last— the  sole— the  dearest  Hnk 

Between  me  and  the  eternal  brink. 

Which  bound  me  to  my  failing  race. 

Was  broken  in  this  fatal  place. 

One  on  the  earth,  and  one  beneath — 

Mv  brothers — both  had  ceased  to  breathe: 

I  took  that  hand  which  lay  so  still, 

Alas !  my  own  was  full  as  chill; 

I  had  not  strength  to  stir,  or  strivr. 

But  felt  that  I  was  still  alive— 

A  frantic  feeling  when  we  know 

That  wliat  we  love  shall  ne'er  b^  so. 

I  know  not  why 

I  could  not  die, ' 
I  had  nu  earthly  hope — but  faitii. 
And  that  forbade  a  selfish  death. 

IX. 
What  next  befel  me  then  ami  there 

I  know  not  well — 1  never  knew — 
First  came  the  loss  of  light,  and  air. 

And  then  of  darknesa  too : 
I  had  no  thought,  no  feeling — none — 
Among  the  stones  I  stood  a  uoae. 
And  was,  scarce  conscious  what  1  wiat, 
As<*lirubless  c.rags  within  the  mial; 
For  all  vtas  bbink,  and  bleak,  and  gray — 
It  was  not  night— it  was  not  day,  , 

It  was  not  even  the  duofeon-light. 
So  hateful  to  my  heavy  tight, 
Rut  vacancy  absorbing  space. 
And  fixe<tness — without  a  place; 
There  were  no  stars — no  earth — no  lim^— 
No  check — no  change — no  good — no  crime- 
Rut  silence,  and  a  stiriess  breath 
Which  neither  was  of  life  nor  death; 
A  sea  of  stagnant  idleness. 
Blind,  boundless,  mute,  and  motionleaa! 

X. 

A  light  broke  in  upon  my  brain, — 

It  ^as  the  carol  of  a  bini ; 
It  crastft,  and  then  it  came  again. 

The  sweetest  song  ear  ever  heard. 
And  mine  was  thankful  till  my  eyes 
Ran  over  with  the  glad  surprise. 
And  they  that  moment  could  not  see 
I  was  the  mate  of  misery; 
But  then  by  dull  degrees  came  back 
My  senses  to  their  wonted  track, 
I  saw  the  dungeon  walls  and  floor 
(/lose  slowlv  round  me  as  before, 
I  «aw  the  glimmer  of  the  sun 
Creeping  as  it  before  had  done. 
But  through  the  crevice  where  it  came 
That  bird  was  perch'd,  as  fond  and  tame. 

And  tamer  than  upon  the  tree; 
A  lovely  bird,  with  axure  wings. 
And  song  that  said  a  thousand  things. 

And  seem'd  to  say  them  all  for  me ! 
I  never  saw  its  like  before, 
I  ne'er  shall  see  its  likeness  more: 
It  seem'd  like  me  to  want  a  mate. 
But  was  not  half  so  desolate. 
And  it  was  come  to  love  me  when 
None  lived  to  love  me  so  again, 
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And  cImtuii  tRHn  mj  dun(j«>ii'>  briuk. 

1  bcanl  llir  lorreou  Inp  lud  guib 

11^.1  Ln..4|]»  ni.  buk  to  fHl  uid  <l.mk. 

Orr  ..binAtll'd  n«k««l  braked  bulb  ; 

1  uw  lb'  -bi<.^ii>ird  diMBiTdwit, 

(It  bn.ki-  ll>  nff-  to  prreb  on  miot. 

A»l  wbil.-r  uil.  A  >kimmi.i||  dawx  ^ 

Du.ku»,i..Knll«|>lirit]>.       . 

AuJ  Ibcn  ilun  wu  i  liltle  iilr,l 

Svmbb^i:  ICD>iUiuk«»lifurIl.iwl 

Wl.idli  III  .uv  vtry  hn  did  loiik. 

Or  ifiKrrr.  iuaiuui'dKui'^, 

TI«.„nly..i.,M«.i.w, 

A  .mi.1l  „m-a  i.lr.  il  M'u.-d  iw  more. 

For— iUixcii  totgijc  llu'l  Ihouobl-  ibr  vliilc 
Whirl.  nudcmrboUi  to««p  mdomlf; 
1  ■«tu<'lm>p~dcnii'd  Ihil  it  miflil  It 

Seine  bnudcr  >li>a  my  diinc»ii  lloor. 
Bbi  ill  it  llicn  »B*  IbmliiU  uwt, 
AiHl  oor  11  bin  Ihr  maualuu  br«e, 

My  kMliiT*.  mul  come  .koii  lo  nic; 

Aiid  by  il  iIktc  orR  wilen  Dowloi;, 

llul>l>m«l><l.»>r><lli'«. 

Aud  on  il  iIkk  wftc  young  Ikjucn  iruwiB);. 
OfB,nil»bn.alk.ndbi«. 

TIm:  e>l,  ..Hm  by  lb..  c«.tk  «ll. 

.l[i<lkFinutwi«wd«iblTlDiie.— 
I.«ue-u  tlKrorviriihiiiifthnHiJ, 

Add  llu-y  «rind  jnyoun  ack.  aud  all ; 
Till,  nKlc  rodt  Ibc  riiiDg  Mart, 

i           |jm<^o..H>K»rT<'k<ud. 

Mi'llio.iglit  bv  .H'xr  Hrw  hi  hil 

AxiKBleckHdOiIxuuDydiy. 

Whilr  all  lbs  ml  of  lu'lTHI  i*  eirnr. 

Aud  llM.i  new  lean  came  in  my  ryr. 

And  1  fril  ir»ublt>l-^dd  would  bin 

Tllill  limb  ilu  b<l.illUM  IQ  ippMr 

lbiidi«,ll,.-ft<..,rt«dicbain; 

WIm-1,  Jii,,  urc  bluf,  aod  nrtU  i.  uiiy. 

And  when  1  <lid  dc^vnil  apin. 
TIhi  <larkUL'»  of  u.y  <lid>  abode 

XI. 

Kr.|ldBim.n.ibn.rylojdi 

A  kin<t  «f  rliaiiG^  M,nc  i»  my  f"lf. 

It  .a-...!. ancw-duiien.tr. 

<a.M«B  oVr  oi.r  wr  «,dB'«  I"  "". 

Add  vM  ..ly  ubincr,  i™  much  oppnii. 

Tlu'j  vcKiuumllutielilioiirLHi, 

lIadalB.o.lm*duf.urb.ir.>.l. 

,     XIV. 

Will.  Ui.lu  uufi.>lcn'd  Jidi™.i.i, 

It  miobt  be  n»Dlb>.  or  yMn.  nr  d«j>. 

Andiin.lil«iyto..irido 

1  kepi  no  counl— I  look  no  note, 

1           Ab-im  mycrlliram  udi.  It,  »id<r. 

I  bad  no  hope  n. j  .-ye.  to  r«i>r. 

1           Ami    p   iKldovu.niidlbriiilliiiirt, 

And  clear  tliem  .rf  Ihelr  dreary  note  i 

A.hI  ut-iA  ii  nvirctffcypirli 

Al  1...  men  cane  w  w  me  free, 

Mk'dBBlwby.   nd  recVd  Bol -here, 

Xclunine  wbcR my  trjlk  tirtua. 

IIM   i.[|rRBlhlhe«me>«nc. 

A.«^iWddy.uI<r.Hl. 

Mylirotbcn'iEniviaWlioUii  taJ; 

Ilraru'dlolofedapiir. 

And  .luK  i.heinh.y  appnfrJ  at  lau. 

And  all  my  bond.  »hide  were  cait. 

My  birnlb  citnr  |[.Npia«l»  Md  ibick. 

Add  ..IT  «d>l.'<l  brnrl  f>-ll  blind  oiid  nick. 

A  liemiUBe — mdillnWfiwn^ 
Audlutif  fcha.ili.7-e«come 

XII. 

1  ,,.^.1..  ^  lo-'tmB  in  lh=  «ll. 

Wid.  .piden  1  had  friend^.ip  tnade. 

It  was  nut  Ibm'frum  lo  nripc. 

And  wa.chd  Ihem  in  llieir  Hillen  trwle, 

F"rlludbdri«ln™>ddall. 

Will.  lOTcd  Rir  in  a  buman  tbapoj 

.And  .by  .hoBld  1  feellc*  il»o  fteyl 

A  widrr  pHMia  unu>  mr !                 .     • 

NQClubl-naMrF-»kuiludl,   • 

Iladpn-<r  lo  kill-yr., .Irange  to  tell- 

>opnr.iHTinm.iniwrT; 

In  quiet  -e  bad  learnd  lo  dwell- 

lilH>aEl.inribi>.ai>dl*>i.c>«'l. 

Hy  .ery  chain,  and  1  grew  friend*. 

F«  il».uKlit  „(  ibcin  iud  tuxlr  »*  iHd ; 

Si>n..«b     long  ™n.oi  union  tend. 

To  mikr  u.  wlial  wc  a«T— Hen  i 

To  1..T  Urtd  wimli.-^™d<o  h™l 

ThecpiinofiloTiiiefye. 

NOTES. 

Sill. 

1  M«  lh™-i.n.l  Ib-T  WW  Ihe  «.nir. 
TlK^  nr'  n«l  rh»nf|r.l  lilw  mr  in  franu  ^ 

Sole..  Pag."  io».SoBde.,  line  iJ. 

1  M*  Ibrir  tbdUHsd  ynn  of  ••»« 
On  l.iRb-ib>ir  vid.  Ions  hkr  below. 

Knn^.  .le  Bonni.-rd.   fik  de  Loult  de  Bonni 

an]. 

Ai.d  ilir  Idue  RI.OUC  in  fuIlHt  tin* : 
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1496;  il  fit  SC4  etudcN  u  Turin.  £11  i5io  Jeaii-.iiine 
(le  Itonnivard,  M>n  onde,  lui  rri«i(;na  ie  Prienrp  de  Saint- 
Vic  lor,  qui  about is«i  it  aux  murs  de  Geneve,  et  qui 
formnil  un  bcueHce  conMderabM*. 

Cc  fjpranA  horn  mo  (Ronnivnrtl  nierite  re  litre  par  la 
forc(>  (Ie  son  a  me,  la  droiturc  de  non  ctrur,  la  noblesse 
dc  ses  intentions,  la  sage«sc  de  ^es  conscils  Ie  coura|T<* 
de  kc*  demarrhes,  I'etendue  de  ws  connaivsiuire^,  et  la 
vivacilc^  dc  son  e.tprit),  cc  grand  botiime,  qui  excitera 
I'admiration  de  tons  ceox  qu'uiie  vertu  heroique  pent 
encore  emouvoir.  inspin-ra  encore  la  plu<  \ivc  recou- 
naiftsance  dans  les  cururs  des  GoncvoiK  qui  aimrnt  Ge- 
neve. Ronnivnrd  en  fut  toujourn  un  des  plus  fornirs 
appuis:  pour  anturcr  la  Ii}>ertc  de  notre  Ilepubli(|U«',  il 
ne  crai(;nit  |)asde  ]>erdre  souvent  la  sienne  ;  il  ouMiastui 
ri'pos ;  il  meprisa  ses  richcKseH ;  il  ur  ue[;li(;ea  rirn  pour 
afferinir  Ie  lionheur  d'une  pairie  qu'il  honora  dc  son 
clioix  :  de>  ce  moment  il  la  clierit  coninur  Ie  plus  zele  de 
ses  citoyenn;  il  la  servit  ayeo  I'intrepidili*  d'un  lienis  et 
il  (>cri«ait  son  histoire  aTce  la  naivete  d'un  philosopbeet 
la  cluileur  d'un  patrioic. 

II  dit  dauf  Ie  ronimencement  de  f>on  liiMoire  de  Giv 
ne^e,  que,  dhs  qu'il  eut  commence  de  lire  Chistoire  des 
nations,  il  se  sen  tit  entraine  par  son  goiit  pour  let  re- 
pubUqneSf  dont  ilepousa  toujours  les  intereti :  c'e^t  ce  1 
goAt  pour  la  liberte  qui   lui  fit  sans  doute  adopter  Ge-  , 
neve  pour  sa  patrie. 

BonnivardfCncore  jeune,  s'unnoura  liautenient  romnie 
Ie  defeuMiur  de  Geneve  eonlrc  Ie  Due  de  Savoye  el 
Tcveque. 

En  1 5 14)  IU)nni\ard devint  Ie  martyr  de  &a  patrie:  Ic 
Due  de  Savoye  utant  entre  duu.s  Geneve  a\ec  cinq  cent'* 
liommes,  itonuivard  craigiiit  Ie  ressentimcnt  du  due  ;  il 
\oulut  se  retirer  a  Fribourg  pour  en  eviter  les  suites; 
inais  il  fut  trabi  par  deiu  liomnirsqui  I'accompagnaient, 
et  conduit  par  ordre  du  prince  a  Grolce,  on  il  resta  pri- 
connier  pendant  deiuans.  Ilouni^ardetail  malbeureuv 
dan^  hcs  voyages;  coniiue  se*  malbeurs  n'a>.iieiit  point 
ralenti  sonz«'rle  pour  Geneve,  il  elait  toujours  un  cnnemi 
rcdoutablc  pour  ceux  qui  la  nienacaieui.  el  {lar  con^*- 
queut  il  devait  etre  expoM*  a  leum  coup>.  II  fut  rcii- 
eontn*  en  ii3o  sur  Ie  Jura,  i>ar  des  volours,  qui  Ie  di'-- 
pouillercut,  et  qui  Ie  mircnt  encore  rnlre  les  mains  du 
Due  de  Savoye:  ce  prince  Ie  tit  enfenner  dans  Ie  rb;'i- 
teau  de  Chillon.  oil  il  resta  sans  etre  iuierrogr  j  asquVii 
1 536;  il  fut  alors  d^livre  \>ar  les  Uernois,  qui s'empaie- 
rcnt  du  pays  de  Vaud. 

Bounivard,  en  sortaut  de  sa  captivitr.  cut  leplaisirde 
trouvcr  (>en^vc  libre  et  refurnuM' :  la  n''pid>lique  s'em- 
pressa  de  lui  tcuiuigncr  sa  reronnaissiincc  et  de  Ie  di>- 
douiinager  diN  niaux  qu'il  avait  soufferiM  ;  elie  Ie  nn/ut 
bourgeois  de  la  villc  an  uioi>  de  Juin  ij3G;  elle  lui 
donna  la  maistui  babiii'c  aiiirefois  |tar  Ie  Yieaire-G<^ 
neral,  et  elie  lui  assigna  luie  |>ension  dc  300  ecus  d'or 
taut  qu'il  bejournerait  a  Geneve.  II  fut  aduiis  dans  Ic 
Conceil  des  Deux-Ccnis  en  1  ■''137. 

Boimivani  n'a  pas  fiui  d'etre  utile :  apres  avoir  tra- 
vaill^  a  reiidrc  Gent^vc  libre,  il  reussit  a  la  rendre  tole- 
rante.  Ronni\ard  engagea  Ie  Goni«eil  a  accorder  aux 
rcclvsiasiiqucA  et  aux  paysans  un  temps  sufiisiint  pour 
examiner  ler«  propositions  qu'on  leur  faiiait ;  il  n-ussit 
{lar  sa  doureur :  on  prrcbe  toujour^  Ie  cbristiauisme 
a\rc  succi's  quand  on  Ie  preelie  avec  rliarite. 

Bonnivard  fut  savant ;  ses  manuscrils,  qui  soot  dans  la 
bibliotheque  publique,  prouveni  qu'il  avait  bien  in  les 
auteurs  rlas»ique.s  la  tin-,  el  qu'il  avait  approfbudi  la 


tlieologie  et  I'histoire.  Ce  gnind  homme  aimaii  In  ; 
sciences,  et  il  croyait  qu'elles  poavaient  faire  la  gloirr 
de  Geneve ;  aussi  il  ne  nt-gligea  rien  pour  Irs  fixer  iUri« 
cette  ville  naissante ;  en  i55i  il'donna  sa  bibliotheqa« 
au  public ;  elle  fut  Ie  commeneemcnl  de  notre  bil»tio-  . 
tlieqne  publique;  el  ces  livres  sont  cu  partir  lr«  rar^a 
l>elles  editions  du  qainzidme  sieclc  qu'oii  voit  (Liiit 
notre  collection.  Eutin,  pendant  la  m^me  anoee.  <- 
l>on  }>atriote  institua  la  republique  son  Iw'ritWre.  j 
condition  qu'elle  emploterait  ses  bien<  ii  entretenir  W 
eoll^ge  dont  on  projetait  la  fondation. 

II  pnrait  que  Bonnivard  mounit  en  1570  ;  niaicon  nr 
peui  I'assurer,  parcefju  il  y  a  unc  lacune  dan«  ie   N?-  ' 
crologe  depuLs  Ie  moin  de  Juillet  ifiro  jusquVn  1571. 

Note  7.  Page  ao8,  line  3. 

In  ■  tinfla  Bithi. 

Ludovico  Sforza,  and  otliers. — The   same  is  aMertnl  . 
of  Marie  Antoinellr's,  the  wife  of  I.ouis  XVI.,  thougb  not 
in  quite  so  short  a  period.     Grief  is  said  to  luve  ibe  | 
same  effect :   to  such,  and  not  to  fear,  this  chaafe  in  | 
her%  was  to  be  attributed. 


Note  3.  Page  309,  line  81.  | 

FtoB  Ctiillon't  •■o«-whitr  bitileniral. 

The  (Chateau  dk  Chillon  \»  situated  Iiet'wren  CLirrm  ' 
and  \  illeneuve,  which  last  is  at  oi;e  extremity  of  iIm* 
Lake  of  (•eneva.     ()n  its  left  are  the  entrances  of  ih<*  ' 
Rhone,  and  oppooiie  are  the  heights  of  Meillerie  and  the  ; 
range  of  Alps  above  II6ven't  and  St  Gingo.  ' 

Near  it,    on  a  hill  behind,   is  a  torrent;    beloir  it,  ' 
washing  its  walls,  the  lake  has  been  fathomed  to  the  , 
depth  of  8no  feel   (French  measure);  within  it  are  .t 
ninge  of  dungeons,  in  which  the  early  reformers,  .ind  i 
subsecpieutly  prisoners  of  state,  were  confined.     Across 
one  of  the  \aults  is  a  beam  black  with  age,  on  which  > 
Me  were  informed  lliat  the  condemne<l  were  formerly 
exeeuled.  In  the  cells  are  seven  pillars,  or,  ralher,  eight.  ■ 
one  iK-iui;  half  merged  in  the  wall ;  in  some  of  tlie^  , 
are  rings  for  the  fetters  and  the  fetieretl ;   in  the  pavr- 
nienl  the  steps  of  Ronnivard  have  left  their  traces — be  i 
vkas  euntin<>d  here  «<'veral  year>.  j 

li  i'«  by  this  castle  that  Rousseau  has  fixed  the  cala- 
!>irophe  of  his  lleloise,  in  the  rescue  of  one  of  her  ehil-  1 
dren  bv  Julie  from  the  water :  the  shock  of  which, anil 
the  illness  produced  by  the  immersion,  is  the  eau>c  of  1 
her  (icalh.  | 

The  chateau  is  large,  and  seen  along  the  lake  for  a  ; 
graat  dihtance.     The  vails  are  white. 

Note  4-  l^ge  311,  line  (>S. 

•  And  ibru  tlirre  Va«  *  litll*  i«lr. 

Ri'twifu  tlii#rnlrances  of  the  Rhone  and  Villeneiive. 
not  fur  from  Ghillon,  is  a  very  small  island;  the  only 
one  I  could  perceive,  in  my  voyage  round  and  over  the 
lake,  within  its  circumference.  It  contains  a  few  trees 
^1  think  not  above  three),  and  from  itb  singleness  and 
diniinntivesize  lias  a  ]>eculiar  effect  upon  the  view. 

>Vhen  tUe  foregoing  |ioem  was  composed  I  was  not 
suflieiently  aware  of  the  history  of  Uounivani,  or  I 
should  ha\e  endeavoured  to  dignify  the  subject  by  an 
attempt  to  celebrate  lii.s  courage  and  his  virtues.  Some 
arei>unt  of  his  life  will  be  found  in  a  note  appended  ttt 
the  it  Sonuet  on  Chillon, m  with  which  I  have  b<*en  fur- 
nished by  the  kindness  of  a  citizen  of  that  repubhr. 
vtliieh  is  still  proud  of  the  memory  of  a  man  worthy  of 
the  be<t  age  of  ancient  frce<lom. 


Htppo ; 

A  VENETIAN  STOBV. 


liny  n'prnlunrr,  rn  Ihry  («>»  dnoul, 

mnrr  liiuli  ibcir  niik,  nr  luv  Ihtir  slalioii, 

1  liilillinii.  fiwIiDi;.  djurinn,  drinkmn,  niuikiBC, 


VI. 
Tlii-fnisI  iiiMinol  tlirCiniiinI,  irtucli,  helne 

IiiU'rvn-lrd.  iin|>lip>  ■  hrrwM  In  ll»lit> 
S>.  rall'd.  I«nu«-,  Ilii-  mint  ■ml  Uiing  atirwipe. 

Tlinweli  l.nt  Iber  lii«  nn  Eib  Ixilli  'ill  'iHi  fcnii. 
luinhy  itirT<»h'rLnu*illiM*uichBlHiD, 
iHin- tliiiii  I  cJii  ull,  alihungli  I  fur» 
1  ■<.-  ulu'  I  iiUvi  villi  friend*  at  paning. 
In  ilir  <iiii|;e-CDa<^h  iir  prifkt-i,  ju*i  m  iljrtiii^. 


r  niouuat  niglii  villi dutky  maiilli  catrr. 
riK-  skirs  ;jn'l  il»  mnn  <lu<kilT  ihr  Winr), 
r  lidH'  Inn  likrd  by  buibanl*  iIud  by  lorrn 
llrnins  aail  prmlFry  nin([i  aiiilr  bcr  fctlir; 
nl  (Jiirty  na  mtlrft^  EipEAc  harm^ 
llii;i;liiie  ailb  M  llir  t^lbntt  vim  brvl  bfr; 


Aiirl  ilm-  ibcy  bill  Urr*fU  la  ennui  tli*lirv 

To  Inc  fiir  forty  day-  iin  ill-dnnV<l  ti>lii-s 
llrrj>u<i-  iliey  lia«r  iiu  mm«  to  ilirir  'U'-*, 

AihI  viftjI  oaih.  (vbiHi  viwhl  nrn  miH  lb'  Hu') 
I'mni  IR»rllrr<  UTOhloDi'il  fmni  b  b<iy 


J I  llU'il 


All|«ipk»l1icirf9nrwi.hit, 
Sill  u:  om  in  tb>^  pinx  miy  qi 
llirRFnnuka  brol,  w  Frndiinl 


Aii.1  Iberi'Fnrr  liuillbly  I  viiiild  rmiiniii'-D.I 

Walk  nr  rirlf  111  <Ik  Snnil.iud  buy  in  gi 
[Or  if  orl  oul  iMfurrkiud  IlicH  iiuy  h'IuI 

By  Jiiv  mmuli-ki.  liiUi  to  JxuJ. 
Ki'lrbiip.  S«y.(:iiili-><niYMr.  and  llanry. 
I)r,  hi  ihirL(<rd:al«al*ill«Tllnicl>>ur>i 


Alllmnch  vm  >«'in-  il  iiiily  vn.  in  fun ; 
Tlinr  .1  h«iil  fxii  art  Ibc  .:imIs>hiI  Ujr  llw  Gm 


Aiuty>iii4l'RDau>aauiddani  Ronuini  dei. 
H(Dm'i|a.U«Ui«>»llQ^>l   ■odyoii. 


V. 
kr,  by  «jy  of  JmblM,  npr,  or  ciaak, 

>!illIaIruck|iliiH>Lan'. 

Id  i:r*i  Briuin. 


Thii  tra-bnm  ci 


in  my  M.«y. 
.IllH^relory. 


BTRON'S  WORKS. 


WIT  cupird  jTom  Ur  Gr*e 
■Is  by  TDixJdTitiniiiiick'd  ill 


(TlH^bfiitiirU 
Tlioy  Jook  .l»a  \ni 


re  by  (Jinrgiow, 


Xli, 


■•  loirKvii  10  my  nind  of  nil  [■»'  tbow  ; 
II  miy  ffrbapi  br  nl 


hI  llial 


tr  I  rJi 


tf  ponruii  of  hi' 


Lotv  in  full  lift  and  kngfli,  nul  la%c  ideal, 
>'o.  nur  idnl  brnuly.  ItuI  Rnc  lumr, 

Bui  wimrthingbcilM-jlill.so**^  ^ti1, 
"'lal  Ihp  tw»i  nvHlrl  mu<l  hiir  been  I 


XVIII. 

Tl^irjo,loa.yil[,l„.y„re,erjeJo») 

Hot  like  Ihal  >i>u{i  dr.il  sf  Oibciln's. 

Wbieh  •msllirr'-  .u.ii^-n  ia  1  bed  oF  filler, 
Bur  unnliirr.if  ih.~.p  mu.  h  .i.n.,- j..llv  felioai. 

lli<  he«d  Tor  ^ueli  ■  vife  >»  moclal  bodvn. 
Urn  tiket  HI  once  inathrr,  or  ■iHHhn'it. 


■ondula  T  For  fear 

i.rud«erii«iir>i 

d  boat  thai 


ilLligluly, 
,.-.1  hy  *-  rowrr..  «.<■■       ■■   ■ 
II  Bllde-  .Mkg  Ihe  ia<ei 
■I  likeacu{liBclB|itiD. 

XX. 

>d  ii|i  and  cIdvd  ibe  long  rauli  Utry  go. 


iilier,.  ' 


»>fl« 


1r  Ibrai 


Bui  io  my  ilory.— T  mi  uoie  yi 
llmiybellurfyi-fbrtyT  more  ui 

Tile  CurnitBl  »>  ai  in  heithi.  » 
Were  all  kindmf  buffoonery  a 


XT. 

I  uid  ibii  Kke  ■  pieiurc  by  Ciariinne 

!FKir[icabirlyxeDfn)in.abaleoiiy 

^Poebouly-.iininrliAiet  beu  ,n  off  afat)^ 
And.herr,  lulKke     heraiue  of  r.oldoni, 

Thty  f*tp  from  onl  the  blif^^r  o'er  Ihe  bar ; 


1  10  ay,  II 


«pily! 


Wl. 


■or  claocTi  begel  OB^-,  Viflrn  ugbi. 

^n;]!". -wi-kc^.  wihlib-vonk.    ml  vordsa  ieller, 
Vhl.-]i  iV,.:  «„  .log.  of  i«hi-btl-d  Herrurin.. 

Wbu  ,lo  .,..!,  ,l,ing.  becuK  [hey  knoo  no  bell. 

XVII. 

lialupenrr  dewribcd  llie  sn  Id  RHdeiiioM 
.^*  %enr  ftir,  bul  yi-l  .mf,p?cl  in  Fumr. 

Such  malliin  may  be  |VolAbly  thp  wime, 
^■cepl  Ihal  wuee  IhoH  Ibnes  «■•  never  knnwn  a 
lliiOMod  «lnm  mere  •utpidon  could  inflame 
Tn  luffoeate  a  wif^  no  more  iban  Iwralr. 


Brf  au«    utrir  Iwanl.  mw  muM  eogs^ 
A  |>en.nn  yti  by  iway«i,  or  bribra,  «r  lean, 

Tn  ninu,  driuie  by«peeel>,  or  write  im  p*(e, 
Ttie  iwriod  mrapt  |^w^i«e]y  by  tlial  word, — 
n'hicli  (urely  it  eiceedin^y  nbHird. 

xxni. 

Uura  ita>  blooming  Uill,  had  made  ibe  hen 

AndLuun'  bniv  afruvn  ImJ  nndy  beni; 
Indred  iheilione  all  imilc-.,  and  Kem'd  u  flnnrr 
Xinkind  wilh  lirr  black  eyri  for  lookine  al  bcr. 
XXIV, 

irreni  iF  •ioiilr  laAirt  play  ibefoiri, 

■eU-limnl  wedding  miiko ibe leindil  cool) 
11  know  bow  Ibey  r>er  an  (^  oier  il. 


BEPPO. 


!2K) 


XXV. 
Ilcr  IiiisImiuI  saiFd  upon  the  Atlriatir, 

And  iii.Klf  M>in#'  voyages,  too,  in  oilKr  *ca«. 
And  ia)ii>ii  lit'  lay  in  quaniutiiie  for  pratique 

I A  forty  d.iy^'  pre<>aution  '(*»iiKl  Uiw.ixe), 
lli<«  wife  mould  mount,  at  time^,  her  higlient  attic, 

Kor  tlirncr  s|ii>  could  discern  the  idiip  with  eaM!: 
He  >«.i!»  .1  luerrluiiit  trading  to  Aleppo, 
lli'«  name  CiuoepiH*,  call'd  nion*  brielly,  Reppo.' 

;  XXVI. 

lie  «;is  a  innn  a«  dusky  an  a  Spaui.trd, 
SiinhuniT  mith  travel,  yei  a  portly  li(;(ire; 
I    Tlini4;|i  colnur'd,  at  it  were,  'Vttliiu  a  tan-yard, 
111-  m:i%  .1  |iprM)ii  iKith  of  seuite  and  vi(;onr — 
A  liciier  M'unian  ne^er  yet  did  man  yard: 
I        And  she,  allhoii(;h  her  mvinen  nhowM  no  n(;our, 
;    \^'.iH  derm'd  a  woman  of  tlie  ntricteKt  principli^ 
[    Si  nmi-li  as  to  1h<  lliou(;lit  ahnost  invincible. 

XXVII. 

Rni  v\eral  yrar«  Hapvd  since  they  had  met; 

Sdiiie  prople  ihoufflit  the  ship  was  lost,  and  M>me 
Th.it  hr  hail  Noiiifhow  bluiider'd  into  debt. 

And  did  not  like  tiie  thou|^its  of  Mecring  home; 
And  ilii-rc  mi'n-  Kever.il  offer'd  anv  Ijct, 
]       ( *r  thai  he  wonld,  or  tliat  he  would  not  come, 
I    K(ir  most  men  (till  by  losing  render'd  Mjjer) 
I   ^Vil|  Unk  tlwir  own  opinion*  with  a  wa|;er. 

XXVIII. 
T  jo  «>.iid  that  titeir  last  partin(;  whs  pathetic, 
I        As  itniiinn*:  often  an>,  or  ou(;hi  to  l>e, 
.    And  ilirir  |Mn'5i'nliment  was  quite  proplietic 

Tli.u  thi  y  should  ne>er  more  each  other  see 
!    .'  \  son  tif  niorhid  fecliuf;,  half  poi'tir, 

Wjiicli  I  have  known  oreur  in  two  or  three), 
:    Wliiii  knnlni|;  on  the  sdiore  upon  her  nad  faire, 
III'  lift  this  Adriatic  Ariadne. 

XXIX. 

And  I.aiira  «uile<l  lon|>,  and  wept  a  htth>, 
I        And  ihou(;lil  of  wearing;  mcdN,  as  well  she  mi(;ht ; 
She  aluiust  lost  all  appetite  for  victual. 

And  couUi  not  sleep  miih  eas4>  alone  at  ni(;hi; 
Sill*  dniu tl  the  window-frames  and  shutters  brittle 

A(;ain<t  a  daiinp,  houM^breaker  or  sprite. 
And  >'0  shr  iliDUi'lit  it  priulent  to  coun<*ct  lier 
>Vitli  a  %  ice-husband,  chiefiyVo  protect  her. 

XXX. 

She  i  ho<4-,  'and  what  is  there  tliey  will  not  cliuse, 
If  only  yon  will  but  oppose  tlieir  choice?) 

Till  lieppo  hliould  n*tuni  from  his  lon(;  cruiM*, 
And  bid  once  more  her  faithful  heart  rejoice, 

A  man  some  monien  like,  and  vet  abuse — 
A  rni('<iinb  «as  he  by  the  public  voice: 

A  rount  of  wealth,  they  said,  as  well  as  quality, 

An<l  in  his  plrasures  of  Rrrat  liberality. 

X.XXI. 

And  llii'n  he  mas  a  count,  and  then  he  knew 

)Iu<ic  anil  danrint*,  liddlin);,  Kn>nrh,  aiul  Tuscan ; 

The  last  nut  isuy,  be  it  known  to  )0u, 
I        For  few  ltali.ins  speak  the  ri(;ht  Einu4:an. 
I    He  «»s  a  critic  upon  o|>eraH  too, 
i        And  kncm  .dl  niceties  of  the  sock  and  bu»kin; 

■ 

And  nil  Venetian  audieuce  could  endun*  a 
Song,  scene,  or  air,  when  he  cried  •«  ^eccaturu.p 


XXXII. 

His  «  brJTON  was  decisive,  for  tluit  sooikI 
llush'd  «  academicd  >i|;h'd  in  silrni  ave; 

Tlie  liddlent  trembled  as  he  look'd  aronod. 
For  fear  of  some  fllse  note's  detected  flaw- 

The  M  prima  donna'sn  tuneful  heart  would  bemud, 
Oreadini;  the  deep  damnation  of  his  tc  bah  Ih 

Soprano,  liavco,  even  Uie  conlra-allo, 

Wish'd  him  five  fathom  under  the  Hiallo. 

XXXIII. 

He  |ialroni?t>d  the  iniprov  visa  tori. 

Nay,  could  liinist'lf  exteniporiie  some  Atanzas, 
Wrote  rliy nil's,  %nnf,  songs,  could  also  tell  a  utory, 

Sold  pictures,  and  was  skilful  ih  tlie  dance  Os 
Italians  ran  U;  though  in  this  tlieir  glon' 

Must  surrly  yield  the  palm  to  that  which  France  lias; 
in  short,  he  was  a  perfect  ca\-aliem. 
And  to  his  very  valet  seem'd  a  hero. 

XXXIV. 

Tlivn  he  wa<i  faithfid  too,  as  well  as  amornu«; 

Si  that  no  sort  of  female  could  complain, 
Allliough  thfy're  iiom  aud  then  a  little  clamonNis, 

He  nevrr  put  the  pntty  souls  in  |>ain: 
His  heart  was  one  of  those  mhich  most  eiumour  ns. 

Wax  to  receive,  and  marble  to  retain. 
He  mas  a  lo\cr  of  the  good  old  school. 
Who  still  l>econM  more  eousiant  as  tliey  cool. 

XXXV. 

No  monder  such  acc0mpli»bments  ihould  turn 
.\  female  head,  however  ikige  aud  steady — 

With  scarce  a  hope  tliat  Ik'ppo  eould  return, 
111  lam  lie  mas  almost  as  good  as  dead,  he 

Nor  .sent,  nor  wn>te,  nor  shonr^d  tlio  least  concern, 
.\iid  she  had  waited  several  yr.irs  already; 

And  rrallv  if  a  man  won't  let  us  know 

That  hr  's  alive,  he's  demd^  or  should  ht*  so. 

XXXVI. 

Ik>sidi>s,  miihin  the  .\Ips,  to  e\erv  woman 
(Althongh,  (lod  kiioms,  it  is  a  griesous  sin), 

"T  Is.  I  mav  s;iy,  permitted  to  have  twn  men ; 
I  can  t  Irll  mho  lirsi  brought  the  custom  in. 

Hut  dCnalier  Serveiiic»ii  are  quite  common. 
And  no  one  noticcK,  nor  caren  a  pin; 

And  me  may  call  this  (not  to  siiv  tlie  morst^ 

A  svcond  marrLige  which  cornipt*  the^rsC. 

XXXVII. 

The  moni  mas  formerly  a  titlicisbeo,* 

iUit  (hflC  is  nom  gmmn  vulgar  and  indecent; 

Till*  Spaniards  call  the  penton  a  «  Cortejo^n^ 

For  the  same  nio<le  subsists  in  Spain,  though  recent: 

In  short  it  nfaches  from  tlie  l*o  to  Tein. 

And  mav  perhaps  at  last  he  o'er  the  sea  srnt. 

Rut  Heaven  prf'M>r\e  Old  Knglaiul  from  such  courscii! 

Or  wliat  bc<-(inies  of  damage  and  divorce*  f 

XXXVIII. 
Ilowe\iT,  I  still  think,  witli  all  due  deference 

To  the  fair  tiiiyie  |iart  of  the  creation. 
That  married  lailtes  shoiihl  preserve  tlie  prefRrence 

In  fete-ii-lele  or  general  conversation — 
And  this  I  say  miihout  pe<'iili<ir  refcrriice 

To  Fiiglaml,  France,  or  any  other  nation — 
Ri'causc  they  know  the  workl,  aiul  are  at  ea«e. 
And  being  natural,  lutumlhr  please. 


BYRON'S  .W4»*KS. 


Du(  slry  HnJ^vk-vjird  dl  tint  f  {Miiing  out, 

AU  ipg^If,  bluih^ — baLF  |wnae^  «nil  btf  pout  ^ 
Aod  glaUL-ine  at  Mamma.  For  fear  ihrrc  •  lurm  in 

Tlie-nunHj  illllliipi  du(  in  nil  ilitj  uiiir— 
lti?<iKlF«,  iLie;  alwayi  miiL-LI  of  Lirrul  HDcl  buiii-r- 


TliiiiUptniUUUVtrJjlKi.vluiilillfb 
clone  lo  rbe  Udf  u«  pan  of  Ant-.. 

JlcrvordtbevDlyWirtaicb  he  abcyi. 
Hi>  iiDD  iioeeuiT,  li  jou  nUy  gdM.; 

Coacli,  ^^^v;llll^,  goddoU,  be  ^oa  (o-call. 
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But  I  am  hnt  a  oamelett  tort  of  person 
(A  broktn  dandy  lately  on  my  traTcJa), 

And  take  for  rhyme,  to  hook  my  rambhnQ  terjc  on, 
The  6r8t  that  Walker's  Lexicon  unraveh, 

And  when  I  can't  fiidl  that,  T  put  a  worse  on. 
Not  caring  as  I  ou^t  for  critics'  cavils; 

I  *ve  half  a  mind  to  tumble  down  to  prose. 

But  verse  js  more  in  fashion— so  here  goes. 

LIII. 
Tlie  Count  and  Laura  made  their  new  arran^nnent, 

Wliicli  lasted,  as  arrangements  sometimes  do. 
For  half  a  dozen  years  witliout  estrangement ; 

Tlwy  had  their  little  differences  too; 
Those  jealous  whif^  which  never  any  change  meant : 

In  such  affaire  there  probably  are  few 
Wlio  luive  not  lud  this  pouting  sort  of  squabble, 
From  sinnen  of  high  station  to  the  rabble. 

LIV. 
But  on  the  whole  they  were  a  happy  pair. 

As  happy  as  unlawful  love  could  make  them; 
Thr  gpiitleinan  was  fond,  the  lady  fair, 

Tlieir  chains  so  slight,  't  was  not  worth  while  to  break 
them: 
Tlic  world  beheld  them  with  indulgent  air; 

The  pious  only  wi&h'd  « the  devil  take  them!» 
III*  took  them  not ;  he  very  often  waits. 
And  leaves  old  sinners  to  be  young  ones'  baits. 

LV. 

But  they  were  yonng:  O!  what  without  our  youth 
Would  love  be !  What  would  yontli  be  without  love 

Youth  lends  its  joy,  and  sweetness,  vigour,  truth. 
Heart,  soul,  and  all  tliat  seems  as  from  above; 

But,  languishing  with  years,  it  grows  uncouth — 
One  of  few  things  experience  don't  improve. 

Which  is,  perhaps,  the  reason  why  old  fellows 

Are  always  so  preposterously  jealous. 

LVI. 

It  was  the  Carnival,' as  f  have  said 

Some  six  and  thirty  stanzas  back,  and  so 

l^iiira  the  u^ual  preparations  made, 
Whieh  you  do  when  your  mind 's  made  up  to  go 

To-night  to  Mrs  Roehm's  masquerade. 
Spectator,  or  partaker  in  the  show; 

The  only  difference  known  between  the  cases 

\s — here^  we  liave  six  weeks  of  «  vamisli'd  faces.* 

LVIL 
Laura,  when  drest,  was  (as  I  sang  before) 

A  pretty  woman  as  was  ever  seen. 
Fresh  as  the  angel  o'er  a  new  inn-^oor. 

Or  fronti»pieee  of  a  new  magazine. 
With  all  the  fashions  which  the  last  month  wore, 

Colour'd,  and  silver  paper  leaved  between 
That  ^d  the  title-page,  for  fear  the  press 
Should  soil  with  parts  of  speech  tlie  parts  of  dress. 

Lvnr 

They  went  to  the  Ridotto;— 't  is  a  liall 

Where  people  dance,  and  sup,  and  dance  again : 

lis  proper  name,  perhaps,  were  a  mask'd  ball, 
Rut  that 's  of  no  importance  to  my  strain ; 

T  is  (on  a  smaller  sealed  like  our  Vauxhall, 
Exrepting  that  it  can't  be  spoilt  by  rain: 

The  eompany  is  m  mixt»  (the  phrase  I  quote  is, 

A^  much  as  .saying,  they  're  below  your  notice); 


UX. 


For  a  «  mixt  companyi»  implies,  that,  save 
Yourself  and  friends,  and  lialf  a  hundred  more. 

Whom  you  may  bow  to  without  looking  grave, 
Tlie  rest  are  but  a  vulgar  set,  the  bore 

Of  public  places,  where  they  Imsely  brave 
The  Ihishionable  stare  of  twenty  score 

Of  well-bred  persons,  called  tiiAe  world ;»  but  I, 

Although  I  know  them,  really  don't  know  why. 

LX. 

This  is  the  case  in  England ;  at  leau  was 

During  the  dynasty  of  dandies,  now 
Perchance  succeeded  by  some  other  class 

Of  imitated  imitators: — how 
Irreparably  soon  decline,  abs! 

Tlie  demagogues  of  fashion :  all  below 
Is  frail ;  how  easily  the  world  is  lost 
By  love,  or  war,  and  now  and  then  by  froat ! 

LXI. 
Cru^h'd  was  Napoleon  by  die  northern  Thor, 

Who  knock'd  his  army  down  with  icy  hammer, 
Stopp'd  by  the  elements,  like  a  whaler,  or 

A  bluudering  novice  in  his  new  French  grammar; 
Cood  caii<4e  had  he  to  doubt  the  chance  of  war, 

And  aK  for  fortune — but  I  dare  not  d — n  lier, 
Recause  were  f  to  ponder  to  infinity. 
The  more  I  should  believe  in  her  divinity. 

.  Lxn. 

ij^ie  rules  the  present,  past,  and  all  to  be  yet. 

She  gives  us  luck  in  lotteries,  love,  and  marriage ; 

[  cannot  say  that  she's  done  much  for  me  yet ; 
Not  that  I  mean  her  bounties  to  disparage, 

We  've  not  yet  closed  accounts,  and  we  shall  see  yet 
How  much  she'll  make  amends  for  past  miscarriage; 

Meantime  the  goddess  I  '11  no  more  importune, 

Unless  to  thank  lier  when  she 's  made  my  fortune. 

LXHI. 
To  turu,— and  to  return; — the  devil  take  it. 

This  story  slips  for  ever  through  my  fingers, 
Recause,  just  tL%  the  stanza  likes  to  make  it. 

It  needs  must  be— and  so  it  rather  lingers; 
Tliis  form  of  verse  began,  I  can 't  well  break  it. 

But  must  keep  time  ami  tune  Uke  public  singers; 
Rut  if  I  once  get  through  my  present  measure, 
I  '11  take  another  when  I  'm  next  at  leisure. 

LXIV. 

JThey  went  to  the  Ridotto— 'tis  a  pUce 
To  which  I  mean  to  go  mysdf  to>morrow. 

Just  to  divert  my  thoughts  a  little  space, 
Recause  1  *m  rather  hippish,  and  may  borrow 

Some  spirits,  guessing  at  what  kind  of  fsce 

May  lurk  beneath  each  mask,  and  as  my  sorrow 

Slackens  its  pace  sometimes,  I'll  make,  or  find 

Something  shall  leave  it  half  an  hour  behind. 

LX\. 

Now  I^aura  moves  along  the  joyous  crowd, 
Smiles  in  hpr  eyes,  and  simpers pn  lier  lips; 

To  some  she  whispers,  others  speaks  aloud : 
To  some  she  curtsies,  and  to  some  she  dipt. 

Complains  of  warmth,  and  this  complaint  avow'd, 
Hfr  lover  brings  the  lemonade, — she  sips; 

She  then  surveys,  condemns,  but  pitiea  still 

Her  dearest  friends  for  being  drcst  so  ill. 
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LXVI. 

One  hB%  false  curl»,  another  too  much  paint, 

A  third — where  did  she  buy  tliat  fright^l  turiMin  ? 

A  fourth '%  M>  pale  nhe  feant  she 's  going  to  faint, 
A  fifth's  look '%  mlgar,  dowdyish,  aid)  suburban, 

A  sixtli's  white  silk  has  got  a  yellow  taint, 

A  seventh's  thin  muMin  surely  will  be  her  bane, 

And  lo !  an  eight  appears, — «  I  '11  see  no  more !» 

For  fear,  like  Ranqno's  kings,  they  reach  a  score. 

LXVII. 
Meantime,  while  she  was  thus  at  others  gazing, 

Others  «ere  levelling  their  looks  at  her; 
She  heard  the  men's  h.nlf-whisper'd  mode  of  praising, 

And,  till  'twas  done,  determined  not  to  stir; 
Tlie  women  only  thought  it  quite  amazing 

That  at  her  time  of  life  so  many  were 
Admirers  still, — hut  men  are  so  debased. 
Those  brazen  erentures  always  suit  their  taste. 

I.XVIII. 
For  my  pirt,  now,  I  ne'er  could  imderstand 

Why  naughty  women but  I  won't  diseii^s 

A  thing  which  is  a  scand:il  to  the  land, 

I  only  don't  sec  why  it  should  1m*  thus ; 
And  if  I  were  hut  in  a  gown  and  iKind, 

Just  to  entitle  me  to  make  a  fuss, 
I  'd  preach  on  this  till  Wilberfbrce  and  Romiily 
Should  quote  in  their  next  speeches  from  my  homily. 

LXIX. 
While  Laura  thus  wns  seen  and  seeing,  smiling, 

Talking,  she  knew  not  «hy  and  eared  not  what. 
So  that  her  female  friends,  with  envy  broiling. 

Beheld  her  airs  and  triumph,  and  all  that; 
And  well-drest  males  still  kept  bx^fore  her  filing. 

And  passing  bow'd  and  mingled  with  her  chat; 
More  than  the  rest  one  person  seem'd  to  stare 
With  pertinacity  that  *«  ratlier  rare. 

LXX. 

lie  was  a  Turk,  the  colour  of  mahogany ; 

And  Laura  saw  him,  and  at  first  was  glad. 
Because  the  Turks  so  much  admire  philogyny, 

Although  their  usage  of  their  wives  is  sad ; 
T  is  said  they  use  no  better  than  a  dog  any 
-  Poor  woman,  whom  they  purchase  like  a  pad : 
They  have  a  number,  though  tliey  ne'er  exhibit  'em. 
Four  wives  by  law,  an<l  coucnbines  a  ad  libitum.* 

I.XXL 
Tliey  lock  them  up,  and  veil,  and  guard  them  daily,    -] 

They  scarcely  can  behohl  their  male  relations. 
So  that  their  moments  do  not  pass  so  gaily 

As  is  supposed  the  case  with  northern  luiious; 
Confinement,  too,  must  make  them  look  quite  palely; 

And  as  the  Tivks  abhor  long  conversations. 
Their  days  are  either  past  in  doing  nothing. 
Or  bathing,  nursing,  makiug  love,  and  clothing. 

LXXII. 

They  eaimot  read,  and  so  don't  lisp  in  criticism ; 

Nor  write,  and  so  they  don't  affect  the  muse ; 
Were  never  caught  in  epigram  or  witticism. 

Have  no  romances,  sermons,  plays,  reviews, — 
In  harams  learning  soon  would  make  a  pretty  schism 

But  luckily  these  l>eaaties  are  no  «  blues, » 
No  bustling  Botherbys  liavc  they  to  show  'em 
«  That  charming  passage  in  the  last  new  poem.i* 


LXXRL 
No  solemn,  antique  gentleman  of  thjme^ 

Who  having  angled  all  his  life  fcH* 
And  getting  but  a  nibble  at  a  time. 

Still  fussily  keeps  fishing  on,  the 
Small  w  Triton  of  the  minnows,*  Ae  iabliinf 

Of  mediocrity,  the  furious  tame. 
The  echo's  echo,  usher  of  the  school 
Of  female  wits,  boy-bards— in  short,  a  fool ! 

LXXIV. 

A  stalking  oracle  of  awful  phrase, 

Tlie  approving  «  Good!*  (by  no  means  oood  ui  law) 
Humming  like  Hies  aronnd  the  newest  blase. 

The  bluest  of  bluebottles  you  e'er  saw, 
Teasing  with  blartie,  excruciating  with  praise. 

Gorging  the  little  fame  lie  gets  all  raw, 
Traasla ling  tongues  he  knows  not  even  by  letter. 
And  sweating  plays  so  middling,  bad  were  better. 

LXXV. 

One  hates  un  author,  that 's  all  author^  fellows 
In  foolscip  uniforms  tum'd  up  with  ink. 

So  very  anxious,  clever,  fine,  and  jealous. 

One  don't  know  what  to  say  to  them,  or  think, 

Tnless  to  puff  tliem  with  a  pair  of  bellows; 
Of  coxcombry's  wont  coxcombs  e'en  the  pink 

Arc  preferable  to  these  shreds  of  paper, 

TlicNC  imquench'd  snuffings  of  the  midnigkt  taper. 

LXXVI. 
||Of  these  same  we  see  several,  and  of  others 

.Men  of  tlie  world,  who  know  the  world  like  men, 
S— ti,  R— s,  M — re,  and  all  the  better  brotUers, 

Who  think  of  something  else  besides  the  pen; 
But  for  the  children  of  the  «  mighty  mother*a,it 

The  would-be  wits  and  cant-be  gentlemen, 
I  l<^ave  tliem  to  their  daily  •«  tea  is  ready,* 
Snug  coterie,  and  literary  lady. 

LXXVII. 
The  poor  dear  Mussulwomen  whom  I  mention 

Have  none  of  these  instructive  pleasant  people; 
And  one  would  seem  to  them  a  new  invention. 

Unknown  as  bells  within  a  Turkish  steeple ; 
I  think  'twould  almost  be  worth  while  to  pension 

(Though  best-sown  projccu  very  often  reap  ill) 
A  missionary  author,  just  to  preach 
Our  Christian  usage  of  the  parts  of  speech. 

LXXVIII. 

No  chemistry  for  them  unfolds  her  gaases. 
No  metaphysics  are  let  loose  in  lectures. 

No  circulating  library  amasses 

Religious  novels,  moral  tales,  and  strietums 

Upon  the  living  manners  as  they  pass  us; 
No  exhibition  glares  ^ith  annual  pictures; 

Tliey  stare  not  on  the  stars  from  out  their  attie% 

Nor  deal  (thank  God  for  that !)  in  mathematics. 

LXXIX. 

Why  I  thank  God  for  that  is  no  great  matter, 
I  have  my  reasons,  you  no  doubt  suppose. 

And  as,  perhaps,  they  would  not  highly  flatter, 
I  11  kcpp  them  for  my  life  (to  come)  in  prose ; 

I  fear  I  ha\e  a  little  turn  for  satire. 

And  yet  methinks  the  older  that  one  grows 

Inclines  us  more  lo  laugh  than  scold,  though  Uughter 

Ixraves  us  so  doubly  serious  shortly  after. 
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\JiXX. 

l)h,  mirth  and  innocence!  Oli,  milk  and  water ! 

Ye  liappy  miilures  of  more  happy  day*! 
In  these  sad  ceuturiei  of  un  and  &]aughler, 

Ahoaiioalile  uian  no  more  allays 
His  thirst  with  xuch  pore  bevera^je.     No  matter, 

1  love  ynu  lM>tli,  and  both  tliall  have  my  praise: 
(Hi,  for  old  Saturn's  reign  of  Mi(;ur«andy ! — 
Mc.iiitiine  I  drink  to  your  return  in  brandy. 

LXXXI. 

Our  I^ura\  Turk  still  kept  his  eyes  upon  her. 
Less  indihe  Musiulman  than  (Ilinstian  may, 

Wliich  M'fiiis  to  .-^ay, «  )ladam,  I  do  you  lionour. 
And  while  I  please  to  stare,  you'll  pleahc  to  stay  ;# 

Could  siarinj;  win  a  woman  this  had  won  her, 
itnt  Lnira  could  not  thus  be  led  astray. 

She  had  sttHxl  tire  too  lon(;  and  well  to  boggle 

£%eu  at  this  strangers  most  outlandish  ogle. 

LXXXU. 

The  morning  now  was  on  tlio  point  of  breaking, 
A  turn  of  time  at  which  I  would  ad\i<c 

Ladies  who  h.ive  been  dancing,  or  partaking 
In  any  other  kind  of  exercise, 

To  make  their  preparations  for  forsaking 
The  hall-room  ere  the  sun  begins  to  rise, 

Recuu-^e  when  once  the  lanifM  and  candles  fail. 

His  blushes  make  tliem  look  •  little  pale. 

Lxxxni. 

1  've  seen  some  balls  and  revels  in  my  time. 
And  sLnid  them  over  for  some  silly  reason 

And  then  I  look'd  (I  hope  it  was  no  crime). 
To  see  wliat  lady  best  stood  out  the  season ; 

And  thougli  !  've  seeu  some  thouMinds  in  their  prime, 
I<ovely  and  pleasing,  and  who  still  may  please  on, 

I  never  saw  but  one  (the  stars  withdrawn), 

Whose  bloom  could  after  dancing  dare  the  dawn. 

LXXXIV. 
The  name  of  this  Aurora  I  'II  not  mention. 

Although  I  miglit,  for  she  was  nought  to  me 
More  tlian  that  patent  work  of  God's  invention, 

A  charming  woman,  whom  we  like  to  see; 
but  writing  names  would  merit  reprehension. 

Yet,  if  you  like  to  find  out  this  ^ir  site,  j 

At  the  next  London  or  Pari.sian  ball 
You  still  may  mark  her  cheek,  out-blooming  all. 

LXXXV. 

I^aura,  who  knew  it  would  not  do  at  all 

To  meet  the  day-light  after  levcn  hours'  siitiug 

Among  three  thousand  people  at  a  ball. 

To  make  her  curtsy  tliMight  it  right  and  fitting; 

The  count  was  at  her  elbow  wi^i  her  sliawl. 

And  they  the  room  were  on  (he  point  of  quitting. 

When  lo !  (hose  cursed  gondoliers  hinl  got 

Ju^t  in  the  very  place  wliere  they  thouU  not, 

LXXXYI. 

In  (his  they  're  like  our  coachmen,  and  the  cause 
Is  much  tlie  same — the  crovtd,  and  pulling,  hauling, 

Widi  blasphcm'ies  enough  to  break  their  jaws, 
They  make  a  never-intermitted  bawling. 

At  home,  our  Uow-strect  gemmen  keep  tlic  laws. 
And  here  a  sentry  ftands  within  your  calling; 

Hut,  for  all  tliat,  there  is  a  deal  of  swearing. 

And  nauseous  words  p«st  mentionmg  or  bearing. 


LXXXYII. 

The  count  and  I^uni  found  their  boat  at  last. 
And  homeward  Honied  o'er  tlie  silent  tide. 

Discussing  all  the  dances  gone  and  past; 
The  dancers  and  tlieir  dresses,  too,  beside ; 

Some  little  scandals  eke  :  but  all  aghast 
(.\s  to  their  pahee  stairs  the  rowers  glide), 

S:ite  luiura  by  the  side  of  her  adorer. 

When  lo!  (he  .Mussulman  was  there  before  her. 

LXXXV  III. 

•'Sir,»  said  (he  rount,  vtitli  brow  exceeding  grave, 
u  Your  unexpec(ed  pn'sence  here  will  make 

I(  necessary  for  myself  lo  crave 

Its  inipord  nu(  perhaps  't  is  a  mistake; 

I  hope  it  is  so;  and  at  once  to  «ave 

.\11  compUnieu(,  I  ho{>e  so  for ^our  sake; 

You  uudcrs(and  my  meaning,  or  you  ihmU.» 

X  Sir,>*  (i|uo(h  tlie  Turk)  « 't  is  no  mistake  at  all. 

LXXXI  X. 

That  lady  is  my  wife .'»  Much  wonder  paints 
The  lady's  changing  clieek,  as  well  it  might; 

hut  where  an  Englishwoman  sometimes  faints, 
Italian  females  don't  do  so  outright; 

They  only  call  a  little  on  their  saints, 

.\iid  then  come  to  themselves,  almost  or  quite ; 

Which  saves  much  hartsliom,  salts,  and  sprinkling  faces, 

And  cu((ing  stays,  as  usual  in  such  cases. 

XC. 
She  said, — what  could  she  say?  Why,  not  a  word  : 

Itnt  (he  eoun(  courteously  invited  in 
The  stranger,  much  appeased  by  what  he  beard  : 

M  Such  iliings  perhaps  we  'd  best  discuas  wilhin,» 
Said  he ;  «  don't  let  ns  make  ourselves  absurd 

In  public,  by  a  scene,  nor  raise  a  din. 
For  (hen  (he  chief  and  only  satisfaction 
Will  be  mnch  quimng  on  the  whole  transaction. » 

XCI. 
They  enlcr'd,  and  for  coffee  call'd, — it  came, 

A  beverage  for  Turks  and  Christians  both, 
Ahhough  (he  way  (hey  make  i(  '*  not  the  same. 

Now  Liiura,  much  recover'd,  or  less  loth 
JTo  speak,  cries  m  Iteppo!  vi  hat's  your  pagan  name? 

UlesM  nie !  your  beard  is  of  amazing  growth ! 
And  how  came  you  to  keep  away  so  long? 
Are  you  not  sensible  't  was  very  wrong  ? 

xai. 

«  A;id  arc  you  really,  truly,  now  a  Turk .' 

With  any  other  women  did  yon  wivef 
Is 't  true  they  use  their  fingers  for  a  fork? 

Well,  that  'a  the  pretties!  alia wl— as  I  'in  alive  ! 
You'U  give  it  me  7  They  say  you  cat  no  pork. 

And  how  so  many  years  did  yon  contrive 
To — Blefs  me! did  1  ever?  No,  I  never 
Saw  a  man  grown  so  yellow  !  How  's  your  liver? 

XGIII. 
u  Deppo!  tliat  beard  of  yours  becomes  you  not; 

It  sliall  be  shaved  before  you're  a  day  older: 
Why  do  you  wear  it?  Oh!  I  bad  forgot— 

l*ray  don't  you  think  the  weather  here  is  colder  t 
How  do  I  look?  You  iha*n't%ir  from  this  spot 

In  that  queer  dress,  for  fi-ar  that  some  beholder 
Should  find  you  out,  and  make  tlie  aCory  known. 
How  short  yonr  hair  is!  Lord!  bow  gray  it  'a  grown '.»      I 
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What  answer  Beppo  made  to  these  demands. 
Is  more  than  I  know.     He  was  cast  away 

About  where  Troy  stood  once,  and  nothing  stands; 
Became  a  slave,  of  course,  and  for  his  pay 

Had  bread  and  bastinadoes,  till  some  bands 
Of  pirates  landing  in  a  neighbouring  bay. 

He  join'd  the  rogues  and  prosper'd,  and  became 

A  renegado  of  indifferent  fame. 

XCV. 
But  he  grew  rich,  and  with  his  riches  grew  so 

Keen  the  desire  to  see  his  home  again. 
He  thought  himself  in  duly  bound  to  do  so. 

And  not  be  always  thieving  on  the  main ; 
Lonely  he  felt,  at  times,  as  Robin  Crusoe : 

And  so  he  hired  a  vessel  come  from  Spain, 
Bound  for  Corfu ;  she  was  a  fine  polacca, 
Mann'd  with  twelve  hands,  and  laden  with  tobacco. 

XCVI. 
Himself,  and  much  (Heaven  knows  how  gotten)  cash, 

He  then  embark'd,  with  risk  of  liiie  and  limb. 
And  got  clear  off,  although  the  attempt  was  rash; 

He  said  that  Prowid^nce  protected  him — 
For  my  part,  1  say  nothing,  leat  we  clash 

In  our  opinions: — well,  the  ship  was  trim. 
Set  sail,  and  kept  her  reckoning  fairly  on. 
Except  three  days  of  calm  when  off  Cape  Bonn. 

XCVII. 
They  reach'd  the  island,  he  transfcrr'd  his  lading. 

And  self  and  live-stock,  to  another  bottom. 
And  pass'd  for  a  true  Turkey-merchant,  trading 

With  goods  of  various  names,  but  I  've  forgot  'em. 
However,  he  got  off  by  this  evading. 

Or  else  the  people  would  perhaps  have  shot  him; 
And  thus  at  Venice  bnded  to  reclaim 
His  wife,  religion,  house,  and  Christian  name. 


xcvni. 

His  wife  i«ceived,  the  patriarch  re-bapCiaed  him 
(He  made  the  church  a  present  by  the  way); 

He  then  threw  off  the  garments  which  disguised  him, 
And  borrowed  the  eount's  small-clothes  for  a  day; 

His  friends  the  more  for  his  long  absence  priied  him. 
Finding  he  'd  wherewithal  to  make  them  gay, 

Witli  dinners,  where  he  oft  became  the  laugh  of  then, 

For  stories,— but  /  don't  believe  the  half  of  them. 

XGIX. 
Whate'er  his  youth  had  suffer'd,  his  old  age 

With  wealth  and  talking  made  him  some  agicnds; 
Though  Laura  sometimes  put  him  in  a  rage, 

Fve  heard  the  count  and  he  were  always  friends. 
My  pen  is  at  the  bottom  of  a  page. 

Which  being  finish'd,  here  the  story  eada; 
T  is  to  be  wish'd  it  had  been  sooner  done. 
But  stories  somehow  lengthen  when  began. 


NOTES. 

Note  I .  Stanxa  nv,  line  8. 

Lik«  ib«  Imi  PUiad  •••■  ae  aort  betew. 
•  Qaa  Mplem  HA  Mtt  umcs  «•••  Mlnrt.*— €>n». 

Note  a.  Stansa  xxv,  line  8. 

Hi*  Bant  Giaaqip*.  calTd  «or«  brtciy,  B«pp«. 

Beppo  is  tffe  /oe  of  the  Italian  Jo$€j^ 

Note  3.  Stama  zzzvii,  line  3. 

Tlic  SpaaUrda  call  the  paraoa  a  -  Ca«uj«.* 

t(Cortejo»  is  pronounced  «Cortelu>,»  with  an  as- 
pirate, according  to  the  Arabesque  guttnraL  It  means 
what  there  is  as  yet  no  precise  name  for  in  England, 
though  the  practice  is  as  common  as  in  any  tramontane 
country  whatever. 

Note  4.  Stanza  xlvi,  line  3. 

Rapbaal.  who  died  ia  thy  caibrac*.  aad  vica. 

For  the  received  accounu  of  the  cauae  of  RapbaeTs 
death,  see  his  Lives. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


vCklui  qui  remplissait  alors  cette  place  ^toit  un 
gentilhomme  Polonais,  nomm^  Maseppa,  n^  dans  le 
palatinat  de  Padolie;  il  avait  M  i\eyi  page  de  Jean 
Casimir,  el  avait  pris  a  sa  V>ar  quelque  teinture  des 
belles-lettres.  Une  intrigue  quil  eut  dans  sa  jeunesse 
avec  la  femme  dun  gentilhomme  Polonais,  ayant  ete 
d^uverte,  le  mari  le  fit  lier  tout  nu  sor  un  cheval 
farouche,  et  le  laissa  aller  en  cet  ^tat.  Le  cheval,  qui 
^tait  du  pays  de  I'DkrauM,  y  retouma,  et  y  porta  Ma- 
seppa, demi-mort  de  fatigue  et  de  faim.  Quelques 
paysaan  le  secoururent :  il  resta  long  temps  parmi  eux, 
et  se  signala  dans  plusieurs  courses  centre  les  Tartares. 
La  sup<^riorit6  dc  scs  luinieres  lui  donna  une  grande 
consideration  parmi  les  cXaques:  sa  reputation  s'aug- 
mentant  dc  jour  cu  jour,  obligca  Ic  Csar  a  le  hire 
Prince  de  I'Ukraiiic.n 

VoLTAiEE,  Hiskdre  de  Charles  Xii.  p.  196. 


«  Le  roi  fuyant  et  pour&uivi  eut  son  citeval  tue  m>us 
lui ;  le  Colonel  Gieta,  blesse,  et  perdant  tout  son  sang, 
lui  donna  ic  sicn.  Ainsi  on  remit  deux  fois  k  cheval, 
dans  la  fuitc,  ce  conqu^rant  qui  n'avait  pu  y  monter 
pendant  la  bataille.a 

VoLTAiEB,  Histoire  de  CharUs  XIL  p.  at 6. 

«  Le  roi  alia  par  un  autre  chemin  avec  qoelques  ca- 
valiers. Le  carrosse  o^  il  ^tait  rompit  dans  la  marche; 
on  le  remit  k  cheval.  Pour  comble  de  disgrace,  il 
s'^gnra  pendant  la  nuit  dans  un  hois ;  li,  son  couragr 
ne  pouvant  plus  suppleer  a  ses  forces  ^uis^  les  do«- 
leurs  dc  w  blessure  devenues  plus  insupportables  par 
la  fatigue,  son  cheval  itant  tomb^  de  lassitude,  il  sc 
coucha  quelques  heures,  au  pied  dun  arbre,  en  danger 
d'etre  surpris  h  tout  moment  par  les  vainqueurs  qui  le 
cUerchaienl  de  tons  c6ic8.» 

YoLTAiiB,  Histoire  de  CharUs  XJi.  p.  218. 
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I. 

T  WAS  after  dread  Pultowa's  day, 

When  fortuiMiefi  the  royal  Swede, 
Around  a  alaughter  d  army  lay. 

No  more  to  combat  and  to  bleed. 
The  power  and  ^ory  of  the  war, 

Faithles<  ax  their  vain  votaries,  men. 
Had  pass'd  to  the  trimpliant  Czar, 

And  Moscow's  walb  were  itafe  again. 
Until  a  day  more  dark  and  drear. 
And  a  more  memorable  year, 
Should  give  to  slaughter  and  to  shame 
A  mightier  host  and  liauglitier  name; 
A  greater  wreck,  a  deeper  foU, 
A  shock  to  one — a  thunderbolt  to  all. 

II. 

Such  was  the  hazard  of  the  die; 

The  wounded  Charles  was  taught  to  fly 

By  day  and  uight  through  field  and  flood, 

Slain'd  with  his  own  and  subjects'  blood ; 

For  thousands  Ml  that  flight  to  aid : 

Aa^  not  a  voice  was  heard  to  upbraid 

Ambition  in  his  humbled  hour. 

When  truth  had  nought  to  dread  from  power. 

His  horse  was  slain^  and  Gieta  gave 

His  own — and  died  the  Russians'  slave. 

This  too  sinks  after  many  a  league 

Of  well-sustain  d,  but  vain  fitigne ; 

And  in  the  depth  of  forests,  darkling 

The  watch-fires  in  the  distance  sparkling — 

The  beacons  of  surrounding  foes — 
A  king  must  lay  his  Umbs  at  length. 

Are  these  the  laure|s  and  repose 
For  which  the  nations  strain  their  strength? 
They  laid  him  by  lavage  tree. 
In  out-worn  natufW agony; 
His  wounds  were  stiff — his  limbs  were  stark — 
The  heavy  hour  was  chill  and  dark ; 
The  fever  in  his  blood  forbade 
A  transient  slumber's  fitful  aid : 
And  thus  it  was ;  but  yet  through  all. 
King-like  the  monarch  bore  his  fidl. 
And  made,  in  this  extreme  of  ill, 
His  paugs  (he  vassals  of  his  will; 
All  silent  and  subdncd  were  they, 
As  once  the  nations  roimd  him  lay. 

HI. 
A  band  of  chiefs ! — alas !  bow  few. 

Since  but  the  fleeting  of  a  day 
Had  thinn'd  it;  but  this  wreck  was  tmt 

And  chivalrous;  upon  the  clay 
Each  sate  him  down,  all  sad  and  mute. 

Beside  his  monarch  and  his  steed. 
For  danger  levels  man  and  brute. 

And  all  are  fellows  in  their  need. 
Among  the  rest,  Mazeppa  made 
His  pillow  in  an  old  oak's  shade — 
Himself  as  rough,  and  scarce  less  old, 
The  Ukraine's  hetman,  calm  and  bold; 


But  first,  outspent  with  this  long  «««.^, 
The  Cossack  prince  rubb'd  down  his  Iwnt, 
And  nude  for  him  a  leafy  bed. 
And  smooih'd  his  fetlocks  and  his  mane. 
And  slack'd  his  girth,  and  stripp'd  bis  vetn, 
Andjoy'd  to  see  how  well  he  fed; 
For  until  now  he  had  tlie  dread 
His  wearied  courser  might  refuse 
To  browze  beneath  the  midnight  dews: 
But  he  was  hardy  as  his  lord. 
And  little  cared  for  bed  and  board ; 
But  spirited  and  docile  too, 
Wliatc'cr  was  to  he  done,  would  do ; 
Shaggy  anil  swift,  and  strong  of  limb. 
All  Tartar-like  he  carried  him ;  * 

Obey'd  his  voice,  and  came  to  call. 
And  knew  him  in  tlie  midst  of  all : 
Though  thousands  were  around, — and  nighty 
Without  a  star,  ptUYued  Iter  flight, — 
That  steed  from  simset  until  dawn 
His  chief  woidd  follow  like  a  fawn. 

IV. 
This  done,  Mazeppa  spread  his  cloak, 
And  laiil  his  lance  beneath  his  oak. 
Felt  if  his  arms  in  order  good 
Tlie  long  day's  march  had  well  withstood — 
If  8till  the  powder  filTd  the  pan. 

And  flints,  unloosen'd  kept  their  lock — 
His  sabre's  hilt  and  scabbard  felt. 
And  wliether  they  had  chafed  his  belt — 
Apd  next  the  venerable  man, 
From  out  his  haversack  and  can, 

Prepared  and  spread  his  slender  stock ; 
And  to  the  monarch  and  his  men 
The  whole  or  portion  offer  d  then, 
With  far  less  of  inquietude 
Than  courtiers  at  a  banquet  would. 
And  Charles  of  this  his  slender  share 
Witli  smiles  partook  a  moment  there, 
To  force  of  cheer  a  greater  show. 
And  seem  above  both  wounds  and  woe ; — 
And  then  he  said — «  Of  all  our  band, 
Tliougli  firm  of  heart  and  strong  of  hand. 
In  skirmish,  march,  or  forage,  none 
Can  less  have  said,  or  more  have  done, 
Than  thee,  Mazeppa  I  On  the  earth 
So  fit  a  pair  had  never  birth. 
Since  Alexander's  days  till  now. 
As  thy  Bucephalus  and  thou  : 
All  Scytbia's  fame  to  thine  shoold  yield 
For  pricking  on  o'er  flood  and  fiekLi* 
Mazeppa  answer'd^^  111  betide 
The  school  wherein  I  leam'd  to  ride!* 
Quoth  Charles— «  Old  hetman,  wherefore  so, 
Since  thou  hast  leam'd  the  art  so  well?* 
Mazeppa  said — «T  were  long  to  tell ; 
And  we  liave  many  a  league  to  go 
With  every  now  and  then  a  blow, 
And  ten  tMpe  at  least  the  foe. 
Before  oui^leeds  may  grase  at  ease 
Beyond  the  swift  Borysthenes: 
And,  sire,  your  limbs  have  need  of  rest. 

And  I  will  be  the  sentinel 
Of  this  your  troop.* — «  But  I  request,* 
Said  Sweden's  monarch,  « thon  wilt  tell 
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ThiH  tale  of  thine,  aiui  I  may  reap 
Perchance  from  this  the  boon  of  sleep; 
For  at  tlm  moment  from  my  eyes 
The  hope  of  present  slumber  flies.* 

•  Well,  sire,  with  such  a  hope,  I  'U  track 
My  seventy  years  of  memory  back  :  * 

I  think 't  was  in  my  twentieth  spring,— 
Ay,  't  was,— when  Casimir  was  kmg— 
John  Casimir,— I  was  his  page 
Six  summers  in  my  earlier  age ; 
A  Icameil  monarch,  faith  1  was  he. 
And  most  unlike  your  majesty : 
He  made  no  wars,  and  did  not  gain 
New  rpalms  to  lose  tlicra  hack  again ; 
And  (save  debates  in  Warsaw's  diet) 
He  reign'd  iu  most  unseemly  quiet ; 
Not  tliat  lie  liad  no  cares  to  vex. 
He  loved  the  muses  and  the  sex ; 
And  sometimes  these  so  froward  are, 
They  made  him  wish  himself  at  war; 
but  soon  iiis  wrath  being  oVr,  he  took 
Another  mistress,  or  new  book : 
And  then  he  gave  prodigious  fites— 
All  Warsaw  gather'd  round  his  gates 
To  gaze  upon  his  splendid  court, 
And  dames,  and  chiefs,  of  princely  port : 
He  was  the  Polish  Solomon, 
So  sung  his  poeU,  all  but  one, 
Who,  being  unpension  d,  made  a  satire, 
And  boasted  that  he  could  not  flatter. 
It  was  a  court  of  jousts  and  mimes, 
Where  every  coiu-tier  tried  at  rliymes ; 
Eveu  I  for  once  produced  some  verses. 
And  signd  my  odes.  Despairing  Tliirsis. 
There  was  a  certain  Palatine, 
A  count  of  far  and  high  descent, 
Kich  as  a  salt  or  silver  mine  ;' 
And  he  was  proud,  ye  may  divine, 

As  if  from  heaven  he  had  been  sent: 
He  had  such  wealth  in  blood  and  ore. 

As  few  could  match  beneath  the  throne; 
And  lie  would  gaie  upon  his  store, 
And  o'er  his  pedigree  would  pore, 
Until  by  some  confusion  led, 
Which  almost  look'd  like  want  of  head. 

He  thought  their  meriu  were  his  own. 
His  wife  was  not  of  his  opinion— 
His  jmiior  sha  by  thirty  years- 
Grew  daily  tired  of  his  dominion;  /-^w^'  %^^\ 
And,  after  wishes,  hopes,  and  fears,    ;J;'  '^*^;.^  >  ;. 
To  virtue  a  few  farewell  tears,             \     ^'"'•;  f^  .|  * 
A  restless  dream  or  two,  some  glances  • '.' ,  t 
At  Warsaw's  youth,  some  songs,  and  daDce&  ^. 
Awaited  but  the  usual  chances, 
Those  happy  accidenu  which  render 
The  coldest  dames  so  very  tender. 
To  deck  her  count  with  titles  given, 
T  is  said,  as  passports  into  heaven; 
But,  strange  to  say,  they  rarely  bo||^ 
Of  tliese  who  liave  deserved  tlieoMlPBt. 

V. 
«  I  was  a  goodly  stripling  then ; 
At  seventy  years  I  so  may  say, 

•  ThU  compahtoa  of  •  ■  mA  ■»!••  •  may  iMrhapt  be  fimiMi  tt  ■ 
i'olc,  M  ibe  «wkb  rf  ib«  cooauy  cMtitM  |r«Uj  ia  ib«  wh  aUct. 
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That  there  were  few,  or  boys  or  men. 
Who,  in  my  dawning  time  of  day. 
Of  vassal  or  of  knight's  degree, 
Gould  vie  in  vanities  with  me ; 
For  I  had  strength,  youth,  gaiety, 
A  port  not  like  to  this  ye  see. 
But  smooth,  as  all  is  nigged  now ; 

For  time,  and  care,  and  w«r,  have  ploagh'd 
My  very  soul  from  out  my  brow ;  •  * 
And  thus  I  should  be  disavowed     * 
By  all  my  kind  and  kin,  cooia  they 
Gompare  my  day  and  yesterday; 
This  change  was  wrouglit,  to<v  long  ere  a«e 
Had  ta*en  my  features  for  his  page : 
With  years,  ye  know,  have  not  declined 
My  strength,  my  courage,  or  my  mind^ 
Or  at  this  hour  I  should  not  be 
Telling  old  tales  beneath  a  tree. 
With  starless  skies  my  canopy. 

But  let  me  on :  Theresa's  form — 
Methinks  it  glides  before  me  now. 
Between  me  and  yon  chesnut's  hough. 
The  memory  is  so  quick  and  warm ; 
And  yet  I  6nd  no  words  to  tell 
The  shape  of  her  I  loved  so  well : 
She  had  the  Asiatic  eye, 

Such  as  our  Turkish  neighbourhood 
Hath  mingled  with  our  PoKsh  blood,      « 
Dark  as  above  us  is  the  sky; 
But  through  it  stole  a  tender  light. 
Like  the  first  moonrise  at  midnight; 
Large,  dark,  and  swimming  in  the  stream^ 
Which  sccm'd  to  melt  to  its  own»bcam  ; 
All  love,  half  languor,  and  half  fire. 
Like  saints  that  at  the  stake  expire. 
And  lift  their  raptured  looks  on  liigh. 
As  though  it  were  a  joy  to  die. 
A  brow  like  a  midsummer  lake. 

Transparent  with  the  sun  therein. 
When  waves  no  murmur  dare  to  make, 
,        And  heaven  beholds  hc[J^  within. 
A  clieek  and  lip — but  wl^^roceed  ? 
I  loved  her  then— I  love  her  stUl; 
And  such  as  I  am,  love  indeed 

In  fierce  extremes— in  good  and  ill. 
But  still  we  love  even  in  our  rage, 
And  haunted  to  our  very  age 
With  the  vain  shadow  of  the  past. 
As  is  Maieppa  to  the  last. 

VL 

tt  We  met— we  gazed— I  saw,  and  siglid. 

She  did  not  speak,  and  yet  replied ; 

There  are  ten  thousand  tones  and  signs 

We  hear  and  see,  but  none  defines— 

Involuntary  sparks  of  thought, 

Which  strike  from  out  the  heart  oerwronght. 

And  form  a  strange  intelligence, 

Alike  mysterious  and  intense. 

Which  link  the  burning  chain  that  hinds. 

Without  their  will,  young  hearU  and  minds; 

Conveying,  as  the  electric  wire. 

We  know  not  how,  the  absorbing  fire.— 

I  saw,  and  sigh'd— in  silence  wept, 

And  still  reluctant  diaUnce  kept, 
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Until  I  was  made  known  to  her, 
And  we  might  then  and  there  confer 
Without  suspicion— then,.eTen  then, 

I  lon(;'d,  and  was  resolved  to  speak; 
But  on  my  lips  they  died  again, 

Thr  accrnts  tremulous  and  weak, 
Until  one  hour. — There  is  a  ffamc, 

A  frivolous  and  foolish  play» 

Wherewith  we  while  away  the  day; 
It  is— I  hate  forgot  the  name — 
And  wc  to  this  if  seems,  were  set, 
By  some  strangi*  chance,  which  I  forget : 
I  reck'd  not  if  I  won  or  lost, 

It  was  enough  for  me  to  be 

So  near  to  hear,  and  oh !  to  see 
The  being  whom  I  loved  the  most. — 
I  watrh'd  her  as  a  sentinel, 
(.M.iy  ours  thi^  dark  night  watch  as  well!) 

I'util  I  saw,  and  thus  it  was. 
That  she  was  pensive,  nor  perceived 
Her  occupation,  nor  was  grieved 
Nor  glad  to  lose  or  gain ;  but  still 
Play'd  on  for  hours,  as  if  her  will 
Yet  bound  her  to  the  place,  though  not 
That  hers  might  be  the  winning  lot. 

Then  through  my  brain  the  thought  did  pass 

Even  as  a  flash  oiF  Ughtning  there, 
Tliat  there  was  something  in  her  air 
Which  would  not  doom  me  to  despair ; 
And  on  the  thought  my  words  broke  forth, 

All  iucoherent  as  they  were — 
Their  eloquence  was  little  worth. 
But  yet  she  listen'd — 't  h  enough — 

Who  listens  ouce  will  listen  twice ; 

Her  heart,  be  sure,  is  not  of  ice. 
And  one  refusal  no  rebuff. 

VII. 

"  I  loved,  and  was  beloved  again — 
They  tell  me.  Sire,  you  never  knew 
Those  gentle  frailties:  if  't  is  true, 

I  shorten  all  my  joy  or  pain. 

To  you  't  would  seem  absurd  as  vain  ; 

But  all  men  are  not  bom  to  reign, 

<Jr  o'er  their  passions,  or,  as  you, 

lUus  o'er  themselves  and  nations  too. 

I  am — or  rather  wot — a  prince, 

A  eliief  of  tliousands,  and  could  lead 
Them  on  where  each  would  foremost  bleed ; 

But  coiilil  not  o'er  myself  evince 

The  like  control — But  to  resume: 
I  lo\ed.  and  was  beloved  again; 

In  sooth,  it  is  a  happy  doom. 
But  yet  where  happiest  ends  in  pain. — 

We  met  iu  secret,  and  the  hour 

W'hicli  led  me  to  that  lady's  bower 

Was  fiery  expectation's  dower. 

My  dny<t  and  nights  were  nothing—* all 

Kxcepl  that  hour,  which  doth  recal 

In  the  long  lapse  from  youth  to  age 
No  other  like  itself— I  'd  give 
The  Ukraine  back  again  to  live 

It  o'er  oiien  more — and  be  a  page. 

The  happy  page,  who  was  tlie  lord 

Of  one  soft  heart,  and  his  own  sword, 
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And  had  no  other  gem  nor  wealth 
Save  nature's  gift  of  youth  and  health— 
We  met  in  secret — doubly  sweet, 
Some  say,  they  find  it  so  to  meet ; 
I  know  not  that — I  would  have  given 

My  life  but  to  have  call'd  her  mine 
In  the  full  view  of  earth  and  heaven  ; 

For  I  did  oft  and  long  repine 
That  we  could  only  meet  by  stealth. 

vni. 

«  For  lovers  there  are  many  eyes, 

And  such  there  were  on  us: — the  devil 
On  such  occasions  should  be  civil — 

The  devil ! — I  'm  loth  to  do  him  wrong. 
It  might  be  some  untoward  saint, 

Who  would  not  be  at  rest  too  long, 
But  to  his  pious  bile  gave  vent^  * 

But  one  fair  night,  some  lurking  spies 

Surprised  and  seiied  us  both. 

The  count  was  something  more  than  wroth — 

I  was  unarm'd ;  but  if  in  steel. 

All  cap-a-pie,  from  head  to  heel. 

What  'gainst  their  numbers  could  I  do? — 

T  was  near  bis  castle,  far  away 
From  city  or  from  succour  near. 

And  almost  on  the  break  of  day; 

I  did  not  think  to  see  another, 

My  moments  scem'd  reduced  to  few ; 

And  with  one  prayer  to  Mary  Mother, 
And,  it  may  be,  a  saint  or  two, 

As  I  resign'd  me  to  my  fate, 

Tliey  led  me  to  the  castle  gate : 

Theresa's  doom  I  never  knew, 

Our  lot  was  henceforth  separate. — 

An  angry  man,  ye  may  opine. 

Was  he,  the  proud  Count  Palatine; 

And  he  had  reason  good  to  be, 
But  he  was  most  enraged  lest  such 
An  accident  should  cliance  to  touch 

Upon  his  future  pedigree ; 

Nor  less  amazed,  that  such  a  blot 

His  noble  'scutcheon  should  have  got, 

While  he  was  highest  of  his  line : 
Berause  unto  himself  he  scem'd 
The  first  of  men,  nor  less  he  dcem'd 

In  otliers'  eyes,  and  most  in  mine. 

'Sdeath !  with  a  pag^ — pcreliance  a  king 

Had  reconciled  him  to  tlie  thing: 

But  with  a  stripling  of  a  page — 

I  felt — but  cannot  paint  his  rage. 

IX. 

M  '  Bring  forth  the  horse !' — the  horse  was  brouglit. 

In  tvuth,  he  was  a  noble  steed, 

A  Tartar  of  the  Ukraine  breed. 
Who  look'd  as  though  the  speed  of  thought 
Were  in  his  limbs :  but  he  was  wild. 

Wild  as  tkt  wild  deer,  and  untaught, 
With  spur  and  bridle  undefiled — 

T  was  but  a  day  he  liad  been  cauglat ; 
And  snorting,  with  erected  mane. 
And  struggling  fiercely,  bat  in  vain. 
In  the  full  foam  of  «rath  and  dread. 
To  me  the  dcsert-4K>rn  was  led : 
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They  bound  me  on,  that  menial  throii|f, 
Upon  his  back  with  many  a  thonf; ; 
Then  loosed  him  with  a  sudden  lash- 
Away  !— away !— and  on  we  dash ! 
Torrenu  less  rapid  and  less  rash. 

X. 

«  Away !— away !— My  breath  was  gone— 
I  saw  not  where  he  hurried  on : 
T  was  scarcely  yet  the  break  of  day, 
And  on  he  foam'd — away! — away  ! — 
The  last  of  human  sounds  which  rose, 
As  I  was  darted  from  my  foes. 
Was  the  wild  shout  of  savage  laughter, 
Which  on  the  wind  came  roariug  after 
A  moment  from  that  rabble  rout  : 
With  sudden  wrath  I  wrench'd  my;kead. 
And  snapp'd  the  cord,  which  to  the  mane 
Had  bound  my  neck  in  lieu  of  rein, 
And  writhing  half  my  form  about, 
Howrd  back  my  curse ;  but  'midst  the  tread, 
Tlie  thunder  of  my  courser's  speed, 
Perchance  they  did  not  hear  nor  heed : 
It  TCKcs  mc — for  I  would  fain 
Have  paid  their  insult  back  agam.  • 

I  paid  it  well  in  after  days : 
There  is  not  of  that  castle  gate, 
Its  drawbridge  and  portcullis'  weight, 
Stone,  bar,  moat,  bridge,  or  barrier  left ; 
Nor  of  its  fields  a  blade  of  grass. 
Save  what  grows  on  a  ridge  of  wail, 
Where  stood  the  hearth-stone  of  the  hall ; 
And  many  a  time  ye  there  might  pass. 
Nor  dream  that  e'er  that  fortress  was  : 
I  saw  its  turrets  in  a  blaie, 
Their  crackling  battlemente  all  cleft. 

And  the  hot  lead  pour  down  like  rain 
From  off  the  scorch'd  and  blackening  roof, 
Whose  thickness  was  not  vengeance  proof. 

They  little  tliought  that  day  of  pain. 
When  launch'd,  as  on  the  lightning's  flash, 
Tliey  bade  me  to  destruction  dash, 

Tliat  one  day  I  should  come  again. 
With  twice  five  thousand  horse,  to  tliank 

The  count  for  his  uncourteous  ride. 
Tliey  play'd  me  then  a  bitter  prank. 

When,  with  the  wild  horse  for  my  guide, 
They  bound  me  to  his  foaming  flank  : 
At  length  I  play'd  thom  one  as  frank— 

For  time  at  last  sets  all  things  even 

And  if  «e  do  but  watch  the  hour. 
There  never  yet  was  human  power 
Which  could  evade,  if  unforgiven, 
The  patient  search  and  vigil  long 
Of  him  who  treasures  up  a  wrong. 

XI. 
«  Away,  away,  my  steed  and  I, 
Upon  the  pinions  of  the  wind, 
All  human  dwellings  left  behind ; 
Wc  sped  like  meteors  through  the  sky, 
When  with  its  crackling  sound  the  night 
Is  chequer  d  with  the  northern  light  ; 
Town— village— none  were  on  our  track, 
But  a  wild  plain  of  for  extent. 
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And  bcimded  by  a  forest  black : 

And,  save  the  scarce-seen  Iwtllemem 
On  distant  heights  of  some  strong  hokl. 
Against  the  Tartan  built  of  old. 
No  trace  of  num.    The  year  before 
A  Turkish  army  had  march'd  o'er  ; 
And  where  the  Spahi's  hoof  hach  trod. 
The  verdure  flies  the  bloody  aod : — 
The  sky  was  dull,  and  dim,  and  gray. 
And  a  low  breeie  crept  moaning  by— 
I  could  have  answered  with  a  sigh — 
But  fast  we  fled,  away,  away — 
And  I  could  neither  sigh  nor  pray; 
And  my  cold  sweat-drops  fell  like  rain 
Upon  the  courser's  bristling  mane : 
But,  snorting  still  with  rage  and  fonr. 
He  flew  upon  his  for  career : 
At  times  I  almost  thought,  indeed, 
He  must  have  slackened  in  hia  speed : 
But  no— my  bound  and  slender  franoe 

Was  nothing  to  his  angry  might, 
And  merely  like  a  spur  became  : 
Each  motion  which  I  made  to  free 
My  swoln  limbs  from  their  agony 
Increased  his  fury  and  affright : 
I  tried  my  voice,— 't  was  foint  and  low. 
But  yet  he  swerved  as  from  ajlilow ; 
And,  starting  to  each  accent,  sfirang 
As  from  a  sudden  trumpet's  clang : 
^Icantime  my  cords  were  wet  with  gene. 
Which,  oozing  through  my  limbs,  ran  o'er; 
And  in  my  tongue  the  thirst  became 
A  something  fierier  for  than  flame. 

XII. 
«  We  neard  the  wild  wood— 't  was  so  wide^ 

I  saw  no  bounds  on  either  side ; 

T  was  studded  with  old  sturdy  trees, 

TliHt  bent  not  to  the  roughest  breeie 

Which  howls  down  from  Siberia's  waste. 

And  strips  the  forest  in  its  haste, — 

But  these  were  few,  and  for  between. 

Set  thick  with  shrubs  more  young  and  green. 

Luxuriant  with  their  annual  leaves. 

Ere  slrown  by  those  autumnal  eves 

Tliat  nip  the  forest's  foliage  dead, 

Discolour'd  wiili  a  lifeless  red. 

Which  stands  thereon  like  stiffon'd  gore 

Upon  the  slain  when  battle 's  o'er. 

And  some  long  winter's  night  hath  shed 

Its  frost  o'er  every  tombless  head. 

So  cold  and  stark  the  raven's  beak 

May  peck  un|Herced  each  froien  cheek  : 

T  was  a  wild  waste  of  underwood. 

And  liere  and  there  a  chesnut  stood. 

The  strong  oak,  and  tlie  hardy  pine ; 

But  for  apart — and  well  it  were. 
Or  else  a  different  lot  were  mine — 
The  boughs  gave  way,  and  did  not  tear 
My  limbs ;  and  I  found  strength  to  bear 
My  wounds,  already  scarr'd  with  cold — 
My  bonds  forbade  to  loose  my  hold. 
We  rustled  through  the  leaves  like  wind, 
I^ft  shrubs,  and  trees,  and  wolves  behind ; 
By  night  I  heard  them  on  the  track. 
Their  troop  came  luurd  upon  oar  back, 
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Witli  tlicir  lone  6<>'^P«  which  can  lire 

Tlie  hound**  detp  hale,  and  hunter's  fire; 

Where'er  ve  flew  ihey  followed  on. 

Nor  left  us  with  tlie  moralBB  **"> ! 

Behinil  I  mw  them,  scarce  •  rood, 

At  day-break  winding  lhrno(^  the  wood. 

And  Chrough  the  nit;l||luid  beafd  their  fevt 

Their  stealing,  nutJiue  KteptrpeiL 

Oh !  liow  I  wish'd  for  «pear  or  Hword, 

At  least  to  die  amidRt  the  horde. 

And  pcrisli— if  it  muttt  lie  so— 

At  bay,  di>stroyine  many  a  foe. 

Wlirn  first  my  couner'H  race  heguu,         . 

I  wish'd  tlie  goal  already  won; 

But  now  I  doubled  strength  and  speed. 

Vain  doubt!  his  swift  and  lavage  breed 

Had  nerved  him  like  the  nountain-roe ; 

Nor  faster  ^Is  the  bliading  saow 

Which  whelms  the  peaitant  naur  the  door 

WhoM  threslioldhe  sliaU  cmat  no  mon*, 

Bewilder'd  with  the  danHng  blast, 

Tlian  through  ihc  forest-paths  he  past — 

rmired,  untamed,  and  worse  than  wild; 

All  fttriont  as  a  favonr'd  child 

Bolk'd  of  its  wisli ;  or  fienxr  stUI— 

A  woman  piqued— ^ho  has  her  will. 

XIII. 

m  Tlie  wood  was  p.iAi ;  't  was  more  than  noon ; 

itut  chill  tlie  air,  although. iu  June; 

<h  it  might  Im?  my  vein*  ran  cold — 

IVoloiigd  endurance  tames  the  ImiM  - 

And  I  wn<i  then  not  what  I  i^'eni, 

But  headlong  a>.  a  w.intry  slnsiin, 

And  wore  my  feelings  out  l>efnru 

I  ^ell  eould  eount  their  eaiisrs  o'er: 

And  what  «iih  fury,  fear,  and  wratli, 

The  torturen  ishicli  bes4>t  my  paili, 

Va)U\,  hunger,  sorrow,  shame,  distn*ss, 

Tlius  l>oiind  in  nature's  iiakcdiii*i»«; 

Sprung  from  .1  raee  it  hose  rising  liloo<| 

>V|)iMi  stirr'd  licynnd  its  raliner  iiumhI, 

Ami  triMldeii  hard  upon,  is  like 

Tlie  nittle-snake's,  in  act  to  ittrikr, 

Wliai  martel  if  this  \ioniout  trunk 

PM-ncalh  il'i  «t>esa  moment  sunk? 

The  raiili  (^avc  way,  the  skies  roll'd  ntiiiid, 

I  se<>m'(i  to  sink  U|K)n  the  ground ; 

Itiit  err'd,  for  I  was  faslly  iHUind. 

My  luMrl  inriHl  sick,  niy  brain  grew  sore, 

AikI  lliroltlt'd  awhile,  then  Itcal  no  nion>: 

The  skie>  spun  like  a  mighty  whe4-l ; 

I  saw  the  trees  like  drunkanis  reel, 

And  a  s|ij»ht  Hash  sprang  o'er  my  eyes, 

Whirli  siw  no  f.irllier:  he  who  dies 

(!an  die  no  more  than  llieu  I  dieil. 

O'erlorliiritl  by  that  ghastly  ride, 

I  feh  the  blackness  come  aud  go, 

Ami  stro\e  to  wake;  but  could  not  make 
My  seiisi*s  climb  up  from  Im.'Iuw  : 
I  frit  as  on  a  pl.tiik  at  sea. 
When  all  the  waves  that  da<li  o'er  thee. 
At  the  •lame  time  upheave  and  whelm. 
And  burl  tliec  towards  a  desert  realm. 
My  undulating  life  was  a« 
Tile  fancied  lights  that  flitting  pass 


Our  shut  eyes  in  ilecp  midnight,  wlicu 

Fever  begins  upon  tlie  brain; 

Itui  souu  it  i»ass'd,  with  little  pain, 
Ihat  a  confusion  worse  than  such  : 
I  own  that  I  should  deem  it  much. 

Dying,  to  feel  the  same  again; 

Aud  yet  1 4I0  suppose  wc  must 

Feel  far  more  ere  we  turn  to  dust : 

No  matter;  I  have  bared  my  brow 

Full  in  Death's  face — before — and  now. 

XIV. 
«  My  thoughts  came  hack;  wliere  was  I?  Gild, 

And  numb,  and  giddy :  pulse  by  pulse 
Life  rcassumed  its  lingering  liold. 
And  throb  by  throb;  till  grown  a  pang 

Which  for  a  moment  would  eonnilae, 

My  bkiod  reflow'd,  though  thick  and  chill ; 
My  ear  with  uncouth  noises  rang. 

My  heart  began  once  more  to  thr'dl  ,* 
My  sight  retiirn'd,  though  dim,  aUs ! 
And  lliickeii'd,  as  it  were,  with  ghiss. 
Met  bought  the  dash  of  waves  was  nigh; 
There  w  as  a  gleam  too  of  the  sky. 
Studded  with  sUirs;— it  is  no  dream; 
The  wild  horse  swims  the  wilder  stream ! 
The  bright  broad  river's  gushing  tide 
Swe«'ps,  winding  onward,  far  and  wide, 
And  we  are  half-way  struggling  o'er 
To  yon  unknown  and  silent  sliore. 
Tin*  waters  broke  my  hollow  trauce, 
And  with  a  teniiK>rary  strength 

My  stiffen'd  liinl>s  were  reiiaplized, 
My  coursiTs  broad  hnvist  proudly  braves. 
Ami  dashes  off  the  ascending  waves 
And  onwani  we  advance! 
We  reach  the  slipp<>ry  shore  at  length, 

.\  haven  I  but  little  priicd, 
For  all  IiehiiKl  was  tlark  and  drear. 
And  all  before  was  night  and  fear, 
liow  many  hours  uf  uight  or  day 
In  those  siis|ieiideil  {tangs  I  lay, 
I  could  iioi  tell;  I  scarcely  knew 
If  this  were  human  lireath  I  drew. 

XV 

>t  With  glossy  skin,  aud  dripping  mane. 

And  reeling  hmbs,  and  recking  Hank, 
The  wild  steed's  sinewy  nerves  still  strain 

rp  the  n>|M'lling  iKink. 
We  gain  the  top :  a  boundless  plain 
Spreads  through  the  sluidow  of  the  night, 

.\iid  ouwani,  onward,  onward,  seems 

Like  precipices  in  our  dreams. 
To  sin'lcli  U'voiid  the  sight ; 
And  here  aiitl  thrre  a  s|K'ek  of  white, 

Or  scatter'd  s|Mtl  of  diisky  green, 
In  iiiassi's  broke  into  the  light. 
As  r«)s(>  the  nuwn  upon  my  right. 

Hut  iiniight  distinctly  seen 
III  the  dim  waste,  would  indicate 
The  omen  of  a  cottage  gale; 
No  twinkling  taper  from  afar 
SioinI  likr  an  hospitalde  star ; 
Not  even  an  ignis-fatuus  rose 
To  make  hiui  merry  with  my  woes : 
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Tbat  very  ekeat  bad  chco'd  me  then  ! 
Althougb  detected,  welcome  Ktill, 
Reminding  me,  through  every  ill, 

Of  thr  abodrs  of  men. 

XVI. 

«  Onward  we  went — bat  slack  and  kIow  ; 

His  savage  force  at  length  o'erspcni, 
The  drooping  courser,  foint  and  low, 

All  feebly  foaming  went. 
A  sickly  infant  had  liad  power 
To  guide  him  forward  in  tiiat  hour ; 

But  uieless  nil  to  me. 
Ili.s  new-born  tamcness  nought  avaird, 
My  limbs  were  bonnd ;  my  force  had  MI'd, 

Perchance,  had  they  been  free. 
With  feeble  effort  still  I  tned 
To  rend  the  bond*  lo  starkly  tied — 

Rut  still  it  was  in  vain  ; 
My  limbs  were  only  wrung  the  more, 
And  soon  the  idle  strife  gave  o'er. 

Which  hnt  prolong'd  their  pain  : 
The  dizzy  rare  seem'd  almost  done, 
Although  no  goal  Wits  nearly  «on: 
Some  streaks  announced  the  coming  sun — 

How  slow,  alas !  he  cane ! 
Methought  tliat  mist  of  dawning  gray 
Would  never  dapple  into  day; 
How  heavily  it  roll'd  away — 

Before  tlie  eastern  flame 
Ros4'  crimson,  and  deposed  the  titars, 
And  call'd  the  radiance  from  their  cars, 
And  fill'd  the  earth,  from  his  deep  throne. 
With  lonrly  hisfrp.  nil  his  own. 

xvu. 

<•  Up  rose  the  sun ;  the  mist^  were  curl'd 
Rack  from  the  solitary  world 
Which  lay  around — behind-^ before : 
What  booted  it  to  traverse  o'er 
Plain,  forest,  river?  Man  nor  brute. 
Nor  dint  of  hoof,  nor  print  of  foot, 
I^y  in  the  wild  luxuriant  soil ; 
No  sign  of  travel — none  of  toil  ; 
The  very  air  wasi  mutr; 
And  not  an  insect'^  shrill  small  horn, 
Nor  matin  bird's  new  voice  «as  borne 
From  herb  nor  tliirket.  Many  a  wrrst. 
Panting  as  if  his  heart  would  burst, 
The  weary  brute  still  staggor'd  on ; 
And  still  we  were — or  seeni'd — alone  : 
At  length,  v^hile  reeling  on  our  v^ay, 
Blethought  I  heard  a  courser  neigh, 
From  out  yon  tuft  of  blackening  ftrs. 
Is  it  the  wind  those  branches  stirs? 
No,  no !  from  out  the  forest  prance 

A  trampling  troop;  I  see  them  come ! 
In  one  vast  squadron  they  advance ! 

I  strove  to  cry — my  lips  viere  dumb. 
The  steeds  ru^h  on  in  plunging  pride; 
But  wluin*  are  they  the  reins  to  guide  ? 
A  thousand  horse — and  none  to  ride ! 
With  flowing  tail,  and  flying  mane. 
Wide  nosorils— never  stretch'd  by  pain, 
Mouths  bloo<lless  to  the  bit  or  n'in, 


And  feet  ttiat  iron  never  shod. 
And  flanks  mucarr'd  bf  «par  or  rod. 
A  thousand  hprse,  the  wild,  the  fne^ 
Like  wa\es  tliat  loOow  o'er  tlie  wm. 

Came  thickly  tliHsdering  on, 
As  if  our  faint  approack  to  meet ; 
The  sight  re-ncrvM  m^^ountfn  fieet, 
A  moment  itaggAng,  fe«bly  fleet, 
A  moment,  with  a  foint  low  neigh. 

He  answer'd,  and  then  fell; 
With  gasps  and  glazing  ey^  he  Uy, 

And  reeking  $iibs  immoveable, 
4Iis  first  alsd  Ijst  career  is  done ! 
On  came  the  irQo|»--thcy  saw  him  stoop. 

They  saw  me  stran0e)y  iK^d  aloii|f 

His  back  with  many  a  bloody  thopg: 
Tlicy  stop— they  stfit— ijiey  snuff  tlui  air. 
Gallop  a  momeot  Imrcnd  there, 
Approacli,  ret]|j|^'  wlicel  round  and  round. 
Then  |jiingiug  ba^K^th  sdlden  tound. 
Headed  by  one  blacit  mTglily  steed,- 
Who  secin*d  the  patriarch  of  his  breed, 

Without  a  single  speck  or  hair 
Of  white  upon  his  shagjj^l^ide ;  c^- 
They  snort— ti«|  Ibam— Ofci^— sweimB  ftsidc. 
And  backward  to  the  foriH  fly. 
By  instinct  from  a  humaul|^e — 

They  left  me  there,  to  my  despair, 
Link'd  to  the  dead  and  stiffening  wretcli, 
Whose  lifeless  liml^  beneath  me  stretch. 
Relieved  from  that  unwonted  weight, 
From  whence  I  could  uot  extrifpate 
Nor  him  nur  me — and  thcfe  we  lay, 

The  dying  on.  I  he  dead  I  ^ 

I  little  deem'd  another  day  ^ 

Would  see  my  hou&ele.si,  helpless  head. 
And  there' from  momNill  twilight  bound, 
I  felt  the  heavy  hours  toll  round. 
With  just  cn9Ugh  of  life  to  «ee 
My  last  of  kuus  go  down  on  me. 
In  lio|)eless  certainty  of  mind, 
That  makes  us  feci  at  length  resigu'd 
To  that  which  our  fore  boding  years 
Presents  the  worst  and  last  of  fears 
Ineviiahle — even  a  boon. 
Nor  more  unkind  for  coming  soon  ; 
Yet  shunn'd  and  dreaded  with  such  care. 
As  if  it  only  were  a  snare 

That  prudence  might  esea]>e : 
At  times  both  wisli'd  for  and  implored. 
At  times  sought  with  s«-lf-poinled  swurd, 
Yet  still  a  dark  niid  hiileous  close 
To  even  intolerable  w»»es. 

And  welcome  in  no  <>hai>e. 
And,  strange  to  say,  the  sons  of  pleasure. 
They  who  have  rcvcll'd  beyoiul  measure 
In  beauty,  wassail,  wine,  and  treasure. 
Die  calm,  or  calmer  oft  than  he 
Whose  heritage  was  misery : 
For  he  who  hath  iu  turn  run  through 
All  that  wa.s  beautiful  and  new. 

Until  nought  to  hope,  and  nought  to  leave; 
Aud,  save  the  future  (which  is  view'd 
Not  quite  as  men  are  base  or  good. 
But  as  tlfeir  ncrven  may  be  endued), 

Willi  nought  perhaps  to  grieve : 


*l>[Kin 


t  iliduld  flrem  hli  f  ricod. 


Tn-niorrov  nouldhatt  Sf""  '''"■  '■"t 
Repaid  lu<[i4I^B,n>^r'd3iuinl1i 
To-oinrruo  vooUL-iTebHii  llin  finl 
Of  dajt  no  (nan  Jcplonilarciini, 
KiiL  tridl^^d  Itnij,  and  la^uulng  j 
twn  ilatA«flg*>|^  ^miM  of  uw 
llutfnloa  of  m^y  a  puiofii]  Lour; 


XUlt. 

-Ti.fsi.i..«-ii.li..|J-«Lrtl1uy 

Oiuii'd  Ih  IhF  cbQl  aul  DifCenine  •■•« 
t  jliuDiilii  to  RUaijIt  then  our  ill  j  ^ 

,    I  cj).i?nylasi  looks  up  iLc  >ky, 

Aii.1  ihFR  bFiiceauunnd  ihr  wn 
I  MiWiliEcip»cilnBrai|(nlIy, 

Ef^K  irpul  Ikguo  ; 

Abd  Aacb  (uy  an<P?T  tbulKfcKTi 

Isaw  Ljji ■iagftuf^G^  tvilLgbr  Itii, 
,\u;l  Dn«  »  JUor  Okf  he  aUl 

t  could  laie.ud[ile,biUkck'dilieiin 
htU  lli(dlBlii"iol!qu«i(njh«id, 
Audr«^c»nldliiuGDflli<-MDd. 
Thrt«rinll!irMl'«&iMuniEB'''>B"oiv 
niaich  icirccly  couU  HulI'daviHrn, 

lai-Flkrt  Hind  him  off  •rloDpb,- 
I  knafitotu—'    —  '-■—  ■• 

Us 
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And  [hen  luhMdiog  back  Is  doilh, 
And  Ihruisvn  >  linlc  tmath. 
A  ]ilileihHM*lio>^H»P'D«i 
Aa  ley  ticluim-eiinlliiic  o'rr 
SI]  linrt,  and  iporbthil  croud  my 

A  *iK*i»  ""^  nolhiq^  morr. 


I  -rkrrxd  my  ovn  sipun  au 


A  pryiiiit.piijn(l  B"uf'  on  Die 

WiihiicrttUokfyMUtiuMaudrrec 
i  |j]igd,.-iiult:DiFd.uiilillknF> 

KoiuioiiitCDiddlH',— 
Bui  ihal  1  liinlfaiid  lot  relvnwd 
PmmiiJd.lD]r4oll«mllilR'>fcMl: 
AudnliaiibcCduacltaiaidlMhcU 
Uylicavy  ffHBltaaph  aawBTd, 
Nhr  imilcd— and  I  »uy'd  lo-  cpeak, 

lUil  hul'd — nitdftbc  appraach'd.  and  i 
Widitip  And'in^fr  su^iu  Ihnl  kilJ. 


Andnpuwlli'dalirpiltavforiny  lind. 
And  ilolf  (lout  on  (ipuie  tivad, 
.And  grnlly  oped  ib^  dvor,  oodipiiko 
To  «bwptr— peer  ...  .oi»  M  ««1 ' 
Even  muic  foUov-d  bcr  Jiglil  («t '. 
Bui  IlioH^itu!  calVd  «CM  uot  nnkr. 


Tliey  found  DC  BPHleuoB  llu  plals 
Tl«y  1.QK  ac  to  il«  j««ratliui- 
Tliey  broiiDbl  nc  iiilo  Uf(aB>m- 
Me— oof  day  u'lr  IhcLr  renJm  mnifu 
ThiutlicTnin  fool  >l>a  tUDvi  la  e> 

ni.n.Be,n.iB,o(0Ilniyp..P. 
dulmcteibjo  llu.  •ildernw. 

Ilaopd,  mW,  bl«dii*«^al««, 

imdes,g»DdKi(;lulia — TliellellDan  llirr 
lEtleoKlb  bcneaUi  <lw  oak-lrer  aliadi', 
Willi  leDfy  cuHck  already  inadf, 
Alwd  bDTCQpkfarllniUnFilAV 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


A  DRAMATIC  POEM. 


•  Hiwc  arr  more  tbingt  ia  huvrn  anA  oartb.  Horatio, 
lliaa  are  droani  of  in  yoor  pbilooopUj.  ■ 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


Manfred. 
Chamois  IIuiiTBa. 
Abbot  of  St  MAuaicf. 

MAtfUfL. 
lISElfAN. 


Witch  of  thb  Alps. 

Arimanbs. 

Nemesis. 

The  Destikies. 

Spiriu,  etc. 


The  Scene  of  the  Drama  is  amongst  the  Higher  Alps 
—partly  in  the  Castle  of  Manfred,  and  partly  in  the 
Mountains. 


MANFRED. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Go&iic  Gallery.— Time,  Midnight 

MANFRED  {alone). 
The  lamp  must  be  replenish'd,  but  even  then 
It  will  not  bum  so  long  as  t  must  vatcli : 
My  slumbers— if  I  slumber— are  not  sleep. 
But  a  continuance  of  enduring  thought, 
Which  then  I  can  resist  not :  in  my  heart 
There  is  a  tigil,  and  these  eyes  but  close 
To  look  within:  and  yet  I  live,  and  bear 
The  aspect  and  the  form  of  breathing  men. 
Out  grief  should  be  the  instructor  of  the  wise : 
Sorrow  a  knowledge :  they  who  know  the  most 
Must  mourn  the  de^MSt  o'er  the  fotal  truth, 
The  tree  of  knowledge  is  not  that  of  life. 
Philosophy  and  science,  and  the  springs 
Of  wonder,  and  the  wisdom  of  the  world, 
I  have  essayd,  and  in  my  mind  there  is 
A  power  to  make  these  subject  to  itself— 
But  they  avail  not :  I  have  done  men  good, 
Audi  have  met  with  good  even  among  men— 
But  this  avail'd  not :  I  have  had  my  foes 
And  none  have  baffled,  many  fallen  before  me— 
But  this  avaird  not:— good  or  evil,  life, 
Powers,  passions,  all  I  see  in  other  beings, 
Have  been  to  me  as  rain  unto  the  sands, 
Since  that  all-nameless  hour.     I  havyio  dread, 
And  feel  the  curse  to  have  no  naturalfear, 
Nor  fluttering  throb,  that  beats  with  hopes  or  wishes, 
Or  lurking  love  of  something  on  the  earth. — 
Now  to  my  task. — 

Mysterious  Agency ! 
Yc  spirits  of  the  unbounded  universe  ! 
Whom  I  have  sought  in  darkness  and  in  light— 
Yc,  vkho  do  coropoKS  earth  about,  and  dwell 


In  subtler  essence — ye,  to  whoH^^fce  tops 

Of  mountains  inaccessible  are  haiiiils». . 

And  earth's  and  ocean's  caves  familiar  things — 

I  call  upon  ye  by  the  written  charm 

Which  gives  me  power  upon  you— Rise  !  appear! 

They  come  not  yet— Now  by  tlie  ^oice  ol  him    ■ 
Who  is  tlie  first  among  you— by  this  4fPt 
Which  makes  you  tremble— by  the  claims  of  him 
Who  is  ui^dying,— rise !  apMs!— Appear! 

..  *'  [J  pause. 

If  it  be  so.— Spirits  of  earth  and  air,  -  •  f 

Yc  shall  not  thus  elude  me:  by  a  power,  • 

Deeper  than  all  yet  urged,  a  tyrant-spcli, 
Which  had  iu  birth-place  in  a  star  condemn'd, 
The  burning  wreck  of  a  demolish'd  world,  ■ 
A  wandering  hell  iu  the  eternal  space ;  ^^ 
By  the  strong  curse  which  is  upon  my  soul. 
The  iliought  which  is  within  me  and  around  mc, 
I  do  compel  ye  to  my  will. — Appear! 

[A  star  is  setn  at  the  darker  end  of  the  gal- 
lery ;  it  is  stationary ;  and  a  voice  is  heard 
singing.]  • 

FIRST  SPIRIT. 

Mortal!  to  thy  bidding  bow'd, 

From  my  mansion  in  tlie  cloud. 

Which  the  breath  of  twilight^ builds. 

And  the  summer's  sun-set  gilds 

With  the  azure  and  vermilion. 

Which  is  mix'd  for  my  pavilion; 

Tliough  thy  quest  may  be  forbidden. 

On  a  star-beam  I  have  ridden ; 

To  thine  adjuration  bow'd. 

Mortal — be  thy  wish  avow'd  I 
< 

Foice  of  the  Seco.id  Spirit. 

Mont-Blanc  is  the  monarch  of  mountains. 

They  crowu'd  hidk  long  ago 
On  a  throne  of  rocks,  in  a  robe  of  clouds, 

With  a  diadem  of  snow. 
Around  his  waist  arc  forests  bmccd, 

The  avalanche  in  his  hand ; 
But  ere  it  fall,  that  thundering  ball 

Must  pause  for  my  command. 
The  glacier's  cold  and  restless  mass 

Moves  onward  day  by  day ; 
But  I  am  he  who  bids  it  pass. 

Or  with  iu  ice  delay. 
I  am  the  spirit  of  the  place, 

Gould  make  the  mountain  bow 
And  quiver  to  his  cavern'd  base — 

And  what  with  mc  wouldst  0iou  T 

Foice  of  the  TuiRP  Spirit, 
In  the  blue  depth  of  the  waiers, 
Where  the  wave  hath  |y>  strife, 
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Where  the  «iud  i$  a  stranger, 

And  tlie  sea-snake  hath  life, 
Whore  liie  mermaid  is  dcukini; 

Her  green  liair  with  slielLs; 
Like  tiie  storm  on  the  surfecc 

Came  the  sound  of  thy  spells ; 
O'er  my  calm  liall  of  coral 

The  deep  echo  roil'd— - 
To  the  Spirit  of  Ocean 

Thy  wishes  unfold! 

rovam  spirit. 
Where  the  slumhering  earthquake 

Lies  pillov'd  on  iire. 
And  the  lakes  of  bitumen 

Kim  boilingly  higher; 
Wliere  the  roots  of  the  Andes 

Strike  deep  in  the  earth, 
As  their  summits  Co'heaven 

Shoot  soaringly  forth ;  ■ 
I  have  quitted  my  hirth-phKe, 

TJiy  bidding  to  bide — 
Thy  s}H'll  hath  subdued  uw, 

1  by  will  Le  my  guide! 

riFTH    SPIRIT. 

I  'm  tile  rider  of  the  wind. 

The  stirrer  of  tlie  storm ; 
The  hurricane  I  left  behind 

Is  yet  with  ligtitning  -warm; 
To  speed  to  thee,  o'er  shore  uid  sea 

I  swept  upon  the  blast :  '  '■ 

Tlie  licet  I  met  saiTd  wdl,  and  yet 

T  will  sink  ere  night  bd^st.   - 
S»TH  sriRiT. 
My  dweUing  is  llie  shadow  of  tlie  night, 
Why  doth  thy  magic  tortnre  me. with  light  ? 

SIVENTV   SPIRIT,  i' 

Tlic  star  which  rules  thy  destiny 

Was  ruled,  ere  earth  began  by  me : 

It  was  a  world  as  fresh  and  fair 

As  e'er  resolved  round  siiu  in  air; 

I1.S  course*  «as  fre«;  and  regular, 

Space  bosoiii'd  uol  a  lovelier  star. 

The  hour  arrived — and  it  became 

A  wandering  lua&s  of  shapeless  (lame, 

A  pathless  comet,  and  a  curse, 

The  menace  of  the  universe ; 

Still  rolling  on  with  innate  force, 

Without  a  sphere,  without  a  oourse, 

A  bright  deformity  on  high, 

The  monster  of  the  upper  sky ! 

And  thou !  beucalh  its  influence  bom — 

Tliou,  worm!  whom  I  obey  and  scorn — 

Forced  by  a  power  (which  is  not  thine. 

And  lent  thee  but  to  make  tliee  mine) 

For  this  brief  moment  to  descend, 

Where  these  weak  spirits  round  thee  bend. 

And  parley  with  a  thing  like  thee — 

What  wouldst  thou,  child  of  clay,  with  me  ? 

THB    SBYE.f    SPIRITS. 

unrtli,  ocean,  air,  night,  mouutaias  winds,  thy  star. 
Are  at  thy  beck  and  bidding,  child  of  clay  I 

(4  fore  thee,  at  thy  quest,  their  spirits  are — 
What  wouldst  Hiou  with  us,  son  of  mortals — sny  ? 

MANFRED. 

^Jryelfulllc^^ 


riRsr  SPIRIT. 
Of  what — of  whom^and  why? 

MANrSBD. 

Of  tliat  which  is  within  me ;  read  it  liiere 
— Ye  know  it,  and  I  cannot  utter  it. 

SPIRIT. 

We  can  but  give  thee  that  which  we  possess : 
Ask  of  us  subjects,  sovereignty,  tlie  power 
Qtex  earth,  the  whole,  or  portion,  or  a  sign 
Which  shall  control  the  elements,  whereof 
We  are  the  dominators'-each  and  all. 
These  sliall  be  thine. 

MANrRBD. 

Oblivion,  self-oblivion — 
Can  ye  not  wring  from  out  tlie  hUden  realms 
Ye  offer  so  proAuely  what  I  ask  T 

SVIRIT. 

It  is  not  In  our  essence,  il|  our  skill ; 
but— thou  may^st  die. 

^  MAnraiD. 

Will  deatli  bestow  it  on  mc  7 

SPIRIT. 

We  are  immortal,  and  do  not  forget ; 

We  are  eternal :  and  to  iii  the  past 

Is,  as  the  future,  present.     Art  thou  aiuwcr'd? 

MAKFRBD. 

Ye  mock  me — but  the  power  which  brouglu  ye  here 
Utth  made  you  mine.     Slaves,  scoff  not  at  my  will  ! 
The  mind,  the  spirit,  the  Prometlieaii  spark, 
The  lightning  of  niyilieing,  is  as  bright. 
Pervading,  and  far  darting  as  your  own,  • 

And  shali  not  yieM  to  youn,  though  ooop'd  in  clay  f 
Answer,  or  I  will  teach  you  wliat  I  am. 

SPIRIT. 

We  answer  as  we  ansirer'd ;  oar  reply 
!•>  e\cu  ill  tliiue  own  words. 

MAIfFRBD. 

Why  say  ye  so  ? 

SPIRIT. 

If,  as  thou  say'st,  thine  essence  be  as  ouBSy 
We  have  replied  in  telling  thee,  the  thing 
Mortals  call  death  hath  nought  tOL^do  with  us. 

MAICPRED. 

I  then  have  call'd  ye  from  your  realms  in  vain ; 
.Ye  cannot,  or  ye  will  not,  aid  me. 

SHRIT. 

Say; 
W^hal  we  possess  we  offer;  it  is  thine : 
Bethink  ere  thou  dismiss  us,  ask  again — 
Kingdom,  and  sway,and  strength,  and  length  of  days 

MANFRBD. 

Accursed  !  what  liave  I  to  do  with  days  ? 
They  are  too  long  already. — Hence — begone! 

SPIRIT. 

Yet  pause:  being  here,  our  will  would  do  thee  service ; 
Bethink  thee,  is  there  then  no  otlier  gift 
Which  we  can  make  not  worthless  in  thine  eyes .' 

MAMFRBD. 

No,  none:  yet  stay — one  inomrni,  ere  v»e  part — 

1  would  behold  ye  face  to  face.     I  hear 

Your  voices,  sweet  and  melancholy  sounds. 

A<  inusjr  on  the  waters  ;  and  I  see 

The  stf.iilv  asfiect  of  a  clear  large  star  ; 

hut  iidlhint;  more.     Approach  me  .is  ye  are. 

Oi-  one,  DP  all,  in  your  accu.stom'd  foriii!*. 
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sriRiT. 
We  have  do  forms  beyond  the  elements 
Of  which  we  are  tlie  mind  and  principle: 
But  chuse  a  form^o  that  we  will  appair. 

MARrun. 
I  have  no  choice;  there  it  no  form  on  earth 
Hideous  or  beautiful  to  me.    Let  him. 
Who  is  most  powerful  of  ye,  take  snch  aspect 
As  unto  him  may  seem  most  fitting — Gome ! 

SKTINTV  SMKIT 

{Appearing  in  tike  shape  of  a  heanUfiti  fimaU  figure). 

WANFIBO. 

Oh  God !  if  it  be  thui^  and  Ikou 

Art  not  a  msdness  attd  a  mockery, 

I  yet  might  be  most  happy.— I  will  cbsp  thta, 

And  we  again  will  be [7le/^iire  vomsUtf. 

My  heart  is  erush'd  ! 

[MANrBBoyWIs  senseless. 

{J  voice  iskeardin  the  Incantation  which  foli6ws.) 
When  (lie  moon  is  on  the  vare,       ^ 

And  the  glow-worm  in  the  gra^s 
And  the  meteor  on  the  grave, 

And  the  wisp  on  the  morin ; 
When  the  follinn  glars  arc  shooting,  > 

And  the  answer'd  owls  are  Hooting,    . 
And  the  silent  leaves  are  still 
In  the  diadow  of  tlie  Mil, 
Shall  my  Mml  be  upo4  thine, 
With  a  power  and  with  a  sign.  •<* 

Though  thy  sloinlMc  miy  be  deep. 

Yet  thy  spirit  KhiU  Bi»t  ileep ; 

There  are  shades  which  wiU  not  vanish, 

There  are  tlioaghu  thou  ^^tf^t  not  banish ; 

By  a  power  to  thee  unknown. 

Thou  canst  never  be  alone  ; 

Thou  art  wrapt  as  with  a  ihroud. 

Thou  art  gather'd  in  a  ploud ; 

And  CprMK  shnlt  thou  dwell 

In  the  ■pint  of  this  spell. 

Thoofh  thon  sent  me  not  pais  by,    . 
Tliou  Uialt  frel  me  with  thine  eye 
As  a  thing  that,  itibugh  onsivn. 
Must  be  near  thee,  and  liath  been  ; 
And  when  in  that  sccre^drcad 
Thou  hast  tuni'd  around  thy  head ; 
Thou  bhalt  marvel  I  am  not 
As  thy  shadow  on  the  spot. 
And  the  power  which  thou  dost  feel 
Shall  be  what  thou  must  conceal. 

And  a  magic  voice  and  vcnr 

llath  baptised  tliee  with  a  curse ; 

And  a  spirit  of  thr  air 

lluth  begirt  thee  with  a  snare ; 

In  the  wind  there  is  a  voice 

Shall  forbid  thee  to  rejoice ; 

And  to  thee  shall  Night  dejiy 

All  the  quiet  of  her  sky  ; 

And  the  day  shall  have  a  sun. 

Which  shall  make  thee  wish  it  Uiiiu:. 

From  thy  false  tears  I  did  distil 
An  essence  which  lialh  strength  to  kill ; 
From  thy  own  lieart  1  then  did  wring 
The  bUck  blood  in  its  blackest  spring ; 
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From  tliy  own  smHe  1  aaatck'd  the 

For  there  it  eoU'd  as  in  a  faiakc ; 

From  thy  own  lip  I  drew  the  eharm 

Which  gave  all  these  their  eliicint  barm; 

fn  proving  every  poison  knowDr 

I  found  the  strongest  was  thine  ova. 

By  thy  cold  breast  and  serpent  smile. 

By  thy  unfathom'd  gnlfs  of  giriie. 

By  that  most  seeming  virtuous  eye. 

By  thy  Shut  soul's  hypocrisy ; 

By  the  perfection  of  thine  art, '  "' 

Which  pajts'd  for  hlimaa  thine  own  heart ; 

By  tliy  delight  in  omers'  pahi, 

And.by  thy  brothedioad  of  Cain, 

t  fall  iipao  thee !  and  compel 

Tliyself  to  be  tlij  proper  lidl ! 

Aiid  on  thy  head  1  pour  the  ijal 

Wjuch  doth  derotc  thee  lOjUs  trial ; 

Nor  to  slumber,  not*  t^Ai^ . 

Sliall  be  in  thy  destiny  ^ 

Though  thy  death  shall  still  seem  near 

To  thy  wish,  bnt  as  a  fear| 

Lo !  the  spoil  now  works  around  -tliec, 

And  the  clanklto  chajp  hath  bound  tliec ; 

O'er  thy  heart  and  brain  tofether 

Hath  the  word  beep  pestTd— now  Wither  * 


Tlie  MoHntaS£'of  the  JUw/ticv. — TTaie,  Morming.^ 
Manfebd  Sone  upon  tike  CUfft, 

MANFKKD. 

The  spirits  I  have  raised  afiaudon  me  ■■ 

llie  spells  which  I  have  »tudi«d  baflFle  me — 

The  remedy  I  reckTdlkf  tortured  m^; 

I  lean  no  more  on  super-human  aid. 

It  hath  no  power  upon  the  past,  and  for 

The  future,  till  the  past  be  gulfd  in  darkness, 

It  is  not  of  my  search. — My  mother  earth ! 

And  thou,  iftAi  bccaking  day,  and  you.  ye  mountain^. 

Wliy  are  ye  beautiful?  I  cannot  love  yc. 

Aud  lliou,  the  bright  eye  of  the  nnivene. 

That  oi)eiic<;t  over  all,  and  unto  all 

Art  a  delight— thou  shiiieit  not  on  my  henrt 

Aud  you,  yc  crags,  upon  whose  extreme  cd^e 

I  staud,  and  on  the  torrent's  brink  beneath 

Behold  tlic  tall  pines  dwindled  as  to  shrubs 

lu  dizziness  of  distance;  when  a  leap, 

A  stir,  a  motion,  even  a  breath,  would  bring 

My  breast  upon  its  rocky  iMWotn's  bed 

To  rest  for  oer — wherefore  do  I  panse  7 

1  feel  the  impulse— yet  I  do  not  plnnge; 

I  see  ihc  peril — yet  do  not  recede; 

,\nd  my  brain  reels— and  yet  my  fool  is  firm  : 

There  is  a  power  upon  me  which  wiihhokls 

And  makes  it  my  fatality  to  live; 

If  it  l>e  life  to  wear  within  myself 

Thin  barrenness  of  spirit,  and  lo  be 

.My  own  soul's  sepulchre,  for  I  have  ceased 

To  justify  ray  deeiU  unto  myself — 

The  last  infirmity  of  evU.     Ay, 

Thou  winged  ami  cloud-cleaving  minister, 

\An  eagle  paur>. 
Whose  happy  tlight  is  highest  into  lira  von. 
Well  niay'nt  thou  sw  oop  so  near  luc — I  shuuLd  he 


MANFRED. 
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TV,  and  Qorj^  thiiie  eagletA;  thou  art  gone 
ilic  cyr  cannot  follow  thee;  but  tbine 
.>rci'M  donntiiird,  onward,  or  above 
I  pmading  vUion.— Beautiful ! 
4>autifui  is  all  tlii<i  visible  world ! 
loriou)^  in  its  artionand  itielf ! 
>.  ¥  bo  name  ourselves  its  sovcreignf,  we, 
nut.  half  deity,  alike  unfit 
k  or  Mtar,  with  our  mix'd  eitence  make 
1ic(  of  its  elemeuts  and  breathe 
Talh  nf  degrndaiion  and  of  pride, 
uliiig  ift  itb  low  wantK  and  lofly  will 
X  mortality  predominates, 
leu  arc— wliat  they  name  not  to  tlieouelvei, 
'ust  nm  to  each  other.     Uark  1  tbe  note, 

[The  ihephertrB  jript  ■•  tk0  i^nce  is  heard. 
ittiral  music  of  the  monatain  reed — 
re  ilii>  |)atrinrcbai  days  are  not 
onil  fablo— ])ipe«  in  the  liberal  air, 
Willi  the  4wect  U-IIh  of  tbe  iuiuntcria({  iierd; 
111  ^ould  drink  tlmie  ceboi's,— (>li,  tlial  I  were 
cwlcM  R|Mrit  of  a  lovely  sound, 
i{;  \oicPt  a  hrrntbini;  harilUHiy«. 
ilr-'".  <'iijoynu"iit—lK»rii  and  dying 
he  hlosi  toni'  wim'li  maib!  me  I 

Enter  from  hehw  a  Ciiavow  IIt«?iTBR. 

CIUMOIS   lir^TKR. 

Even  so, 
ay  ihi-  cliiimoiM  leapt:  \ut  nimble  feet 
i.iflleil  me;  my  g:iin«  to-«lay  will  scuror 
II I \  break-neck  travail,— What  is  lure? 
.i'i>iiis  nut  nf  my  trade,  and  yet  baih  nacb'd 
;h!  vkiiii'h  none  even  of  ctur  mountaineers, 
iiir  lir<.t  liuiiter>i,  may  attain:  bte  garb 
illv,  \iU  mien  in.iidy,  and  his  air 
as  a  frei--l»orii  jir:isanl\  at  this  distance.— 
aiiproach  him  m  aicr. 

MvNrr.Eii  (nvt  pt'neiving  the  other). 

thus— 

lair  (I  ^ith  ;in(;iiirili,  like  thi'fte  blasted  pines, 
Vs  nf  i\  siiiylc  \kiut«r.  kirkkss,  l>nincble*«>, 
htrd  trunk  upon  a  ciirwd  root, 
I  hut  sujiplieK  a  f«-<-ling  to  decay — 
t  1)1'  thu«,  elernallv  but  thiifl, 
y  hii-n  iillnT"wi.se:  N»i^  furrom'd  oVr 
Mniiklrs,  j.lmn;hd  by  momeiHN,  iml  by  ycar^: 
•ours— .ill  tortiin'd  into  apes — boiini 
I  I  ouJli\c:— Yi'  toppling  eraj-s  of  ice! 
il.in*  hi'-,  vhoni  a  bn-ath  drd«>  d»»wn 
.uni.iitiitus  (MT>»hilmiii(;,  foiiie  and  crush  me! 
vr  luoiMi-miy  ;iIm»\i\  lM.>ui>ath. 
\iiili  a  fn'i|iii'iit  foiiHirl ;  but  ye  pass, 
.illv  f:ill  (»n  ihinijs  that  still  vould  live; 
rviiunj;  floiirisbiiu;  fun-M,  or  the  hut 
ijmlet  of  the  hariiiW'Hs  villaj'.er. 
r.ii\Moi'%  iir:<iTKH. 
limits  lM'i;iu  to  risi*  fr^im  up  the  valb-y ; 
.irij  him  to  ilrsmnl.  or  he  may  rhanee 
.1-  .It  otire  his  wa>  and  life  toi;elher. 

(lists  boil  up  around  the  jjlaricfs  ;  clouds 

•III  liin;  fa««i  hruiMlh  iiir.  white  and  sulphury, 

IfKiiii  from  till-  rtiii-4Ml  oo-aii  of  dn'p  hell, 

,••  i%i-i\  \»a\i'  hrtaU;*  on  ii  liviii{;  shore, 

d  vtiih  the  damn'd  like  pobblct. — 1  am  giddy. 


•  CHAMOIS  RUIITKI. 

I  must  appmaeh  him  eautionsly ;  if  near, 
^  sudden  step  will  startle  him,  and  he 
Seems  tottering  already. 

MiviraKD. 

Mountain*  liave  fallen, 
I^eaving  a  gap  in  the  clouds,  and  with  the  shock 
Hocking  their  Alpine  brethren ;  filling  up 
The  ripe  green  valleys  with  destroetion  s  splinters 
rkimmiag  the  rWers  with  a  sudden  dash, 
>Vbicb  cnuh'd  tbe  waters  into  miit,  and  nuide 
Their  fountains  find  another  chanuel — thus. 
Thus  in  its  okl  age,  did  Moanl  Rosenburg— 
Why  stood  I  not  bcneqifa  it? 

GiaiiMf  n7!«T». 

Friend !  have  a  care. 
Your  next  step  may  be  fatal!— for  tlie  love 
Of  him  who  mado  you,  stand  not  on  that  brink? 

MX}9rK,KU  (not  hearing  him), 
Snch  would  liave  bcea  for  mc  a  fitting  tomb; 
Sly  Iwni's  had  then  been  quiet  in  their  depth ; 
They  had  not  then  been  strewn  upon  tbe  rocks 
For  the  wind's  ]Mstime — as  tliiix — thus  tliry  shall  be — 
In  this  oiir  i^iingtf. — Farewell,  ye  opening  heavens ! 
Look  not  upon  ine  ihns  reproachfully — 
Ye  were  not  meant  for  aie — Karib !  take  these  atoms! 
[Ji  Xah  ram  Em  im  met  to  spring  from  the  cliff » 
IhefSaAaois  nuirria  scltas  and  retain*  him 
u'l'tft  m  sudden  grasp."^ 
CHAMOIS  ar^iTia. 
Hold,  madman ! — though  aweary  of  iby  life. 
Stain  not  our  pure  vales  with  thy  guilty  blood. — 
AvkayVith  me T  will  not  quit  my  hold. 

M4NPRRn. 

I  am  most  sick  at  heart — nay,  grasp  me  not— 

I  am  all  frebleiiess — the  mountains  whirl 

Spinning  arnuiid  inc— I  grow  blind.— What  art  thou? 

ClUMOlN  BL'NTKR. 

I  "11  answer  that  anon. — Away  w  ith  me — 

The  clouds  grow  thicker — there — now  lean  on  me — 

place  your  fi)ot  hepe— here,  take  this  sUiff,  and  eliiig 

A  momriit  to  that  shrub— now  give  me  your  hand, 

And  hohl  fast  by  my  ginlle— .anftly— ^iH— 

The  Chalet  vtill  In?  gaiii'd  williin  an  lumr— 

Come  ou,  vn'  II  quickly  lind  a  surer  fooling. 

And  soniethiiig  like  a  ]Kiiliway,  which  the  torrent 

Hath  viashd  since  winter— Come,^'t  i«  bruvrly  done— 

You  -.hoiiUI  lia\i!  Im-ch  a  hunter. — Follow  me. 

[//«  they  descend  Vie  rock\  witli  diffcnltj,  the 
scttne  clnies.] 


ACT  II. 

SCENE    I. 

J  CotLige  amontjyt  the  liernese  Alps, 

Mv!srRri)  nnd  ehet^ilAWois  llr^TFR. 

ClIlMOIS  lUMTRR. 

\-„^  ,i„ — v<"t  pause  — tlum  must  not  yet  go  forth: 
Thy  iiiinii  ami  hmly  are  :ilike  unHt 
T«i  trust  rucli  other,  for  Mime  hours,  at  Ira*!; 
Will  II  thfui  art  belter,  I  will  he  iliy  guide— 
PiUt  -whitlMT? 

MiNFHRI*. 

It  imports  not:  I  do  know 
My  route  full  well,  and  nei>d  no  furtlicr  guidance. 
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Gn4H0IS  Hl'RTia. 

Thy  0arb  and  gait  bespeak  ther  of  hi^i  lineagfr— 
One  of  the  many  chiefii,  whose  castled  crags 
Look  o'er  tlie  lower  valleys — which  of  these 
May  call  thee  lord  ?  I  only  know  tlieir  portals ; 
My  way  of  life  leads  me  hut  rarely  down 
To  bask  by  the  huge  hrarths  of  those  old  lialls, 
Caronsinc  with  the  vassals;  hut  the  paths. 
Which  step  from  one  our  monntaiiM  to  their  domv, 
I  know  from  childhood^which  of  these  is  thine? 

WANFEKIK 

No  matter. 

ClAMOIt  HUNTBi. 

Welly  sir,  pardon  me  the  question, 
And  be  of  better  chtcr.    Come,  taste  my  whic ; 
T  is  of  an  aoeaent  Tinlage ;  many  a  day 
T  has  thawed  my  veins  afflbug  our  glaciers,  now 
Let  it  do  thiu  for  thine— ComCf  pledga  me  fairly. 

MANFlBBb 

Away,  away!  there's  blood  npoa  die  brim ! 
Will  it  then  never — never  sink  in  the  earth  ? 

CffAMOIS  RUMTBt. 

What  dost  thou  mean?  iliy  srnsra  wander  from  thee. 

■'  MANFEBD. 

I  say  'tis  blood'-my  blood !  the  pure  warrfl  stream 
Which  ran  in  the  vein»  of  my  fathers,  and  in  ours 
When  we  were  in  our  youth,  and  had  one  heart. 
And  loved  each  other  as  we  should  not  love, 
And  this  was  shed :  but  still  it  rises  u^ 
Colouring  the  clouds,  tliaC.»hut  me  out  from  heaven. 
Where  thou  art  not— and  I  shall  never  be. 

CHAMOIS  HL'^ITSa. 

Man  of  strange  wordo,  and  some  half-maddenin^in, 
Which  makes  tliw?  people  ^caucy,  whalc'cr 
Thy  dread  and  suffraiicc  be,  there 's  comfort  yet — 
The  aid  of  holy  men,  and  hcuvculy  paticucc^-^ — 

MAMFEKD. 

Patience,  and  patience!  llcncc— that  word  was  made 
For  brufcs  of  burthen,  nor  for  bird:*  of  prey  ; 
Preach  it  to  mortaLt  of  a  diut  lika  thine — 
I  am  not  of  thine  order. 

CHAMOIS  nuNTsa. 

Thanks  to  Heaven! 
I  would  not  be  of  thine  for  the  free  fame 
Of  William  Tell ;  but  whatsoe'er  thine  ill. 
It  must  be  borne,  and  these  wild  starts  are  useless. 

MVMFSBD. 

Do  I  not  bear  it? — I.ook  on  nie — I  live. 

CHVMOIS  IIL'^TKB. 

TIlis  is  convulsion,  and  no  healthful  life. 

M\NFRi.D. 

I  tell  ihec,  man !  I  have  liveil  many  years. 

Many  long  years,  hut  they  are  nolliing  iww 

To  those  which  I  must  number;  a(;e.s— ages — 

Space  and  cteniity — and  cunsciousiiess. 

With  the  fierce  thirst  of  death — and  still  unslaked ! 

CHAMOIS  HIINTKR. 

Why,  on  thy  brow  the  seal  of  middle  age 
Hath  scarce  been  set ;  I  am  tliinu  ehU'r  far. 

Mi^FRKD. 

Think'sl  thou  existence  dtttli  depend  on  time? 
It  doth:  hut  actions  are  our  epochs:  mine 
Have  made  my  days  and  nights  imperishable, 
Kndl(>ss,  and  all  alike  as  sands  on  the  shore, 
Innumerable  atoms;  and  one  desert, 
lidrren  and  cold,  on  iihich  the  wild  waves  break, 


Dut  nothiBQ  raats,  save  caicaiea  and  vneks. 
Rocks,  and  iha  nll-aurf  weeds  of  bitAernoaa. 

CBAHOII  aVJITBa. 

Alas!  he's  mad— bat  yet  1  moat  not  leam  him. 

wiUtraiD. 
I  wouU  I  were  *fai  then  Mw  thinfi  I  tee 
Would  be  but  a  dittaaiper  d  draam. 

GIAMOIi  aUNTKB. 

What  nil 

That  thoo  dost  see,  or  think  thon  look'at  upon* 

MAHPBBD. 

Myself  and  thee— a  peasant  of  the  Alps— 

Thy  humble  virtnesy  hospitable  homot 

And  spirit  patient,  pious,  prond  umd  free; 

Thy  self-respect,  grafted  on  ianorent  thiNi^ils ; 

Thy  days  of  hmlth,  and  nights  of  sleep ;  thy  uik. 

By  danger  di^ified,  yet  guiltless;  hopes 

Of  cheerful  old  age  and  a  qfuiel  grave, 

With  cross  and  gniand  over  its  green  tnif  , 

And  thy  grandehildien's  love  for  epitaph : 

This  do  I  see^and  then  I  look  within — 

It  matters  not— my  aonl  v«8  tcorch'd  already  I 

.  .ciAMOia  BnTaa. 
And  woaldst  thou  tbtm  eichai^  thy  lot  Cor  mine? 

MANFRBD. 

No,  friend !  1  would  not  wrong  thee,  nor  exchange 
My  lot  with  living  baing :  I  can  bear — 
However  wretcliedly,  't  is  still  to  bear — 
In  life  «hat  others  could  not  brook  to  dream, 
but  perish  in  their  slumber. 

CHAMOIS  aUHTlB. 

And  wiUi  this— 
This  cautious  fedioig  for  anothore  pain. 
Canst  thou  be  black  v^ith  evil.' — say  not  &o. 
Can  one  of  geutle  tlioughts  have  wreak'd  revenge 
Upon  his  enemies? 

^  MAMFRSD. 

Oh !  no,  no,  no ! 
My  injuries  came  down  on  those  who  loved  me— 
On  those  whom  I  best  loved:  I  never  qurH'd 
All  enemy,  save  in  my  just  defence — 
But  my  embrace  was  f4tal. 

CRVMOIS  BI'MTEa. 

Heaven  give  tlier  rest ! 
AimI  penitence  r«>store  thee  to  thyself; 
My  prayrrs  slull  be  for  thee. 

MANFRED. 

I  netnl  them  not, 
But  can  endure  thy  pity.     I  dei>art — 
T  is  time — f:ire«ell ! — Here's  gold,  and  thanks  for  thee— 
No  vronls — it  is  tliy  due. — rollovk  nie  not — 
I  know  my  path — llie  mounluin  )>cril  k  pu!»i: — 
And  once  again,  I  charge  thee,  fuUuw  not ! 

[Exit  Manfred. 

SCEN  E    II. 

j4  lou'cr  rnlley  in  tlie  Alps — A  CaUtract, 
Enter  MvMi'Rto. 
It  is  not  noon — the  suuho^'s  niys'  still  arch 
Tlio  torrent  ^iih  the  many  hues  of  heaven. 
And  roll  the  sliceied  sIKitn  Vbaviiig  column 
O'er  tlie  cr:)i;'.s  headlong  |HT|>i'iidiculur, 
Anil  iling  its  lines  of  foaiuiii|;  li^dit  along. 
And  to  and  fro,  like  the  )Mle  cuurser's  tail, 
Thi>  giant  sietni,  to  lie  lM*»ii-ode  by  Dtratli, 
As  told  in  the  .\p<icalypse.     No  eye» 
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But  miDC  DOW  drink  this  H^t  of  loveliness ; 

I  should  be  sole  in  this  sweet  solilnde, 

And  with  the  spirit  of  the  place  divide 

The  homage  of  these  waters. — I  will  call  her. 

[MAxraKD  takes  some  of  the  water  into  Ae 
palm  of  his  hand,  undoings  it  in  (he  air^ 
muttering  the  adjuration.  After  a  pause^ 
the  WrrcR  or  tbi  Alps  rises  beneath  tiie 
arch  of  the  sunbeam  of  Ae  torrent 

MArrFRKD. 

Beautiful  spirit!  with  thy  hair  of  light, 

And  danling  eyes  of  glory,  in  whose  form 

The  charms  of  earth's  lea8l*4nortal  daughters  grow 

To  an  unearthly  stature,  in  an  essence 

Of  purer  elements ;  while  the  hues  of  youth, — 

Camation'd  like  a  sleeping  infant's  cheek, 

Rock'd  by  tlie  beating  of  her  mother  s  heart. 

Or  the  rose  tints,  which  summtt's  twilight  leaves 

Upon  the  lofty  glacier's  virgin  snow. 

The  blush  of  earth  embracing  wUh  her  heaven,— 

Tinge  thy  celestial  aspect,  and  make  tame 

The  beauties  of  the  sunbow  which  bends  o'er  thee. 

neautiful  spirit',  in  thy  calm  clear  brow, 

Wherein  is  glass'd  serenity  of  soul. 

Which  of  itself  shows  immortality, 

I  read  that  thou  wilt  pardon  to  a  son 

Of  ranh,  whom  the  abstroser  powers  permit 

At  times  to  commune  with  them — if  that  he 

Avail  him  of  his  spells— to  call  thee  thus, 

And  gaze  on  thee  a  moment. 

WITCV. 

Son  of  earth ! 
I  know  thee,  and  the  powers  which  give  thee  power; 
I  4pow  thee  for  a  man  of  many  thoughts. 
And  deeds  of  good  and  ill,  extreme  in  both. 
Fatal  and  fated  in  thy  sufferings. 
I  have  expected  this— what  wouMst  thou  with  me  ? 

MANraiD. 
To  look  upon  tliy  beauty— nothing  further. 
The  face  of  the  earth  hath  madden'd  me,  and  I 
Take  refuge  in  her  mysteries,  and  pierce 
To  the  abodes  of  those  who  govern  her— 
But  they  can  nothing  aid  me.     I  liavc  sought 
From  them  what  tliey  could  not  bestow,  and  now 
I  <iearch  no  further. 

WITCH. 

What  could  be  the  quest 
Which  is  not  in  the  power  of  the  most  powerful. 
The  rulers  of  the  invisible  ? 

MAIfPiXD. 

^  boon; 
But  why  should  I  repeat  it?  't  were  in  vain. 

WITCH. 

I  know  not  that;  let  thy  lips  utter  it. 

MANPHKD. 

Well,  though  it  torture  me,  't  is  but  the  same; 

)ly  pang  shall  Bod  a  voice.     From  my  yooA  upwards 

My  spirit  walk'd  not  with  the  souls  of  men. 

Nor  iook'd  upon  the  earth  with  human  eyes, 

The  thirst  oF  their  ambition  was  not  mine, 

The  aim  of  their  eiistence  was  not  mine; 

My  joys,  my  griefs,  my  passions,  and  my  powers, 

Made  me  a  stranger;  though  I  wore  the  form, 

I  had  no  sympathy  with  breathing  flesh, 

Nor  midst  the  creatures  of  clay  that  girded  me 

Was  there  hoi  one  who but  of  her  anon. 


I  said,  with  men,  and  with  the  thoughts  of  men, 

I  held  but  slight  communion :  but  instead, 

My  joy  was  in  the  wilderness,  to  breathe 

The  difficult  air  of  the  iced  mounuin's  top. 

Where  the  birds  dare  not  build,  nor  insect's  wing 

Flit  o'er^he  herbless  granite ;  or  to  plunge 

Into  the  torrent,  and  to  roll  along 

On  the  sirift  whirl  of  the  new-breaking  wave 

Of  river-stream,  or  ocean,  in  their  flow. 

In  these  my  eariy  strength  exulted ;  or 

To  fbUow  through  the  night  the  moring  moon. 

The  stars  and  their  developement ;  or  catch 

The  daxsling  lightnings  till  my  eyes  grew  dim ; 

Or  c4  look,  list'ning,  on  the  scatler'd  leaves, 

While  autumn  winds  were  at  their  evening  song. 

These  were  my  pastimes,  and  to  be  alone; 

For  if  the  beings,  of  whom  I  was  one,^ 

Hating  to  be  so, — cross'd  me  in  my  path, 

I  felt  mysflff  degraded  back  to  them. 

And  was  all  clay  again.    And  then  I  dived, 

In  my  lone  wanderings,  to  the  caves  of  death. 

Searching  iu  cause  in  its  effect;  and  drew 

From  wither'd  bones,  and  sculls,  and  heap*d-up  dust, 

Gonclusioas  most  forbidden.    Then  I  pass'd 

The  nights  of  years  in  sciences  untight, 

Save  in  the  old  time;  and  with  time  and  toil. 

And  terrible  ordeal,  and  such  penance 

As  in  itself  hath  power  upon  the  air, 

And  spirits  that  do  compass  air  and  earth. 

Space,  and  the  peopled  infinite,  I  made 

Mine  eyes  familiar  with  eternity. 

Such  as,  before  me,  did  the  Magi,  and 

He  who  from  out  their  fountain  dwellings  raiMd 

Eros  and  Anteros,  *  at  Gadara, 

As  I  do  thee ; — and  vrith  my  knowledge  grew 

The  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  the  power  and  joy 

Of  this  most  bright  intelligence,  until— — 

WITCH. 

Proceed. 

MAifrXKD. 

Oh !  I  but  thus  prolong'd  my  words, 
Boasting  these  idle  attributes,  because 
As  I  approach  the  core  of  my  heart's  grief — 
But  to  my  task.     I  have  not  named  to  thee 
Father  or  mother,  mistress  friend,  or  being. 
With  whom  I  wore  the  chain  of  human  ties^ 
If  I  had  such,  they  seem'd  not  such  to  me — 
Yet  there  was  one 

WITCH. 

Spare  not  thyself— proceed. 

MAIirtBD. 

She  was  like  me  in  lineaments— her  eyes, 

Her  hair,  her  features,  all,  to  the  very  lone 

Even  of  her  voice,  tliey  said,  vrere  like  to  mine; 

But  soften  d  all,  and  temper'd  into  beauty; 

She  liad  the  same  lone  thoughts  and  wanderings 

The  quest  of  hidden  knowledge,  and  a  mind 

To  comprehend  the  uiii<iiff||^  nor  these 

Alone,  but  with  them  gent&  powers  than  mine. 

Pity,  and  smiles,  and  tears — which  I  had  not ; 

And  tenderness — but  that  I  had  for  her ; 

HumiUty — and  that  I  never  had. 

Her  faults  were  mine — her  virtues  were  her  own — 

I  loved  her,  and  destroy 'd  her  ! 

WITCH. 

With  thy  hand? 
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MANFMD. 

Not  Willi  my  liand,  bat  heart — l^htck  broke  her  heart- 
It  gaxed  on  mine,  And  withM-'d.    I  have  shed 
Blood,  but  not  hent — and  yet  her  blood  was  shed— 
I  saw — and  could  not  staunch  it. 

WITCH. 

And  for  this — 
A  being  of  the  race  tliou  dost  despise, 
The  order  which  thine  own  would  rise  above. 
Mingling  with  us  and  ours,  thou  dost  forego 
The  gifts  of  our  great  knowledge,  and  shrink'st  back 
To  recreant  mortality Away  I 

MANrtBD. 

Daughter  of  Air  1 1  tell  thee,  since  that  hour— 

But  words  are  breath — look  on  me  in  my  sleep, 

Or  watch  my  watchings — Come  and  sit  by  me ! 

My  solitude  is  solitude  no  more. 

But  peopled  with  the  Furies. — I  have  gnash'd 

My  teeth  in  darkness  till  returning  mom,      • 

Then  cursed  myself  till  sunset ; — I  have  pray  d 

For  madness  as  a  blessing — 't  is  denied  me. 

I  have  affronted  death — bnt  in  the  war 

Of  elements  the  waters  shrunk  from  me. 

And  fatal  things  pass'd  harmless — the  cold  hand 

Of  an  all-pitiless  demon  held  me  back. 

Back  by  a  single  hatr,  which  would  not  break. 

In  phantasy,  imagination,  all 

The  affluence  of  my  soul — which  one  day  was 

A  Croesus  in  creation — I  plunged  deep. 

But,  like  an  ebbing  wave,  it  dash'd  me  back 

Into  tlie  gulf  of  my  unfathom'd  thought. 

I  plunged  amidst  mankind — Forgetfulness 

I  sou^t  in  all,  save  where  't  is  to  be  found. 

And  that  1  have  to  learn — my  sciences. 

My  long-pursued  and  super-human  art. 

Is  morul  here — I  dwell  in  my  despair — 

And  live — and  live  for  ever. 

WITGS. 

It  may  be 
That  I  can  aid  thee. 

HARpaBn. 
To  do  this  thy  power 
Must  wake  the  dead,  or  lay  me  low  with  them. 
Do  so — in  any  shape — in  any  hour — 
With  any  torture — so  it  be  the  last. 

WITCH. 

Tliat  is  not  in  my  province ;  but  if  thou 
Wilt  swear  obedience  to  my  will,  and  do 
My  bidding,  it  may  help  thee  to  thy  wishes. 

MAfrraiD. 
I  will  not  swear. — Obey!  and  whom?  the  spirits 
Whose  presence  I  command,  and  be  the  slave 
Of  those  who  served  me^ — Never ! 

WITCH. 

Is  this  all? 
Ilast  thou  no  gentler  answer? — Tet  bethink  thee. 
And  pause  ere  thou  rejecteat. 

I  have  said  it. 

WITCH. 

Enough !— I  may  retire  then— say ! 

MANFaRD. 

Retire! 
[  The  Witch  disappears. 
MANraBD  (alone). 
We  are  the  fools  of  time  and  terror :  days 


*  Steal  on  us  and  steal  from  oi;  yef  w»  live* 
,  Loathing  our  life,  and  draadinf  still  to  die. 
j  In  all  tlie  days  of  this  detested  yoke — 
I  This  vita4  weight  upon  the  stniggUng  heart, 
I  Which  sinks  with  sorrow,  or  beats  quick  with  pain. 
Or  joy  that  ends  in  agony  or  fttintnew^- 
kJn  all  the  days  of  past  and  f  ature,  for 
■  In  life  there  is  no  present,  we  can  number 
How.few — how  less  than  few — wbereiii  the  aoul 
Forbearf^o  pant  for  death,  and  yet  dravs  bmck 
As  from  a  stream  in  winter,  though  the  chill 
Be  but  a  moment's.    I  have  one  reaource 
Still  in  my  science— I  can  call  the  dead. 
And  ask  them  what  it  is  we  dread  to  be; 
The  sternest  answer  can  but  be  the  Grare, 
And  that  is  nothing — if  they  answer  BOt — 
The  buried  Prophet  answer'd  to  the  Hag 
Of  Endor;  and  the  Spartan  Monarch  drew 
From  the  Byxantine  maid's  unsleeping  apirit 
An  answer  and  his  destiny— he  slew 
That  which  he  loved,  unknowing  what  he  alew. 
And  died  unpardon'd— though  he  call'd  in  aid 
The  Phyxian  Jove,  and  in  Phigalia  roosed 
The  Arcadian  Evocators  to  compel 
The  indignant  shadow  to  depose  her  wrath. 
Or  fix  her  term  of  vengeance — she  replied 
In  words  of  dubious  import,  but  fnlfiU'd. ' 
If  I  had  never  lived,  that  which  I  love 
Had  still  been  living ;  had  I  ncTcr  loved. 
That  which  I  love  would  stiU  be  beautifal — 
Happy  and  giving  happiness.    What  is  she? 
What  is  she  now? — a  sufferer  for  my  sins — 
A  thing  I  dare  not  think  upon — or  nothing. 
Within  few  hours  I  shall  not  call  in  vain — 
Yet  in  this  hour  I  dread  the  thing  I  dare : 
Until  this  hour  I  never  slutiiik  to  gase 
On  spirit,  good  or  evilr-now  I  tremble. 
And  feel  a  strange  cold  thaw  upon  my  heart; 
But  I  can  act  even  what  I  most  abhor. 
And  champion  human  fears. — The  night  approaches. 

[Exit 

SCENE  III. 
77ie  Summit  of  the  Jungfrau  Mountain. 
Enter  FiasT  Desti^it. 

The  moon  is  rising  broad,  and  couod,  and  bright; 
And  here  on  Mows,  where  never  human  fool 
Of  common  mortal  trod,  we  nightly  tread. 
And  leave  no  traces ;  o'er  the  savage  sea. 
The  glassy  ocean  of  the  momitain  ice. 
We  skim  its  rugged  breakers,  which  put  on 
The  aspect  of  a  tumbling  tempest's  foam. 
Frozen  in  a  moment — n  dead  whirlpool's  image ; 
And  this  most  steep  fantastic  pinnacle. 
The  fret-work  of  some  eartliquake — where  the  clouds 
Pause  to  repose  themselves  in  passing  by — 
Is  sacred  to  our  revels,  or  our  vigils; 
Here  do  I  wait  my  sisters,  on  our  way 
To  the  Hall  of  Arimancs,  for  to-night 
U  nur  great  festival — 't  is  strange  they  come  not. 
j4  voice  voiAout,  sim^ng. 

The  Captive  Tsurper, 

Ilurl'd  down  from  the  throne. 

Lay  buried  in  torpor. 
Forgotten  and  lone; 


MANFRED. 
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I  broke  through  his  slumbers* 

I  shiver'd  his  chain, 
I  leagued  him  tiTiih  numbers — 
He  '•  tyrant  again  I 
AVith  the  blood  of  a  million  he  'U  answer  my  care, 
VV'ith  a  nation's  destruction— hia  flight  and  despair. 

Second  Foictt  without.  . 
Tlie  ship  sail'd  on,  the  ship  saiTd  last, 
liut  I  left  not  a  sail,  and  I  left  not  a  mast; 
Tliere  is  not  a  plank  of  the  hull  or  the  deck, 
And  tbcre  is  not  a  wretch  to  lament  o'er  his  wreck  ,- 
Save  one,  whom  I  held,  as  he  swam,  by  the  hair. 
And  he  was  a  subject  well  worthy  my  eare; 
A  traitor  on  land,  and  a  pirate  at  sea— 
but  I  saved  him  to  wreak  further  havoc  for  me ! 
FiasT  DisTiRT,  aiuwen'it^. 
The  city  lies  sleeping; 

The  mom,  to  deplore  it, 
May  dawn  on  it  weeping : 

anUenly,  slowly. 
The  black  plague  flew  o'er  it- 
Thousands  Ke  lowly ; 
Ten^  of  thousands  shall  perisli — 

The  living  shall  fly  from 
The  sick  they  should  cherish ; 

But  nothing  can  Tanquish 
The  touch  that  they  die  from. 

Sorfow  and  anguish. 
And  evil  and  dread. 

Envelope  a  nation — 
The  blest  are  the  dead. 
Who  see  not  the  sight 

Of  their  own  desolation.— 
This  work  of  a  night, 
Tliis  wreck  of  a  realm— this  deed  of  my  doing— 
For  ages  I  've  done,  and  sliA  still  be  renewing ! 
Enter  Ihe  Sico^id  and  Thibd  Destinies. 
Tke  Three. 
Our  hands  contain  the  hearts  of  men. 

Our  footsteps  are  their  grares ; 
We  only  give  to  take  again 
The  spirits  of  our  slaves ! 

riaCT  DBSTINT. 

Welcome!— Where  's  Nemesis? 

SBCOff  D  DBSTIIIT. 

At  some  great  work; 
But  what  I  know  not,  for  my  hands  were  full. 

THiaO  DBSTIRT.  # 

Behold  she  cometh. 

Bntor  Nemesis. 

piBST  DEsniry. 
Say,  where  hast  thou  been? 
My  sisters  and  thyself  are  slow  to-night. 

NBHISIS. 

I  was  deuin'd  repairing  shatter'd  thrones. 

Marrying  fools,  restoring  dynasties, 

Avenging  men  upon  their  enemies,  * 

And  making  them  repent  their  own  revenue; 

(fuading  the  wise  to  madnots;  from  the  dull 

Sliapiug  out  oracles  to  rule  the  world 

Afresh,  for  they  were  waxing  out  of  date, 

And  mortals  dared  Co  ponder  for  themselves. 

To  weigh  kings  in  the  balance,  and  to  speak 

Of  freedom,  the  forbidden  fruit. — Away! 

W«  have  outstaid  tlie  hour— mount  we  our  clouds! 

[ExeuHL 


SCBNB  IV. 

The  Hall  of  Arimane* — Jrimanes  on  his  Throne,  a 
Globe  of  Fire,  surrounded  by  the  Spirits. 

Hymn  of  the  Spibits. 
Hail  to  our  master !— Prince  of  earth  and  air  !— 

^lio  walks  the  clouds  and  waters— in  his  hand 
The  sceptre  of  the  elements,  which  tear    « 

Themselves  to  chaos  at  his  high  command ! 
He  breatheth— and  a  tempest  shakes  the  sea; 

He  speaketh — and  the  clouds  reply  in  thunder; 
lie  gazetb— from  his  ^once  the  sunbeams  flee ; 

lie  moveth— earthquakes  rend  the  world  asunder. 
Beneath  his  footsteps  the  volcanos  rise ; 

His  shadow  is  the  pestilence;  his  path 
The  comets  herald  through  the  crackling  skies; 

And  planets  turn  to  ashes  at  his  wrath. 
To  him  war  offers  daily  sacrifice ; 

To  him  death  pays  his  tribute;  life  is  his. 
With  all  its  infinite  of  agonies — 

And  his  the  spirit  of  whatever  is ! 

£iUer  tiie  Destiniks  and  Nbmbsis. 

PIBST  DESTINY. 

Glory  to  Arimanes !  on  the  earth  , 

His  power  increaseth— both  my  sisters  did 

His  bidding,  nor  did  I  neglect  my  duty ! 

SECOND  DESTINY. 

(«lory  to  Arimanes!  we  who  bow 

The  necks  of  men,  bow  down  before  his  throne ! 

TBIBD  DESTINY. 

Glory  to  Arimanes!— we  await  his  nod! 

NBXBSIS. 

Sovereign  of  sovereigns!  we  are  thine. 
And  all  that  liveth,  more  or  less,  is  ours. 
And  most  things  wholly  so;  still  to  increase 
Our  power,  increasing  thine,  demands  our  care, 
Aud  we  are  vigilant— Thy  late  commands 
Have  been  fultilTd  to  the  utmost. 

Enter  M4NPBEd. 

A  SPIBIT. 

Wliat  is  here? 
A  mortal  '.—Thou  most  rash  and  fatal  wretch, 
bow  down  and  worship ! 

SECOND  spiarr. 

I  do  know  the  mail:— 
A  Magian  of  great  power,  and  fearful  skill ! 

THtBD  SPIBIT. 

Bow  down  and  worship,  slave ! — 

W*hat,  know'st  thou  not 
Thine  and  our  sovereign  T— Tremble,  and  obey ! 

ALL   TIB  SPIBITS. 

Prostrate  thyself,  and  thy  condemned  cby, 
Child  of  the  Earth !  or  dread  the  worst. 

MANPBBD. 

I  know  it  i 
And  yet  ye  see  I  kneel  nol. 

POUBfKJriBIT. 

*t  will  be  taught  thee. 

MANPBBD. 

T  LS  taught  already;— many  a  night  on  the  earth, 

On  the  bare  ground,  have  I  bow'd  down  my  foce, 

.\nd  strew'd  my  head  with  ashes;  I  have  known 

Tlic  fulness  of  humiliation,  for 

I  sunk  before  my  vain  despair,  and  knelt 

To  my  own  desolation. 
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Firrs  sriftiT. 
Dott  thou  daire 
Refuse  to  Arimanes  on  his  throne 
What  the  whole  earth  accords,  beholding  not 
The  terror  of  his  glory— Crouch !  I  say. 

WAirraiD. 
Bid  him  bow  down  to  that  which  is  above  him,— 
The  OTerruling  Infinite— the  Maker 
Who  made  him  not  for  worship — let  him  kneel, 
And  wt  will  kneel  together. 

THE  SPtaiTS. 

GrcNh  the  worm! 
Tear  him  in  pieces ! — 

riKST  DISTINT. 

Hence!  Avaunt!  he  's  mine. 
Prince  of  the  powers  invisible !  this  man 
Is  of  no  common  order,  as  his  port 
And  pretence  here  denote :  his  sufferings 
Have  been  of  an  immortal  nature,  like 
Our  own ;  his  knowledge  and  hu  powers  and  will, 
As  ftur  as  is  compatible  with  clay, 
VThich  clogs  the  ethereal  essence,  have  been  such 
As  clay  hath  seldom  borne;  his  aspirations 
Have  been  beyond  the  dwellers  of  the  earth. 
And  they  have  only  tAight  him  what  we  know- 
That  knowledge  is  not  happiness,  and  science 
Bnt  an  exchange  of  ignorance  for  that 
Which  is  another  kind  of  ignorance. 
This  is  not  all — the  passions,  attributeft 
•Of  earth  and  heaven,  from  which  no  power,  nor  being, 
Nor  breath,  from  the  worm  upwards,  is  exempt. 
Have  pierced  his  heart ;  and  in  their  consequence 
Made  him  a  thing  which  I,  who  pity  not, 
Yet  pardon  those  who  pity.     He  is  mine, 
And  thine,  it  may  be~>be  it  so,  or  not. 
No  other  spirit  in  this  region  hath 
A  soul  like  his— or  power  upon  his  soul. 

mMBtis. 
What  doth  he  here  then? 

FItST  DISTINT. 

Let  him  answer  that. 

MAirraaD. 
Ye  know  what  I  have  known;  and  without  power 
I  could  not  be  amongst  ye :  but  there  are 
Powers  deeper  still  beyond— I  come  in  quest 
Of  such  to  intwer  unto  what  I  seek. 

HBUKSIS. 

What  wouldat  thou  7 

M&ICPBBD. 

Thou  canst  not  reply  to  me. 
Gall  up  the  dead — my  question  is  for  them. 

MBIUSIS. 

Great  Arimanes,  doth  thy  will  avouch 
The  wishes  of  this  mortal  ? 

Aam&RBs. 
Yea. 
lit. 


Whom  wouldst  thou 


Uncharnel  ? 


Astarte. 


MANraBo. 
One  without  a  tomb — calf  up 

NBMBSIS. 

Shadow !  or  Spirit ! 
Whatever  thou  art. 


Which  still  doth  inherit 

The  whole  or  a  part 
Of  the  form  of  thy  birth. 

Of  the  mould  of  thy  clay. 
Which  retum'd  to  the  earth, — 

Re-appear  to  the  day ! 
Bear  wtet  thou  boreat. 

The  heart  and  the  form. 
And  the  aspect  thou  worest 
Redeem  from  the  worm. 
Appear !— appear !— appear ! 
Who  sent  thee  there  requires  thee  here! 

[Tht  phantom  o/ AsTAnxs  rises  ami 
stands  in  tfc«  midst. 
MANrasiK 
Can  this  be  death?  there 's  bloom  upon  her  cheek ! 
But  now  I  see  it  is  no  living  hue. 
But  a  strange  hectic— like  the  i^matural  red 
Which  Aulunm  plants  upon  the  perish'd  leaf. 
It  is  the  same !  Oh  God!  that  I  slKHikl  dread 
To  look  upon  the  same— Astarte ! — No, 
I  cannot  speak  to  her — but  bid  her  speak — 
Forgive  me  or  condemn  me. 

HBMBSlt. 

By  the  power  which  hath  broken 
The  grave  which  inthrall'd  thee. 

Speak  to  him  who  hath  spoken. 
Or  those  who  have  calTd  thee! 

MAHrBBO. 

She  is  silent. 
And  in  that  silence  I  am  more  than  answered. 

NBMBSIS. 

My  power  extends  no  further.     Prince  of  air ! 
It  rests  with  thee  alone — command  her  voice. 

▲BIIUIIBS. 

Spirit !  obey  this  sceptre !    * 

NBMBSIS. 

Silent  Still! 
She  is  not  of  our  order,  but  belongs 
To  the  other  powers.    Mortal!  thy  queat  ta  Tain, 
And  we  are  baffled  also. 

MANraBD. 

Hear  bib,  hear  me — 
Astarte !  my  beloved !  speak  to  me : 
I  have  so  much  endured — so  much  endure — 
Look  on  me !  the  grave  hath  not  changed  thee  more 
Than  I  am  changed  for  thee.    Thou  lovedst  use 
Too  much,  as  Moved  thee :  we  were  not  made 
To  torture  thus  each  other,  though  it  were 
The  deadliest  sin  to  love  as  we  have  loved. 
Say  that  thou  loathest  me  not — that  I  do  bear 
This  punishment  for  both — that  thou  wilt  be 
One  of  the  blessed — and  that  I  shall  die; 
For  hitherto  all  hateful  things  conspire 
To  bind  me  in  existence — in  a  life 
Which  makes  me  shrink  from  immortality — 
A  future  lilR  the  past.    I  cannot  rest. 
I  know  not  what  I  ask  nor  idiat  I  seek: 
I  feel  but  what  thou  art — and  what  I  am ; 
And  I  would  hear  yet  once  before  I  perish 
The  voice  which  was  my  music-->Speak  to  me ! 
For  I  have  caird  on  thee  in  the  still  night. 
Startled  the  slumbering  birds  from  the  hush'd  bough». 
And  woke  the  mountain  wolves,  and  made  the  caves 
Acquainted  with  thy  vainly-echoed  name. 
Which  answer'd  me — many  things  answw'd  me — 
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nd  men— but  thou  vert  silent  all. 

UAWnMD, 

ik  to  me !  I  have  outwatch'd  the  stars, 

Say, 

ed  o'er  heaven  in  yain  in  search  of  thee. 

Are  all  things  so  dispoaed  of  in  the  tower 

>  me !  I  liave  wander  d  o'er  the  earth 

As  I  directed  7 

er  found  thy  likeness— Speak  to  me ! 

inMAif. 

1  the  fiends  around — they  feel  for  me: 

All,  my  lord,  are  ready; 

lem  not,  and  feel  for  thee  alone — 

Here  is  the  key  and  casket. 

- 

)  me !  though  it  be  in  wrath ; — but  say — 

MARraio. 

lot  what — but  let  me  hear  thee  once— 

ItUweU: 

X — once  more ! 

Thou  may'st  retire. 

[Exit  llnMAif. 

PHAIfTOM  OF  ASTAETI. 

Manfred! 

MAMPRBD. 

Say  on,  say  on — 
It  in  the  sound — it  is  thy  voice  ! 

PBANTOM. 

I !  to-morrow  ends  thine  earthly  ills. 
1! 

MANPBKD. 

Yet  one  word  more — am  I  forgiven  ? 

PHANTOM. 

11! 

MANFRED. 

Say,  shall  we  meet  a^jain  ? 

PflANIOII. 

Farewell  I 

MANPRKD. 

rd  for  mercy !  say,  thou  lovest  me. 

PHANTOM. 

d! 

[  The  Spirit  of  Astahtb  ditajtptars. 

NCMBSIS. 

She 's  gone,  and  will  not  be  rccall'd ; 
rds  will  be  fulfiU'd.     Return  to  the  earth. 

A  SPIRIT. 

3iivuls«d.— This  is  to  be  a  mortal, 
:k  the  things  beyond  mortality. 

ANOTHER  SPIRIT. 

?,  he  mastercth  himself,  and  makes 
ture  tributary  to  his  will, 
been  one  of  us,  he  would  have  made 
'ul  spirit. 

NKMKSIS. 

Hast  thou  further  question 
great  sovereign,  or  Ms  worshippers  ? 

MANFRED. 
NEMESIS. 

Then  for  a  time  fsrewelL 

MANFRED. 

^\  ihon!  Where?  On  the  earth  7 — 
<i  thou  wilt :  and  for  the  grace  accorded 
depart  a  debtor.     Fare  ye  well ! 

[Exit  MAinruo. 
{Scene  closes,) 

ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Hall  in  the  Castle  ofMtmfred. 

Mamfeed  and  Herman. 

MANFRED. 

is  the  hour  7 

■ERMAN. 

It  wanu  but  one  till  smiMt, 
•romises  a  lovely  twilight. 


MANFEED  («loMe). 

Th«K  is  a  calm  upon  me — 
Inexplicable  stillness !  which  till  now 
Did  not  belong  to  what  I  knew  of  life. 
If  that  I  did  not  know  philosophy 
To  be  of  all  our  vanities  the  motliest. 
The  merest  word  that  ever  fool'd  the  ear 
From  out  the  schoolman's  jargon,  I  should  deem 
The  golden  secret,  the  sought  «  Kalon,*  found, 
And  seated  in  my  soul.     It  will  not  last. 
But  it  is  well  to  have  known  it,  tliough  but  once : 
It  hath  enlarged  my  thou^ts  with  a  new  senM, 
And  I  within  my  tablets  would  note  down 
That  there  is  such  a  feeling.    Who  is  there? 

Re-enter  Herman. 

HERMAN. 

My  lord,  the  abbot  of  St  Maurice  craves 
To  greet  your  presence. 

Enter  the  Abbot  of  St  Maurice. 

ABBOT. 

Peace  be  with  Count  Manfred ! 

MANFRED. 

Thanks,  holy  father !  welcome  to  these  walls ; 
Thy  presence  honours  them,  and  blcsseth  thoae 
Who  dwell  within  them. 

ABBOT. 

Would  it  were  so,  Count !— 
But  I  would  fain  confer  witli  thee  alone. 

MANFRED. 

Herman,  retire.  What  would  my  reverend  guest  7 

ABBOT. 

Tlius,  without  prelude :— Age  and  seal,  my  office, 
And  good  intent,  must  plead  my  privilege  ; 
Our  near,  though  not  acquainted  neighbourhood. 
May  also  be  my  herald.     Rumours  strange, 
And  of  unholy  nature,  are  abroad. 
And  busy  with  thy  name ;  a  noble  name 
For  centuries;  may  he  who  bears  it  now 
Transmit  it  unimpair'd! 

MANFRED. 

Proceed,— I  listen. 

ABBOT. 

T  is  said  thou  boldest  converse  with  the  things 
Which  are  forbidden  to  the  search  of  man ; 
That  with  the  dwellers  of  the  dar^abodes, 
The  many  evil  and  tmbeavenly  spiriu 
Which  walk  the  valley  ci  the  shade  of  death, 
Thou  communest.  I  know  that  with  mankind, 
Vhy  fellows  in  creation,  thou  dost  rarely 
Exchange  thy  thoughts,  and  that  thy  solitude 
Is  as  an  anchorite's,  were  it  but  holy. 

MANFREBk 

And  what  are  they  who  do  avouch  these  things? 

ABBOT. 

My  pious  brethren — the  scared  peasantry- 
Even  thy  own  vassals — who  do  look  on  thee 
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Ir'ith  most  unquiet  eyes.  Thy  life's  in  peril 

MAIfTKID. 

kkeit. 

'  ABBOT. 

I  come  to  sare,  and  not  destroy — 
would  not  pry  into  tby  secret  soul; 
ut  if  these  things  be  sooth,  there  still  is  time 
or  penitence  and  pity :  reconcile  thee 
Htik  the  true  church,and  through  the  church  to  Qeavcn. 

MANriKD. 

hear  thee.  This  is  my  reply ;  whate'er 
may  have  been,  or  am,  doth  {lest  between 
leaven  and  myself.— I  shall  not  chuse  a  mortal 
o  be  my  mediator.  Have  I  sinn'd 
gainst  your  ordinances  ?  prove  and  punish  ! 

ABBOT. 

[y  son !  I  did  not  speak  of  punishment, 

ut  penitence  and  pardon ; — with  thyself 

he  choice  of  such  remains — and  for  the  last, 

ur  institutions  and  our  strong  belief 

ave  given  me  power  to  smooth  the  path  from  sin 

0  higher  hope  and  better  thoughts ,  the  first 

leave  to  Heaven — «  Vengeance  is  mine  alone!* 

D  saith  the  Lord,  and  with  all  humbleness 

is  servant  echoes  back  the  awful  word. 

MANraiD. 
Id  man !  there  is  no  power  in  holy  men, 
or  charm  in  prayer — nor  purifying  form 
f  penitence — nor  outward  look— n<Nr  fisst-«> 
or  agony — nor,  greater  than  all  these, 
he  innate  tortures  of  that  deep  despair 
rhich  b  remorse  without  the  fear  of  bell, 
at  all  in  all  sufficient  to  itself 
rould  make  a  hell  of  heaven — can  exorcise 
rom  out  the  unbounded  spirit,  the  quick  sense 
f  its  own  sins,  wnrngs,  sufferance,  and  revenge 
pon  itself ;  there  is  no  future  pang 
an  deal  that  juitiet  on  the  scUF-coiidenui'd 
e  deals  on  his  own  souL 

ABBOT. 

All  this  is  well , 
or  this  will  pass  away,  and  be  succeeded 
y  an  auspicious  hope,  which  shall  look  up 
riih  calm  assurance  to  that  blessed  place, 
rhich  all  who  seek  may  win,  whatever  be 
heir  earthly  errors,  so  they  be  atoned : 
nd  the  commencement  of  atonement  is 
he  sense  of  its  necessity. — Say  on — 
nd  all  our  church  can  teach  thee  shall  be  taught; 
nd  all  we  can  absolve  thee  shall  be  pardon'd. 

MAaraBD. 
Vhtn  Rome's  sixth  Emperor  was  near  his  last, 
he  victim  of  a  self-inflicted  wound, 
o  shun  the  torments  of  a  public  death 
rom  senates  once  hit  sbves,  a  certain  soldier, 
y^ith  show  of  loyal  pity,  would  have  suunch'd 
'he  gushing  throat  with  kia  ofi&cions  robe ; 
he  dying  RomMi  thrust  bin  buck  and 
iome  empire  still  in  his  expiring  ^ance. 
It  is  too  late— is  this  fidelity?* 

ABBOT. 

Ind.what  of  this .' 


It  is  too  late!* 


MAMFBXO. 

1  answer  with  the  Roman — 


ABBOT. 

it  nercr  can  be  to. 
To  reconcile  thyself  inth  thy  own  aonl. 
And  thy  own  soul  with  Heaven.  Hast  tboa  no  hope  ? 
"T  is  strange — even  thoee  who  do  despnir  above. 
Yet  shape  themselves  some  phantasy  oo  earth. 
To  which  lirail  twig  they  ding,  Uke  drowning  men. 

MASriM). 

Ay— father !  I  have  had  tfaoaa  earthly  irisioaB 

And  noble  aspirations  in  my  yoath, 

To  make  my  own  the  mind  of  other  men. 

The  enlightener  of  nations;  and  to  rise 

I  knew  not  whither — it  might  be  to  fall ; 

But  fall,  even  as  the  mountain-cataract. 

Which  having  leapt  from  its  more  daxalin^  height, 

Even  in  the  foaming  strength  of  its  abyss 

(Which  casts  up  misty  columns  that  become 

Clouds  raining  from  the  re-ascended  skies). 

Lies  l6w  but  mighty  still.-— But  this  is  past. 

My  thoughts  nrntook  themselves. 

ABBOT. 

And  wherefore  so  ? 
MAJirasD. 
I  could  not  tame  my  nature  down;  for  he 
Must  serve  who  fain  would  sway — and  soothe — and  sue— 
And  watch  all  time — and  pry  into  all  place — 
And  be  a  living  lie — who  would  become 
A  mighty  thing  amongst  the  mean,  and  such 
The  mass  are  :  I  disdain'd  to  mingle  with 
A  herd,  though  to  be  leader — and  of  wolves. 
The  Hon  is  alone,  and  so  am  I. 

ABBOT. 

And  why  not  live  and  act  with  other  men ! 

MANFRBD. 

Because  my  nature  was  averse  from  life ; 
And  yet  not  cruel;  for  I  would  not  make. 
But  find  a  desolation: — like  the  wind. 
The  red-hot  breath  of  the  most  lone  Simoom, 
Which  dwells  but  in  the  desert,  and  sweeps  o'er 
The  barren  sands  which  bear  no  shrubs  to  blast. 
And  revels  o'er  their  wild  and  arid  waves. 
And  seeketh  not,  so  that  it  is  not  sought. 
But  being  met  is  deadly;  such  hath  been 
The  Course  of  my  existence  J>ut  there  came 
Things  in  my  path  which  are  no  more. 

ABBOT. 

Alas! 
I  'gin  to  fear  that  thou  art  past  all  aid 
From  me  and  from  my  calling ;  yet  so  young, 
I  still  would 

MANFBXO. 

Look  on  me !  there  is  an  order 
Of  mortals  on  the  earth,  who  do  become 
Old  in  their  youth  and  die  ere  middle  age. 
Without  the  violence  of  warlike  death; 
Some  perishing  of  pleasure — some  of  study — 
Some  worn  with  toil — some  of  mere  weariness — 
Some  of  disease — and  some  insanity — 
And  some  of  wither'd  or  of  broken  hearts  ; 
For  this  last  is  a  malady  which  slays 
.More  than  are  number'd  in  the  lists  of  Fate, 
Taking  all  shapes,  and  bearing  many  names. 
Look  upon  me  !  for  even  of  all  these  things. 
Have  I  partaken ;  and  of  all  these  things, 
One  WQre  enough  :  then  wonder  not  ihal  I 
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Am  vhat  I  an,  but  that  I  ever  was, 
Or,  haTinf;  been,  that  I  am  still  on  earth. 

ABBOT. 

Yci,  hear  me  still 

MAlirBBD. 

Old  man !  I  do  respect 
Thine  order,  and  revere  thine  years ;  I  deem  T 
Thy  purpose  piou5,  but  it  is  in  Tain : 
Think  mc  not  churlish;  I  would  spare  thyself, 
Far  more  than  me,  in  shunning  at  this  time 
All  further  colloquy — and  so-— forewell. 

[Exit  BIarpbbd. 

ABBOT. 

This  should  have  been  a  noble  creatutt :  he 

Hath  all  the  energy  which  would  ha^  made 

A  goodly  frame  of  glorious  elements, 

Had  they  been  wisely  mingled ;  as  it  is, 

1 1  is  an  awful  cliaos~>light  and  darkness — 

And  mind  and  dust — and  passions  and  pure  thooglits, 

Mix'd  and  contending  without  end  or  order, 

All  dormant  or  destructive:  he  will  perish. 

And  yet  he  must  not;  I  will  try  onee  more, 

For  such  are  worth  redemption ;  and  my  duty 

Is  to  darr  all  things  for  a  righteous  end. 

I  '11  follow  him — but  cautiously,  though  surely. 

[Exit  Abbot. 

SCENE   II. 

jinoAer  Chamber. 

Manpbbd  and  HSBHAir. 

BKBMAlf. 

My  Ix>nl,  you  bade  me  wait  on  you  at  sunset: 
lie  sinks  behind  the  mountain. 

MANFBBD. 

.  Doth  he  so? 

I  will  look  on  him. 

[MANrasD  advances  to  Ou  Window  of^  Hall. 
Glorious  orb !  the  idol 
Of  rarly  nature,  and  the  vigorous  race 
Of  undiseased  mankind,  the  giant  sons  4 
Of  the  embrace  of  iingels,  with  a  sex 
More  beautiful  tlian  they,  which  did  draw  down 
The  erring  spirits  who  can  ne'er  return- 
Most  glorious  orb!  that  wert  a  worship,  ere 
TUo  mystery  of  thy  making  was  reveafd ! 
Thou  earliest  minister  of  the  Almighty, 
Which  gladdcn'd,  on  their  mounuin  tops,  the  hearU 
Of  the  Chaldean  Khephcrd^,  till  they  pour'd 
Themselves  in  orisons!  Tliou  material  god! 
And  rppres4*ntative  of  the  Unknown—- 
Who  clio«e  thee  for  his  shadow !  Thou  chief  star! 
Centre  of  many  stars!  is  Inch  mak'st  our  earth 
Kudurabl(>,  and  tempcrcst  the  hues 
And  hearts  of  all  who  walk  within  thy  rays! 
Sire  of  the  seanons !  Monarch  of  the  climes. 
And  those  who  dwell  in  them !  for  near  or  far. 
Our  inborn  spirits  have  a  tint  of  thee. 
Even  as  our  outward  aspects; — thou  dost  rise, 
And  shine,  and  set  in  glory.  Fare  thee  well! 
I  ne'er  shall  sec  thee  more.    As  my  first  (^nce 
Of  love  and  wonder  was  for  thee,  then  take 
My  latest  look:  thou  wilt  not  beam  on  one 
To  whom  the  gifts  of  life  and  warmth  have  been 
Of  a  more  fatal  nature.  He  is  gone : 
I  follow.  [Exit  Mahfbid 


SCENE  III. 

The  Momntains-^Tha  Ctude  of  Manfred  at  tome  dis- 
tance—jf  Terrace  before  a  Tomer, — TYme,  Tmligkt. 

IlsBMAif,  Manubl,  and  oiker  dependants  o^BlAifFBKD. 

^  BKBMAII. 

T  is  strange  enough ;  night  afker  night,  for  years. 

He  hath  pursued  long  vigils  in  this  tower. 

Without  a  witness.     I  have  been  within  it, — 

So  have  we  all  been  oft-times :  but  from  it. 

Or  its  contents,  it  were  impossible 

To  draw  conclusions  abatklute,  of  aught 

His  studies  tend  to.  To  be  sure,  there  is 

One  chamber  where  none  enter;  I  would  give 

The  fee  of  what  I  have  to  come  these  three  yetrs, 

To  pore  upon  its  mysteries. 

MANUEL. 

T  were  dangerous; 
Content  thyself  with  what  thou  know'st  already. 

RBBMAN. 

Ah !  Manuel !  thou  art  elderly  and  wise, 

And  couldst  saymuch;  thou  hast  dwelt  within  the  castle — 

How  many  years  is't? 

MANUEL. 

Ere  Count  Manfred's  birth, 
I  served  his  fother,  whom  he  nought  resembles. 

BBBMAN. 

There  be  more  sons  in  like  predicament. 
But  wherein  do  they  differ? 

MANUEL. 

I  speak  not 
Of  features  or  of  form,  but  mind  and  habits: 
Count  Sigismimd  was  proud, — but  gay  an^  free, — 
A  warrior  and  a  reveller;  he  dwelt  not 
With  books  and  solitude,  nor  made  the  nigltt 
A  gloomy  vigil,  but  a  festal  time, 
Merrier  than  day ;  he  did  not  walk  the  rocks 
And  forests  like  a  wolf,  nor  turn  aside 
From  men  and  their  delights. 

HEBMAN. 

fiethrew  the  hour. 
But  those  were  jocund  times!  I  would  that  such 
Would  visit  the  old  walls  again ;  they  look 
.4s  if  they  had  forgotten  them. 

MANUBL. 

These  walk 
Must  change  their  chieftain  first.  Oli !  I  have  seen 
Some  strange  things  m  them,  Herman. 

HEBMAN. 

Come,  be  friendly; 
Bclate  me  some  to  while  away  our  watch : 
I  've  heard  thee  darkly  speak  of  an  event 
Which  happen'd  hereabouts,  by  this  same  tower. 

MANUBL. 

That  was  a  night  indeed;  I  do  remember 
'T  was  twilight  as  it  may  be  now,  and  such 
Another  evening; — yon  red  cloud,  which  rests 
On  Eighcr's  pinnacle,  so  rested  then, — 
80  like  that  it  might  be  the  same :  the  wind 
Was  faint  and  gusty,  and  tlie  mountain  snows 
Began  to  glitter  with  the  climbing  moon; 
Count  Manfred  was,  as  now,  within  his  tower, — 
How  occupied,  we  knew  not,  but  with  him 
The  sole  companion  of  his  wanderings 
And  patchings — her,  whom  of  all  earthly  thin|pi 
That  lived,  the  only  thing  he  seem'd  to  low,— 
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As  he,  indeed,  by  blood  ms  bound  to  do^ 
The  lady  Astarte,  his — 

Hash !  irho  comet  hefeT 
Enter  the  Abbot. 

.ABBOT. 

Where  is  your  master  7  • 

HIBM&N. 

Yonder,  in  the  tower. 

ABBOT. 

I  must  speak  -with  him. 

MANUBL. 

Tis  impossible; 
He  is  most  private,  and  must  not  be  thus 
Intruded  on. 

ABBOT. 

Upon  myself  I  take 
The  forfeit  of  my  fault,  if  fault  there  be- 
But  I  must  see  him. 

HKBMAN. 

Thou  hast  seen  him  once 
This  ere  already.  ^ 

ABBOT. 

Herman  !  I  commaDd  thee, 
Knock,  and  apprise  the  Count  of  my  approach. 

BBRMAN. 

We  dare  not. 

ABBOT. 

Then  it  seems  I  must  be  herald 
Of  my  own  purpose.  * 

MANUEL. 

Reverend  fatlier,  stop— 
I  pray  you  pause. 

ABBOT. 

Why  so? 

MANUBL. 

But  step  this  way, 
And  I  will  tell  you  farther. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE  IV. 

Interior  of  the  Tower. 

BIanfbbd,  alone. 

MANFBBD. 

The  stars  arc  forth,  the  moon  above  the  tops 
Of  the  snow-shining  mountains. — Beautiful ! 
I  linger  yet  with  Nature,  for  the  night 
Hath  been  to  me  a  more  familiar  face 
Than  that  of  man ;  and  in  her  starry  shade 
Of  dim  and  solitary  loveliuess, 
I  leam'd  the  language  of  another  world. 
I  do  remember  me,  that  in  my  youth, 
W^hen  I  was  wandering, — upon  such  a  night 
I  stood  within  the  Coliseum's  wall 
Midst  the  chief  relics  of  almighty  Rome; 
The  trees  which  grew  along  the  broken  arches 
Waved  dark  in  the  blue  midnight,  and  the  stars 
Shone  through  the  rents  of  ruin ;  from  afar 
The  watch-dog  bay  d  beyond  the  Tiber;  and 
More  near  from  out  the  Cxsar's  palace  came 
The  owl's  long  cry,  and,  interruptedly, 
Of  distant  sentinels  the  fitful  song 
Begun  and  died  upon  the  gentle  wind. 
Some  cyprcssos^beyond  the  time-worn  breach 
Appear  d  to  skirt  the  horizon,  yet  they  stood 
Within  a1>ow-shot— where  the  Ccsars  dwelt, 


And  dipell  the  tonelets  birds  of  ni^it,  amidst 

A  grove  which  springs  through  levelTd 

And  twines  its  roots  with  the  imperial  bcnrtha, 

Ivy  usurps  the  laurel's  place  of  growth; — 

But  the  gladiators*  bloody  CircuB  BtaDds, 

A  noble  wreck  in  ruinous  perfection ! 

While  Qi^fii^B  chambers,  and  the  Anipiistan  hallty 

Grovel  on  earth  in  indistinct  decay. — 

And  thou  didst  shine,  thou  roUin^  moon,  apoo 

All  this,  and  cast  a  wide  and  tender  li^t. 

Which  soften'd  down  the  hoar  austerity 

Of  ragged  desolation,  and  fiU'd  up. 

As  'twere  anew,  the  gaps  of  centuries : 

Leaving  that  brantiful  which  still  waa  so. 

And  making  tha^which  was  not,  till  the  place 

Became  religion,  Aid  the  heart  ran  o*er 

With  silent  worship  of  the  great  of  old  !— 

The  dead,  but  sceptred  sovereigns,  who  atiU  rule 

Our  spirits  from  their  urns. — 

T  wrat  such  a  nig^t! 
'T  is  strange  that  I  recal  it  at  this  time ; 
But  I  have  found  our  thoughts  take  wildest  flig^ 
Even  at  the  moment  when  they  should  array 
Themselves  in  pensive  order. 

Enter  the  Abbot. 

ABBOT. 

My  good  lord ! 
I  crave  a  second  grace  for  this  approach ; 
But  yet  let  not  my  humble  leal  offend 
By  its  abruptness — all  it  hath  of  ill 
Bccoils  on  me ;  its  good  in  the  effiect 
May  light  upon  your  head— could  I  say  heart — 
Could  I  touch  that,  with  words  or  prayers,  I  should 
Recal  a  noble  spirit  which  hath  waudcr'd; 
But  is  not  yet  all  lost. 

MANrSED. 

Thou  know'st  me  not ; 
My  days  are  numl>erd,  and  my  deeds  recorded: 
Retire,  or  't  will  be  dangerous — Away ! 

ABBOT. 

Thou  dost  not  mean  to  menace  me? 

MANrSEO. 

Not  1; 

I  simply  tell  thee  peril  is  at  hand. 
And  would  preserve  thee. 

ABBOT. 

Wliat  dost  mean? 

MANFBBD. 

Look  there! 
What  dost  tliou  see? 

ABBOT. 

Nothing. 

MANrSBD. 

Look  there,  I  say. 
And  steadfastly; — ^now  tell  me  what  thou  seest? 

ABBOT. 

That  which  should  sliake  me, — but  I  fear  it  not — 

I  see  a  dusk  and  awful  figure  rise 

Like  an  infernal  god  from  out  the  earth  ; 

His  face  wrapt  in^a  mantle,  and  his  form 

Robed  as  with  angry  clouds;  he  stands  between 

Thyself  and  me — but  I  do  fear  him  not. 

MANFBED. 

Thou  hast  no  cause — he  shall  not  harm  thee — but 
His  sight  may  shock  thine  old  limbs  into  palsy. 
I  say  to  thee — Retire ! 
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ABBOT. 

And  I  reply — 
Ncrer— till  I  have  battled  with  thU  fiend— 
What  doth  he  here? 

MAIfFBBD. 

Why — ay — what  doth  he  liere? 
1  did  not  send  for  him, — he  is  unbiddai. 

ABBOT. 

Alas !  lost  mortal !  what  with  ^csts  like  these 
Hast  thou  to  do  ?  I  tremble  for  thy  sake. 
Why  doth  he  gaie  on  thee,  and  thou  on  him  ? 
Ah  !  he  iinvciLs  his  aspect ;  on  his  brow 
The  thuudcr-^cars  arc  graven ;  from  his  eye 
Ti lares  forth  the  immortality  of  hell — 
Avaunt  I 

MANFBBff. 

Pronounce — what  is  thy  mission? 

SPIRIT. 

Gome! 

ABBOT. 

What  art  thou,  unknown  being?  answer! — speak! 

SPIBIT. 

The  genius  of  this  mortal.— Gome!  *l  is  time. 

MAIfPBKD. 

I  ft«m  prepared  for  all  things,  but  deny 

The  power  which  summons  me.  Who  sent  thee  here? 

SPIBIT. 

Thou  'It  know  anon — Gome !  come ! 

MlNrBKD. 

I  liave  commanded 
Things  of  an  essence  greater  hr  than  thine, 
And  striven  with  thy  masters.     Get  thee  hence! 

SPIBIT. 

Mortal!  thine  hour  is  come — Away !  I  say. 

M4NFBBD. 

I  knew,  and  know  my  hour  is  come,  but  not 
To  render  up  my  soul  to  such  as  thee : 
Away !  I  *ll  die  as  I  have  Iive<l — alone. 

SPIBIT. 

Then  1  must  summon  up  my  brethren. — Rise ! 

[OUier  Spirits  rise  up. 

ABBOT. 

Avaunt!  ye  evil  ones! — Avaunt!  I  say, — 
Ye  have  no  power  where  piety  hath  power, 
And  I  do  charge  ye  in  the  name 

SPIBIT. 

Old  roan ! 
Wc  know  ourselves,  our  mission,  and  thine  order ; 
Waste  not  thy  holy  words  on  idle  uscb, 
It  were  in  vain;  this  man  is  forfeited. 
Once  more  I  summon  him — Away!  away! 

MANPBBD. 

I  do  defy  ye, — though  I  feel  my  soul 

Is  ebbing  from  me,  yet  I  do  deiFy  ye ; 

Nor  will  I  hence,  while  I  have  earthly  breath 

To  breathe  my  scorn  upon  ye — earthly  strength 

To  wrestle,  though  with  VHnts;  what  ye  take 

Sliall  be  ta'en  limb  by  limn. 

SPIBIT. 

Reluctant  mortal! 
Is  this  the  Magian  who  would  so  pervade 
Tlie  world  invisible,  and  make  himself 
Almost  our  equal? — Gan  it  be  that  tboa 
Art  thus  in  love  with  life?  the  very  life 
Which  made  thee  wretched! 


MANrBBO. 

Thou  fake  fiend,  thou  liesl  I 
My  life  is  in  its  last  boor, — Ifcal  I  know, 
Nor  would  redeem  a  moment  of  that  boor; 
I  do  not  combat  against  death,  but  thee 
And  thy  surrounding  angels :  my  past  power 
Was  purehased  by  no  compact  with  thy  crew, 
But  by  superior  science — penance — daring— 
And  length  of  watching — strength  of  mind— and  skill 
In  knowledge  of  our  fathers — when  the  earth 
Saw  men  and  spirits  walking  side  by  side, 
.\nd  gave  ye  no  supremacy  r  I  stand 
Upon  my  strength — I  do  defy— deny— 
Spurn  back,  and  scorn  ye  !— 

spiBrr. 

But  thy  many  crimes 
Have  made  thee 

MARfBBD. 

What  are  they  to  such  as  thee? 
Must  crimes  be  punish'd  but  by  other  crimes. 
And  greater  criminals? — Back  to  thy  hell! 
Thou  hast  no  power  upon  me,  that  I  feel; 
Tliou  never  shalt  possess  me,  that  I  know : 
Wliat  I  liave  done  is  done ;  I  bear  withid 
A  torture  which  could  nothing  gain  from  thine: 
Tlie  mind  which  is  immortal  makes  itself 
Requital  for  its  good  or  evil  thoughts — 
Is  its  own  origin  of  ill  and  end — 
And  its  own  place  and  time — its  innate  sense, 
When  stripp'd  of  this  mortaUty,  derives 
No  colour  from  the  fleeting  things  without; 
But  is  absorb'd  in  sufferance  or  in  joy, 
Born  from  the  knowledge  of  its  own  desert. 
Thou  didst  not  tempt  me,  and  thou  conldst  not  tempt  me ; 
I  have  not  been  thy  dupe,  nor  am  thy  prey — 
But  was  my  own  destroyer,  and  will  be 
My  own  hereafter. — Back,  ye  baffled  fiends! 
The  hand  of  death  is  on  me — but  not  yours ! 

[Tike  I^emoHi  diMapptar. 

ABBOT. 

Alas !  how  pale  thou  art — thy  lips  are  white — 
And  thy  breast  lieaves — and  in  thy  gasping  throat 
The  accents  rattle. — Give  thy  prayers  to  heaven — 
Pray — albeit  but  in  thought, — but  die  not  thus. 

MAIfFBBD. 

T  is  over — my  dull  eyes  can  fix  thee  not ; 
But  all  things  swim  around  me,  and  the  earth 
Heaves  as  it  were  beneath  me.     Fare  thee  well — 
Give  me  thy  hand. 

ABBOT. 

Gold — cold — even  to  the  heart- 
But  yet  one  prayer — alas!  how  fares  it  with  thee? — 

MANFBBD. 

Old  man !  't  is  not  so  difficult  to  die. 

[Manfbbo  expires, 

ABBOT. 

He's  gone— his  soul  hath  ta'en  its  earthless  flight- 
Whither?    I  dread  to  think— but  he  is  gone. 

NOTES. 


Note  I.    PlBge  a3a,  lines  114  Bud  it 5. 

■  tb«  laabow't  rap  aiill  arch 
Tli«  lorrtat  viib  iIm  Maay  h«n  •t  kta 


This  Iris  is  formed  by  the  rays  of  the  sun  over  the 
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lower  |>art  of  the  Alpine  torrtnis :  it  »  eiactly  like  a 
raiobowi  coma  down  to  pay  a  vuit,  and  so  cloce  tliac 
you  may  walk  into  i( ;— thU  effect  laiu  till  noon. 

Note  2.     Page  a33,  lineft  loo  and  loi. 

He  nlio  from  o'll  ilfir  rnuniain  ilwi*lliD£«  laUnl 
I-.iii*  dii'1  .Idteriit,  .11  (fjiliri. 

The  philosopher  lamMinis.  Tho  .slory  oF  llw:  miijiij; 
nf  Kros  and  Antoros  may  Im?  found  in  his  lifr,  hy 
KimapiuA.     It  is  well  told. 

Note  3.     Page  31 3^,  lines  91  and  qi. 

■  I  ab*  rrplivd 

In  mordt  of-dakioai  ia|tort,  bat  fnlfiird. 

The  Story  of  Pausania.s,  king  of  Sparta  (who  com- 
manded the  (Ircck*  ai  tlie  haulo  of  Plalra,  and  afu-r- 


wanjl^  perished  for  an  attempt  to  hrtny  the  Laccdf  |^ 
monianii),  and  Cleonice,  w  lohl  in  Ptalarch's  life  rf : 
Cimon;  and  in  the  Laconics  of  Paasnaia*  the  SopUk,  i 

in  his  description  of  Grtece. 

Nolo  .\.     PiAQe.  339,  hncs  39  and  4'*- 

— — — —  tlu!  ipaal  ■on* 
or  ilie  fmbrarc  nfangch. 

«  That  the  Sons  of   God  saw  the  daughter*  of  nwa, 
tliat  they  were  fair,*  etc. 

a  There  were  giants  in  tlic  earth  in  those  day*;  ane 
also  after  that,  when  the  Sons  of  God  came  in  aaiD 
the  daughters  of  men,  and  they  bare  children  to  thca. 
the  same  became  mighty  mea  which  were  of  old, 
of  rt'nown.i* — Geneiti,  oh.  y\.  vcrnes  2  and  4« 


AN  HISTORICAL  TRAGEDY. 


PREFACE. 


Tub  conspiracy  of  the  Doge  Marino  Faliero  is  one  of 
tiic  most  remarkable  events  in  the  annak  of  the  most 
singular  gOTemment,  city,  and  people  of  nuxiem  his- 
tory. It  occurred  in  the  year  1 355.  Every  thing  about 
Venice  is,  or  was,  extraordinary— lu:r  aspect  u  like  a 
dream,  and  her  history  is  like  a  romance.  The  story 
of  this  Doge  is  to  be  found  in  all  her  Chronicles,  and 
particularly  detailed  iu  the  «  Lives  of  the  Doges,»  by 
.Marin  Sanuto,  which  is  gi\cn  in  llie  Appendix.  It  b 
simply  and  clearly  related,  and  is,  perhaps,  more  drama- 
tic iu  itself  than  any  scenes  which  can  be  founded 
upon  the  subject. 

Slarino  Faliero  appears  to  have  b(^en  a  man  of  ta- 
lenib  and  of  courage.  I  find  him  rommundcr  in  chief 
of  the  land  forces  at  tlie  siege  of  Zam,  where  he  beat 
lite  King  of  Hungary  and  his  army  of  eighty  thousand 
men,  killing  eight  thousand  men,  and  keeping  the  bo- 
■sicged  at  the  same  time  in  check,  an  exploit  to  which 
I  know  none  similar  iu  history,  except  that  of  Cxsar 
at  Elcsiu,  and  of  Prince  Eugene  at  Ikdgradc.  He  ^as 
itficrwurdsi  commimder  of  the  llect  in  the  same  war. 
lie  took  Cipu  d'lNiriu.  He  was  ambassador  at  Genoa 
and  Rome,  at  \kliich  last  he  received  the  news  of  bis 
flection  to  the  dukedom;  his  absence  being  a  proof 
rliat  he  sou|;ht  it  by  no  intrigue,  bincc  he  was  apprized 
of  his  predecessor's  death  and  his  own  succession  at 
I'ae  same  moment.  Hut  lie  appears  to  have  been  of 
au  uagoveruable  temper.  A  story  is  told  by  Sanuto, 
of  his  liaving,  many  years  before,  when  podosta  and 
captain  atTreviso,  boxed  the  ears  of  the  bishop,  who 
was  somewhat  tardy  in  bringing  the  Host.  For  this 
honcjt  Sanuto  « saddles  him  with  a  judgment,*  as 
Thwackum  did  Square;  but  he  does  not  tell  us  whether 
he  was  punished  or  rebuked  by  the  senate  for  this 
outrage  at  the  time  of  its  commission.  He  seems,  in- 
deed, to  liuve  been  afterwards  ut  peace  with  the  church, 
for  we  find  him  ambavsadur  m  Kome,  and  invested 
with  the  fief  of  Vul  di  Marino,  in  the  march  of  Trc- 
viso,  and  with  the  title  of  Count,  by  I^jrenzo  Couul- 
Uisliop  of  Ccncda.     For  these  facts  my  authorities  are. 


Sanuto,  Vettor  Saudi,  Andrea  Kavagero,  and  the  accoool  j 
of  the  siege  of  Zara,  first  published  by  tlie  indefatigablr 
Abbate  Morelli,  in  his  «  Monnmenti  Venexiani  di  varb 
letteratura,»  printed  in  1796,  all  of  which  I  have  luobil  ; 
over  in  the  original  language.    The  modems  Dsnt,  . 
Sismondi,  and  Laugier,  nearly  agree  with  the  ancient  ; 
chroniclers.    Sismondi  attributes  tlie  conspiracy  to  hit  j 
jealousy;  but  I  find  this  nowhere  asacrtcd  hy  the  ns- 
tional  historians.  Vettor  Sandi,  indeed,  says,  that  •  AJtri  ■ 

scrissero  che duUa  gelosa  suspizioii  di  esko  Dogr  > 

siasi  fatto  (Michel  Steno)  staccar  con  violetua,*  etc.,  etc.;  | 
but  this  appears  to  have  been  by  no  means  the  general 
opinion,  uor  is  it  alluded  to  by  Sanuto  or  by  Nava-  ; 
gero;  and  Sandi  himself  adds,  a  moment  after,  thai  ' 
«  per  altre  Veneziane  memorie  traspiri,  che  non  il  solo 
desiderio  di  vendetta  lo  dispose  alia  con^tura  ma  anchr 
la  iunata  abituale  ambizion  sua,  per  cui  anelava  a  farsi 
principc  independcnte.»  Tlie  first  motive  appears  to 
have  been  excited  by  the  gross  alfront  of  the  word* 
written  by  Slichel  Steno  on  the  ducal  cluir,  and  by 
the  light  and  inadequate  sentence  of  the  forty  on  the 
offender,  who  was  one  of  their  «tre  capi.w  The  at- 
tentions of  Steno  him^rlf  appear  to  have  been  directed 
towards  one  of  her  damsels,  and  not  to  the  «  Doga- 
rcssan  herself,  against  whose  fame  not  the  slighti^t 
insinuation  apiiears,  while  site  is  praised  for  her  beauir, 
and  remarked  for  h(T  youth.  Neither  do  I  fimi  it 
asserted  (unless  the  hint  of  Sandi  be  an  AMcrtion)  tlial 
the  Doge  was  actuated  by  jealousy  of  his  ^ife;  but 
r.ither  by  respect  for  her,  and  for  his  own  honour, 
warranted  by  his  |)ast  ser%ices  atid  present  dignity. 

1  know  nut  that  the  historical  facts  are  alludeil  10 
in  tnglish,  unless  by  Dr  Moore  in  his  view  of  Italy. 
His  account  is  false  and  flippant,  full  of  stale  je»ts 
about  old  men  and  yotmg /viveK,  and  wondering  at  .so 
great  an  effect  from  so  sligrit  a  couse.  Uow  so  acute  - 
and  severe  an  obsi-r\er  of  mankind  as  the  author  of  | 
Zeluco  eonid  wonder  at  this  is  inconceivable.  He  kue«  i 
that  a  basin  nf  water  spilt  on  Mrs  Masham's  gnwn  dc-  | 
prived  tlie  Duke  of  Marlliorough  of  his  comauind,  aud 
led  to  the  iuglorioas  )>e3ceof  Utrecht— tlut  Louis  \|V. 
was  plungfHl  into  the  most  desolating  wars  Im-cuu*** 
his  minister  was  nettled  at  his  hading   fault  wilJi  a 
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window,  diul  wisliud  tu  (jivr  him  another  occupation — 
that  Ilrlcn  U>st  Troy— that  Lucretia  eipelletl  the  Tnr- 
qiiiu.t  from  Rome— und  that  Cava  Itrought  thr;  Moors  to 
Spain — thnt  an  insullnl  hufbaiul  led  thu  GauU  toClu- 
si  mil,  and  (hrncc  to  Ilome — that  a  tingle  venc  of  Fie- 
«h>rii-  II.  of  PruMiia  oti  the  Ahbe  de  Reniis,  and  a  jest  ou 
M.id.imo  d«>  Pom]i:ulour,  led  to  the  battle  of  Rotbach — 
that  thf>  cloprnK'nt  of  Dearbhorgil  vith  Mac  3lurchad 
coiidurted  the  Kn^li^h  to  the  slavery  of  Ireland — that  a 
prrsonal  piqur  U^tween  Marie  Aoloinette  and  tlir  Duke 
of  Orleans  prrripitntnd  the  first  expulsion  of  the  Bour- 
1>on> — .ind,  mA  to  miiUiply  iu^tanrcs,  that  Conimodus 
nonii^n,  and  (lali^ula  fell  victims  not  to  their  publir 
lymnuy,  hut  to  privatt;  vcnyeaiice — and  that  an  ortU'r 
lo  make  Cromwell  disembark  from  the  ship  in  vhirh 
he  wduld  lia\L'  sailed  to  America,  destroyed  both  kiii[; 
and  cdminonweallh.  After  these  instance^  on  the  lea-if 
relli'ctioii,  it  is  indeed  extraonlimry  in  I)r  Moore  to 
5f>rin  surpri-i4'd  that  a  man,  used  to  command,  who 
hnil  .si>r\ed  and  swayefl  in  the  most  important  office;!, 
slinnid  liiToely  res<>nt,  in  a  fierce  age,  nn  unpunished 
affront,  the  ^ruvu><>t  that  can  be  offered  to  a  man.  In* 
III*  printrr  or  |H'as;int.  Tlu!  dQe  of  Falicro  is  little  to 
the  purpasc,  uideas  to  favour  it. 

•  Tlie  yoan(T  oiia't  wraib  ••  liVr  tiraw  on  fire, 

UmtUke  rrd-kul  uttl  is  tk*  oU  mam'l  ire.» 

m  Yuung  latn  toun  Qire'aBd  tooii  ftficci  affroiiu. 

Old  «({■)  H  glow   dl  liOlll.* 

I«aii(;ier'<  refleetious  an'  mora  philosophical : — «  Tale 
fii  il  fine  i^^noininioso  di  un  uomo,  die  la  siui  nascilii. 
la  sua  cia,  il  huo  carattcre  dovevauo  tcuer  lontano  dalle 
passioui  produttrici  di  graudi  delitti.  I  siioi  Inlenti 
p«-r  Inngn  tempo  rsercitati  ne'  maQgiori  impieghi,  l.i 
sua  capacita  sperimeatata  ue'  govemi  e  nellc  ani- 
basciaie,  gli  avevnuo  acquisialo  la  stima  e  la  tiducia 
ih'*  cittadini,  ed  avevano  uniti  i  sufFrugi  {ler  collocarlo 
alia  testa  della  republira.  Innilzaio  ad  un  gr.ido  clu- 
ti-rminava  gloriosiimeuta  la  siu  vita,  il  riM>Dtinicnto  di 
uii'  ingiuria  leggiera  insinnh  nel  mio  cuorc  tal  vclono 
clie  iKi^tb  a  corrompcre  le  antiche  sue  qualita,  e  :i 
condulo  al  termine  dci  scellcrati ;  serio  esempio,  che 
prova  non  esservi  eta,  in  cui  la  prndema  umana  sin 
ticura  e  che  neli  uomo  rettano  tempre passioni  cnpaci 
a  disonorarlo,  tfuatulo  non  inviifili  sopra  ye  stesso.** — 
LirtiiEK,  Jtiiliiin  tratulatioH^  \o\.  iv.  pp.  3o,  3i. 

Wliere  did  I)r  Moore  iiiul  that  Marino  Fa  Hero  begged 

Ins  life?     I  have  searclu.>d  the  chrouiclers,  and  tiud 

nothing  of  the  kiiul{   it  is  true  tliat  he  avowed  all. 

lie  was  conducted  to  tlic  place  of  torture,   but  there 

is  no  mentiuu  maile  of  any  application  for  mercy  on 

liin  part ;   and  the  \ery  circuiu^lance  of  their  having 

taken  him  to  the  rack  seenis  to  argue  any  thing  but 

his  lin\iiig   sIki^ii  a  waut  of  firmiieMi,  which  «ouhl 

:   douliilt'ss  have  been  also  meniioned  by  those  minnle 

I   liistoriaiiM  who  by  no   means  favour  hlui :   <.iirh,   in- 

,  liecd,  w(»uld  be  coutniry  to  Uu  ciiaracicr  as  a  soldier, 

■   to  the  age  iu  which  he  lived,  and  at  which  he  died,  as 

j   It  i<i  to  the  tniih  of  history.     I  know  uo  juatitication 

|i   at  any  disLinre  of  time  for  calumniating  an  historical 

iliarieii-r :  surely  truth  belongs  to  the  dead  and  to  tint 

j   uiirorliinate,  and  they  who  have  died  U|ioii  a  Kcaff«>l(l 

li.ivc  generally  liad  faults  enough  of  their  own,  witli- 

mil  altributinii  to  them  that  whieh  the  \ery  incurriii;; 

•  if  the  penU  which  eoiifliicled  theni  lo  their  «ioleii( 

(lealli  ii'iider'i,  nf  iill  others  the  most  iiiiprolMble.    Tin- 


black  veil  whiib  is  paiutcd  over  the  place  of  Marino 
F^IJP^  amongst  tlie  doges,  and  the  tilant'a  Suircasc, 
wh^  lie  was  crowned,  and  discrowned,  and  decapi- 
tated, struck  forcildy  upon  my  imagination,  as  did  his 
fiery  character  ami  strange  story,  i  went  in  i8if>,  in 
search  of  his  tomb,  more  tlian  once,  to  the  church  of 
San  Giovanni  e  San  Paolo :  and,  as  I  was  aianding  be- 
fore the  monument  of  another  family,  a  prlcKt  came 
up  to  me  and  said,  « I  can  show  you  finer  monuments 
than  that.»  I  told  him  tliat  I  was  in  search  of  dial  of 
the  Faliero  family,  and  partienlariy  of  the  Doge  Ma- 
rino's. «Oh,»  said  he,  « I  will  sliow  it  you;*  and,  con< 
(luethig  nie  to  the  outside,  pointed  oat  a  sarcophagus 
in  the  wall,  with  an  illegible  inseriptioii.  He  said  that 
it  had  been  in  a  convent  adjoining,  but  was  removetl 
after  the  French  came,  and  place«l  in  its  present  silius- 
tinn  ;  that  he  had  seen  the  tomb  opened  at  its  removal  : 
there  were  htill  some  boues  remaining,  but  no  positive 
vestige  of  the  decapitation.  Tlie  ef|uc^trian  statue  of 
which  I  have  made  mention  in  the  third  act  as  before 
that  church,  is  not,  however,  of  a  Faliero,  but  of  some 
other  now  olxiolcte  warrior,  although  of  a  later  date. 
There  were  two  other  Dogts  of  this  family  prior  lo 
.Marino:  Onlelafo,  who  fell  in  battle  al  Zara,  in  1117 
;  where  his  descendant  afterwards  conqueriHl  the  I1iiii«\ 
and  Vital  Faliero,  who  n-iipied  in  1081.  The  family, 
originally  from  Fano,  was  of  the  most  illustrious  in 
blood  oihI  wealth  in  the  city  of  once  the  most  wealthy 
and  still  the  most  ancient  fimilirs  in  Europe.  The 
length  I  have  gone  into  on  this  subjifct  will  hbow  the 
interest  I  have  taken  in  il.  Whether  1  liave  succeeded 
or  not  in  tlie  tragedy,  I  have  at  least  transferred  into 
our  langnage  an  historical  fact  worthy  of  commemo- 
ration. 

Il  is  now  four  years  that  I  have  meditated  this  work, 
and,  liefore  I  had  sufficiently  examined  tlie  records,  I 
was  rather  disposed  to  have  made  it  turn  on  a  jealousy 
in  Faliero.  But  perceiving  no  foundation  for  this  in 
historical  truth,  and  aware  that  jealousy  is  an  exhausteil 
passion  iu  tlie  drama,  I  have  given  it  a  more  historical 
form.  I  was,  besides,  well  advised  by  tlie  late  Matthew 
Ix'wis  on  that  point,  in  talking  with  him  of  my  inten- 
tion, at  Venice,  in  1817.  «  If  you  make  himjca|ous,» 
hi  id  he,  «  recollect  tlut  you  liave  to  contend  with  ca- 
tablished  writers,  to  say  nothing  of  Shakspearc,  and  an 
uxliaustetl  subject : — stick  to  the  old  fiery  Doge's  na- 
tural character,  which  will  bear  you  out,  if  properly 
dravn;  and  make  your  plot  as  regular  as  you  cau.w — 
Sir  William  IVummond  gave  me  nearly  the  same 
eonnsel.  How  far  1  have  followed  these  instructions, 
or  whether  they  have  availed  me,  is  not  for  me  to  de- 
cide. I  liave  liad  uo  view  to  the  stage ;  in  its  pre»eiit 
state  it  is,  perhaps,  not  a  vei7  eialted  object  uf  ambi- 
tion ;  besides,  I  have  been  too  much  beliiud  the  scenes 
to  have  thought  it  so  at  any  time.  And  I  cannot  con- 
ceive any  man  of  irritable  feehng  putting  hiinself  at 
the  mercies  of  an  audience:— the  kiieeriug  reader,  and 
the  loud  critic,  and  the  tart  review,  are  scattered  and 
distant  ealaiiiilies;  but  the  trampling  of  .tn  intelligent 
or  of  an  ignorant  audience  on  a  priKluciion  vhicli,  lu- 
ii  g(Miil  or  b.iii,  has  b(>en  a  menial  laliour  to  the  writer, 
i .  a  palpable  ami  iminediale  grioanee,  hei';hteii<'<l  by 
a  man's  doubt  of  tin  ir  coiiipeteiicy  to  jniige,  aiiil  lii> 
lerlaiiity  of  his  o^n  inipriidenee  in  electing  them  hi > 
jiidgvs.     Were  I  rapable  of  » riling  a  play  which  could 
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be  deemed  stage-irorlliy,  niccess  woald  gite 
pleamre,  and  failure  great  pain.  It  is  for  thi 
that,  even  during  the  time  of  being  one  of  thi 
mittee  of  one  of  the  theatrei,  I  nerer  made  the  attempt, 
and  nerer  will.*  But  surely  there  is  dramatic  power 
somewhere, — where  Joanna  Baillie,  and  Milman,  and 
John  Wilson  exist.  The  «  City  of  the  pbgue  »  and  the 
« Fall  of  Jerusalem »  are  full  of  the  best  muiteriel 
for  tragedy  that  has  been  seen  sine*  Horace  Walpole, 
except  passages  of  «  Ethwald  »  and  «  De  Montfort.* — 
It  is  the  fashion  to  underrate  Horace  Walpole,  firstly, 
because  he  was  a  nobleman,  and  secondly,  because  he 
was  a  gentleman;  but,  to  say  nothing  of  tlie  composi- 
tion of  his  incomparable  «  Letters,  n  add  of  the  a  Castle 
of  Otranto,»  he  is  the  «  Ultimus  Romanorum,*  the  au- 
thor of  the  « Mysterious  Hotber,»  a  tragedy  of  the 
highest  order,  and  not  a  puling  love-play.  He  is  the 
fiither  of  the  first  romance,  and  of  the  last  tragedy  in 
our  language,  and  surely  worthy  of  a  higher  place 
than  any  living  writer,  be  he  who  he  may. 

In  speaking  of  the  drama  of  Marino  Faliero,  I  forgot 
to  mention  that  the  desire  of  preserving,  though  still  too 
remote, a  nearer  approach  to  unity  tlum  the  irregularity, 
which  is  the  reproach  of  the  English  theatrical  com- 
positions, permits,  has  induced  me  to  represent  the 
conspiracy  as  already  formed,  and  the  Doge  acceding 
to  it,  whereas,  in  fact,  it  was  of  his  own  preparation 
and  that  of  Israel  Bertuccio.  The  other  characters 
(except  that  of  the  duchess),  incidents,  and  almost  the 
time,  which  was  wonderfully  short  for  such  a  design  in 
real  life,  ara  strictly  historical,  except  that  all  the  con- 
sultations took  place  in  the  palace.  Had  I  followed 
this,  the  unity  would  have  been  better  preserved;  but 
I  wished  to  produce  the  Doge  in  the  full  assembly  of 
the  conspirators,  instead  of  monotonously  placing  him 
always  in  dialogue  with  the  same  individuals.  For  the 
real  facts,  I  refer  to  the  extracts  given  in  the  Appendix 
in  Italian,  with  a  translation. 

■  Whil*  I WM  ia  the  Mb-coaiaiMtc  of  Drnry  Laa«  Thratra.  I  eaa 
vaach  for  ay  eoHoafoM.  and  I  hop*  for  mjtelt,  that  wo  Hi  our  bctl 
to  briaf  bock  tbo  logfliBatv  drma.  1  triad  what  I  cooU  to  f  rt 
•  Do  Meatfort  •  rovivcd*  bat  ia  vaia,  and  oqaaliy  in  vala  ia  favoar  of 
Sothebj'o  alvaa.*  wbicli  vat  tbeofbl  aa  actiaf  play;  aad  I  aodca- 
voarod  alto  to  wako  Mr  Coleridge  to  write  o  tr^cdy.  Tbotc  who  aro 
ao«  ia  lb«  Mcrol  will  bardly  bcUoro  ibat  ib^a  Srbool  for  Scaadal  ■  ii 
dM  pbiy  whtcb  baa  broof hi  tmM  awMy.  avcrafiaf  tbo  aoaibor  of  tiaco 
it  bat  boott  acted  aiaco  itt  prodaciioa  t  ao  Manafcr  Dibdia  aasarcd 
M«.  Of  what  baa  oecarred  liaeo  Mataria't  •  Bertraa^a  I  ana  aot 
aware;  ao  tbat  I  naay  bo  tradaeiaf,  tbroagb  ifaoraoce,  aoae  owcUeat 
aew  writer*  t  if  m.  ]  bc|r  tboir  pardoa.  I  bare  boca  abaoat  frea 
Eaglaad  aoariy  fire  ycort.  aad,  till  laat  year.  I  aovor  rood  aa  Eafliab 
Bcwapopor  aiace  ay  dopartaro.  and  aa  bow  oaly  aware  of  tboairical 
■Mitora  ibroafb  tbo  aodiaa  of  the  Paritiaa  Enflith  Gaielte  of  Ga- 
lignaai.  aad  oaly  for  tbo  laat  twelve  aontbt.  Lot  ae  thea  deprecate 
all  offoBce  to  tragic  or  eoaie  writcn,  lo  whoa  I  with  well,  aad  of 
whoa  I  kaow  aodiiag.  The  long  coaplaiatt  of  the  actual  atate  of 
tbo  draaa  arise,  however,  frea  ao  faalt  of  the  perforaera.  I  caa 
coaoeiro  aotbiaf  bettor  tbaa  Ecable,  Cooke,  aad  Kcaa,  ia  their  very 
ditrercal  ■uaaer*.  or  tbaa  Elliatoa  ia  ftutlmam'i  coaedy.  aad  ia 
aoae  paita  of  tragedy.  Mia  (XNeill  I  aever  mw,  haviag  aado  aad 
kept  a  dctoraiaalioa  to  tee  aotbiag  which  ahoold  divide  or  dialarb  ay 
rorolloctloa  of  Siddoaa.  Siddoaa  aad  Ecable  were  tbo  UUat  of  tragic 
actioai  I  aever  mw  aay  tbiag  at  all  rcaeabliag  thea,  evea  iuptrttm: 
for  tbii  rcaaoa  we  iball  arveraee  agaia  Ceriolaaaa  or  Macbeth.  Whea 
Keon  ta  bUaod  for  waat  of  dignity,  wo  ahoald  reaeaber  tbat  it  ia  a 
grace  aad  aot  an  art.  aad  not  to  be  attaiaed  by  itady.  Ia  all  mat 
■araaa*veaiL  paru  be  ia  perfect ;  evea  bit  very  defecta  belong,  or 
aaea  to  iteloog,  to  the  paru  iheaaelvn,  and  appear  Irner  to  aaiare. 
But  of  Kemble  we  auy  say,  with  refcreare  lo  hit  acting,  wlut  the 
Cardinal  de  Reu  Mid  of  the  Marqnia  of  Montroic,  a  that  he  wat  the 
••ly  aaaa^^o  ever  mw  arbo  reaiadod  hia  of  the  beroea  of  Platarcb.* 
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MEN. 
Mabiho  FAiaiao,  Do$e  o/Ftniee, 
Bextugcio  Falikbo,  Nephew  of  theJk>ge. 
Lioif  I,  a  Patrieimn  and  Senator, 
BxRiiiTKiiDK,  Chief  of  ^ke  CemncU  of  Ten, 
MicixL  Sniio,  one  tf  Ike  three  Capi  ofO^Fe/rtj. 
IsEAXL  BxETOCCio,  Chief  of  the  Jrtennl, 
Philip  Calbhdaio,  I 

\  Conapirmtort. 

«  Siynore  di  Notte,*  one  of  ike 
Officen  helonginy  to  the 
RepuhUe. 


Dagolino, 

BxBTaANO, 

Signor  ofAe  Night, 


First  Cititen. 
Second  Cititen, 
Third  Cititen, 

ViNCKNZO,        1 

PiKTXo,  }  Officers  belonging  to  the  Mhical  PaUce. 

Battista,       ) 

Secretary  of  the  Councii  of  Ten. 
Guards^  Conspirators,  Gtitens,  Cfce  Council  of  Ten,  tiu 
Giunta,  etc.,  etc. 

WOMEN. 
Argiolima,  fFife  to  tiie  Doge. 
Makunna,  her  Friend. 
FenuUe  Attendants,  etc. 


Scene,  Vknicx — in  the  year  1 355. 


MARINO  FALIERO. 

ACT  I. 

SCENE  I. 

An  Antechamber  in  the  Ducal  Palace, 

^     Pirrao  speaks,  in  entering,  to  Battista. 

pixrao. 
Is  not  the  messenger  retum'd  7 

battista. 

Not  yet ; 
I  have  sent  frequently,  as  you  commanded. 
But  still  the  signory  is  deep  in  council 
And  long  debate  on  Steno's  accusation. 

PIKTXO. 

Too  long — at  least  so  thinks  the  Doge. 

battista. 

How  bears  be 
These  momenta  of  suspense  7 

PIKTKO. 

With  struggling  patience. 
Placed  at  the  ducal  table,  cover  d  o  er 
With  all  the  apparel  of  the  state ;  petitions. 
Dispatches,  judgments,  acts,  reprieves,  reports. 
He  sits  as  rapt  in  duty :  but  whene'er 
He  hears  the  jarring  of  a  distant  door, 
Or  aught  that  intimates  a  coming  step, 
Ih'  murmur  of  a  voice,  his  quick  eye  wanders. 
And  he  will  start  up  from  his  chair,  then  pause. 
And  seat  himself  again,  and  fix  his  gaze 
Upon  some  etlict ;  but  I  have  observed 
For  the  last  hour  he  has  not  tum'd  a  leaf. 


MARINO  FALIERO. 
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BATTISTA. 

id  he  is  much  moved,  and  doubtless  't  wat 
orn  in  Steno  to  offend  so  grossly- 

PIITBO. 

I  poor  man :  Steno  *s  a  patrician, 
^Uiard,  gay,  and  haughty. 

BATTISTA. 

Then  you  think 
not  be  judged  hardly. 
Pirrao. 

T  were  enough 
udged  justly;  but 't  is  not  for  us 
icipate  tlie  sentence  of  tW  Forty. 

BATTISTA. 

re  it  comes. — What  news,  Vincenso  ? 
Enter  Vincbnzo. 

TINCBNZO. 

Tis 
i ;  but  as  yet  his  doom 's  unknown : 
he  presidput  in  act  to  seal 
rcltment  which  will  bear  the  Forty's  judgment 
le  Doge,  and  hasten  to  inform  him. 

[Exeunt 

SCENE    II. 

The  Ducal  Chamber. 

>  Falibbo,  Doge ;  and  his  nephew^  Bimruccio 
Falibbo. 

BBBTUCCIO  rALIBBO. 

lot  be  but  they  will  do  you  justice. 

DOGB. 

:h  as  the  Avogadori  did, 
ent  up  my  appeal  unto  the  Forty 
him  by  his  peers,  his  own  tribunal. 

BBBTUCCIO  FALIBBO. 

>rs  will  scarce  protect  him ;  such  an  act 
bring  contempt  on  all  authority. 

DOGB. 

you  not  Venice  7  know  you  not  the  Forty  7 
;  shall  see  anon. 

iTuccio  Falibbo  (addressing  Vincknbo,  then 
entering). 

liow  now — what  tidings? 

yiNCBNZO. 

barged  to  tell  his  highness  that  the  court 
tss'd  its  resolution,  and  that,  soon 
due  forms  of  judgment  are  gone  through, 
ntence  will  be  sent  up  to  the  Doge: 
mean  time  the  Forty  doth  salute 
-incc  of  the  republic,  and  entreat 
ceptation  of  their  duly. 

DOGZ. 

Yes—      . 

ire  wond'rous  dutiful,  and  ever  humble, 
ice  is  past,  you  say  7 

TINCBNZO. 

It  is,  yov  highness : 
*esident  was  sealing  it,  when  I 
all'd  in,  that  no  moment  might  be  lost 
warding  the  intimation  due, 
ily  to  the  Chief  of  the  Republic, 
le  complainant,  both  in  one  united. 

BBBTUCCIO  PALIBBO. 

>u  aware,  from  aught  you  have  perceived, 
;ir  decision  7 


VINCBmO. 

No,  my  lord ;  you  know 
The  secret  customs  of  the  courts  in  Venice. 

BBBTUCCIO  VALIBBa 

True;  but  there  still  is  something  given  to  guess, 

Which  a  shrewd  gleaner  and  quick  eye  woi:dd  CBtcfa  at ; 

A  whisper,  or  a  murmur,  or  an  air 

More  or  less  solemn  spread  o'er  the  tribunal 

The  Forty  are  but  iMn — most  worthy  men, 

And  wise,  and  just,  and  cautious — this  I  grant — 

And  secret  as  the  grave  to  which  they  doom 

The  guilty ;  but  with  all  this,  in  their  aspects — 

At  Irast  in  some,  the  juniors  of  the  number — 

A  searching  eye,  an  eye  like  yours,  Vincenio, 

Would  read  the  sentence  ere  it  was  pronounced. 

VI.fCBMZO. 

My  lord,  I  came  away  upon  the  moment. 

And  had  no  leisure  to  take  note  of  tliat 

Wliich  pass'd  among  the  judges,  even  in  seeming; 

My  station  near  the  accused  too,  Michel  Steno, 

Made  me 

nooB  (abrupHy), 
And  how  look'd  he  ?  deliver  that. 

VINCBNZO. 

Calm,  but  not  overcast,  he  stoo<l  resign'd 
To  the  decree,  whate'erit  were; — but  lo ! 
It  comes,  for  the  perusal  of  his  highness. 

Enter  Ae  Skcbbtabt  ofAe  Forty. 

SBCBBTABT. 

The  high  tribunal  of  the  Forty  sends 
Health  and  respect  to  the  Doge  Faliero, 
Chief  magiatrate  of  Venice,  and  requests 
His  highness  to  peruse  and  to  approve 
The  sentence  pass'd  on  Michel  Steno,  bom 
Patrician,  and  arraign'd  upon  the  charge 
Contain'd,  together  with  its  penalty. 
Within  the  rescript  which  I  now  present. 

DOGB. 

Retire  and  wait  without.— Take  thou  this  paper  : 

[Exeunt  Sbcbbtaby  and  Vincbnzo. 
The  misty  letters  vanish  from  my  eyes ; 
I  cannot  fix  them. 

BBBTUCCIO  rALIBBO. 

Patience,  my  dear  uncle : 
Why  do  you  tremble  thus  7 — nay,  doubt  not,  all 
Will  be  as  could  be  wish'd: 

DOOB. 

Say  on. 
BBBTUCCIO  rALIBBO  {reading). 

«  Decreed 
In  council,  without  one  dissenting  voice. 
That  Michel  Steno,  by  his  own  confession. 
Guilty  on  the  last  night  of  carnival    ' 
Of  having  graven  on  the  ducal  throne 
The  following  words » 

DOGB. 

Wouldst  thou  repeat  them  7 
Wouldst  Aou  repeat  them— tfcou,  a  Faliero, 
Harp  on  the  deep  dishonour  of  our  house, 
Dislionourd  in  its  chief— that  chief  the  prince 
Of  Venice,  first  of  cities  7— To  the  sentence. 

BBBTUCCIO  FALIBBO. 

Forgive  me,  my  good  lord ;  I  will  obey— 
{Rertds)  u  Tlut  Michel  Steno  be  dctain'd  a  month 
111  close  arre&Li» 


^ 


iMfi 


UVHON'S  WOIIKH. 


)l)  lord,  I  ii  finiiL'd. 

,1  drMm  F-T  U  hlw- 
the  papers  and  read*)' 

Tluil  HIpIu'I  SUao  i—Nrplm,  !%■  gnu  ! 
Clirrr  iipi  lir  nlm ;  tbi^  (nu^pon  ii  uiicbU'i!  for— 


i 


1  annar  huf  ngrrc  tUIi  jaa 

Tlic  Kni™«  ii  loo  >li|;l.l  far  (he  offrucf, 

And  ihI.»io  be  borne) 

Tg  .rH<  PH.  dSehl  »  pr».1lT  10  thai 

Wliicl.  ■mji  r<ml>frn>iiHoTOU,  lod  mn 

T<.  rlirm,  >.  hcioE  y>w  >uhj«:u ;  bui  i  ii  not 

Tn  cmna  your  fn«h  uppml  Uin.iid  bu  n-j-rlcil. 

Vrl  wlllidul  rrmeil];  yauciD  ■ppeal 

We  wiJ]  find  oIliLT  nmn*  la  mnkr  nil  eicii. 

TodKin  aaesJODn,  aria  iheATO^dorl, 

AriK^l  .ij.il.  ■  an  tliou  my  b™th«',  «,. ; 

Will  „„w  i,kr  up  the  fluu  t1.ey  Od«c  d»ll«d, 

A  «Hiui  ol  llK  brninr  of  Filirnil 

An.l  Ju  fou  HKhi  U|hU)  Uh  Iwbl  d<liiu|ii«il. 

Tht  upbH  of  .1  doge  1  md  of  lllll  bloul 

Think  you  Bal  Ibiu,  guHl  UDclii  1  t.Uy  do  you  •I:ind 

Which  l»lh  alrrn.1,  yitcn  ibr«  dukr.  i..  Vcn.r. 

Su  ili'd!  ynu  liwil  me  nolj— 1  prayjau,  iHiif  niel 

D..I  ihou  >ny'.,t  idl-.e  iduiK  be  hiia.Llc  ut... 

llDui  [ Jfl.lif » J  J«.«  lli«  Jnial  i^HtU  and  offtrimj 

to  tr„«,.l<  OfWI.  il.  sufaliu.  «  ht  ..  «-rt- 

My  firioccly  uncle  !  yo*  hk  bfo  mueli  mnvcxl  — 

oil.  ihnt  ihc  Saiacco  wen  iu  Suliil  Uark'i! 

Isr<at>li*ii<i(ra»flfhii«i  ind  grTHiiy 

Tl.m  would  I  do  liim  lio>tu>||«. 

For  llu  ukc 

1  Ir  jiUy  proiocaiioo :  if  vi  fn  irronc'd, 
Wr  -iU  ukj.lXicn;  iFitbcdeainl. 

0[  h«.rii  .ihI  111  iu  uiou,  my  lord 

n»p  •ngr.uce  ii  rht  iliiu|bt«^  «r  dpr^  >ilc-«. 

,V«»j! 

1  Ih»  ycl  KV«  ■>  iMnI  |ar1  of  T«irT>*n, 

Oh,  ilui  llu  GoDOw  me  in  tlic  jwrll 

1  lo«  our  lion-r,  1  bononr  yoi.,  it.  chiff. 

0I>.  ■]»(  llu-  Hum  ■l.oDI  1  o'cnlirew  >t  Xiin 

Hay  tpii  upon  hi  :  vbrn  l>  ow  rnlrfH  : 

TT.0  Uv,  ray  pnnct — 

nw»  {ia(irTii|rl.'njr  him). 

,YiHi««^bil  -It  bu done: 
1  aik  il  no  rcmnly  bul  tmu  llw  iav  — 

I  caird  OD  j  iid^o.  bill  iboM  waHd  Ly  Jaw— 
AiMvireigii,  I  uppardjuitany  tubjrrls 
Tbe  TPiy  tulytcfB  vho  hid  nudf  mc  ■nvrrrii^. 
And  fF<'c  mi-  Ihu  ■  danbh  rigfal  in  be  ». 
Tbr  risbu  of  [ilmiiJ'CbaiM.flflMrtLaaJ  unir 
llnqniiFi  and  yenr.,  Ibnr  tUrt,  iU'-»c  liuary  hiijr- 
"' "  ■       ■  '  '■  'lifl  |M-nlt,lhfl  fiiti((urs, 


Tlie 


hiiyr-r., 
il  ihr  Foul, 


llui  ibouiib  I  luicUmiPwl  yaur  gricF,  n..il  raur 
In  pan  nFjbairdlidiiin,  ildaihnppal  me 
To  HT  ynnruf^.  Mko  ou^  Adriiiii  -nm, 

I  IcU  ilicr— iiKit  I  IrJI  ihn— «bxl  lb;  fhihf-r 
Would  bate  n'qiliml  no  vordf  lo  eomprrbcnil, 
Ibol  thai,  no  frcllug  tax  Tlu  filcnul  tratr 
Of  mnure  Fmm  Tb^  ioul-]i<  bin  tbou  no  wul— 
So  pride— iio  poiHion— HO  deep  (ens  of  boiiour 

T  i^  Ihe  lif.L  liine  lUlliouour  tios  ]weu  double 


liiim  »ord— My.  iwiM     »  irorilil™  by-word :  |Tliih  treepioj,  cnaul,  rmak,  acqui 

The  tnaa  dotpiiel,  -vnn^d, oumgol, lidplau  ■reicb.    Who  ilnrw  lii> ^ttog ioio  ■  poiiaao 


.o  be,,™  h 

llul  lie  wbo  il  dewed  bin  rigbl  by  IboM 
Wlioie  place  il  \>  la  du  no  »roB«,  i*  jionrei 
Tllail  Ihc  rrjecled  Iri-jqjir^-bc 'a  I  lUh' — 
li  HTid  Ihou,  aod  all  our  haiH 


Full  oFFdia  at 

.     «™lib<a,"' 
al-^b,  Cod  \—mj  -wifr, 
:.  deiimi  pan  of  oU  mtn'i  beiMur, 
dur  (a  ptd  from  nouth  IQ  oukoth  i 

ecbaBic,  »illi   II  coMW-foul  iOUllOenK 


USJUI 


m  lb!)  ! 


r;  ilK  in 


re  politli'd  (;uJtL\ 
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inde  mc  look  like  tlu*m — a  rourtirou^  wlttol, 
-ay,  prutul,  it  may  be,  of  dislloaour. 

BCtTUCCiO    FALlBftO.  « 

it  was  a  lie — you  knew  it  faUe, 
lid  nil  men. 

tlOGE. 

Xrpliew,  the  liich  Roman 
p^nr's  wife  mit!<>t  not  even  be  !iuftpccted,>i 
her  from  him. 

RERTrrCIO    FALIF.BO. 

True — but  in  those  days 

DOGR. 

it  tliat  a  Roman  would  not  xuffer, 
'enctiaii  priuco  muxt  liear?     Old  Dandolo 
the  diadem  of  all  the  Cssars, 
-e  the  ducal  cap  I  trample  on, 
't  i<  now  dcjraded. 

BKRTrCCIO    rALIERO. 

T  i<  eren  so. 

nOGK. 

is  : — 1  did  not  visit  on 
ixoul  (Tc.ttiire,  thus  mo<it  vilely  slander'd, 
she  took  an  old  man  for  her  lord, 
:  he  had  been  long  her  father's  friend 
ron  of  her  house,  as  if  there  were 
in  womnn't  heart  hut  lust  of  youth 
inlle«  faces; — I  did  not  for  this 
:'  villain's  infamy  on  her, 
.ed  my  country's  justice  on  his  head, 
lice  due  unto  the  humblest  beiug 
til  a  wife  whose  faith  is  sweet  to  him, 
ill  a  home  whose  liearth  is  dear  to  him, 
th  a  name  whose  honour 's  all  to  him, 
Ucfci'  are  tainted  by  the  accursing  breath 
nny  and  scorn. 

IIEtTUCGlO    FALIIIO. 

An<i  what  redress 
expect  as  his  fit  punishment? 

DOCK. 

Was  I  not  the  soTen-ipn  of  the  slate — 
I  «>n  his  very  ihroni*,  and  made 
;ery  to  the  men  who  should  obey  me? 
lot  injured  as  a  husb:*.nd7  seom'd 
?  reviled,  degraded,  as  a  prince? 
t  offence  like  his  a  complication 
!t  and  of  treason?  and  he  lives! 
,  instead  of  on  the  Doge's  throne, 
1  the  siinie  hnind  upon  a  peasant's  stool, 
o«l  had  i;ik  the  throhold,  for  the  cai^e 
hl/d  liiin  on  the  in-tanl. 

BKRTITCCIO    FALlEKO. 

Do  not  doubt  it : 
1  not  live  till  sunset — leave  to  me 
ans,  and  calm  yourself. 

DOGR. 

tfold,  nephew!  this 
have  sufficed  !>ut  yesterdnv:  ^  present 


niJ 


DO  further  wmth  a{*ainst  this  man. 

nKRTHOCIO    FALIERO.    .  ' 

nc,n  you?  is  not  the  offence  redcuble<l 
most  rank— T  will  not  say — acquittal, 
s  wopu',  beinij  full  acknowledgment 
offence,  and  leaving  it  unpunish'd? 
DOGE. 

iloHbled^  but  not  now  by  him ; 


The  Forty  luiUi  decreed  a  monllh's  arresC — 
We  must  obey  tlie  Forty. 

BBITUCCIO   FALIIIO. 

Obey  ffcem.' 
Who  have  iprBot  tlieir  duty  to  the  sovereign  ? 

OOGB. 

Why,  yes  ;~boy,  you  perceive  it  then  at  bst : 

Whether  as  fellow-citizen  who  sues 

For  justice,  or'as  sovereign  who  commands  it, 

They  liave  defrauded  mc  of  both  my  lights 

(For  here  the  sovereign  is  a  citizen); 

Rut,  notwithstanding,  harmmot  thou  a  hair 

Of  Steno's  head — he  shall  mit  wear  it  long. 

BIITUCCIO   FALWIO. 

Not  twelve  hours  longer,  had  you  left  to  me 

The  mode  and  mains :  if  you  had  calmly  beard  me, 

I  never  meant  this  miscreant  should  escape, 

Rut  wish'd  you  to  repress  such  gusts  of  passion, 

That  wc  more  rarely  mi^t  devise  together 

His  taking  off. 

IMHJI. 

No,  nephew,  he  must  lire; 
At  least,  just  now — a  life  so  vile  as  his 
Were  nothing  at  this  hour;  in  th'  olden  time 
Some  sacrifices  ask'd  a  single  \ictim; 
Great  expiations  had  a  hecatomb. 

BIRTUCCtO    FALIERO. 

Your  wishes  are  my  law ;  and  yet  I  fain 
Would  prove  to  you  how  near  unto  my  heart 
The  honour  of  our  houiw  must  ever  be. 

DOOI. 


affl 


Fear  not;  you  shaiThave  time  and  place  of  proof - 
Rut  lie  not  thou  too  rash,  as  I  have  been. 
I  am  ashamed  of  my  own  anger  now ; 
I  pray  you,  pardon  me. 

BERTUCCtO   FALIIIO. 

Why,  tliat  's  my  uncle ! 
The  leader,  and  the  statesman,  and  the  chief 
Of  commonwealths,  and  so\ereign  of  himself! 
^ wonder d  to  perceive  you  so  for|;et 
All  prudence  in  your  fury,  at  these  years. 
Although  the  cause 

DOOR. 

Ay,  think  upon  the  cause — 
Forget  it  not : — when  you  lie  down  to  rest. 
Let  it  be  black  among  your  dreams;  an<l  when 
The  morn  returns,  so  let  it  stand  between 
The  sun  and  yon,  as  an  ill-omen'd  cloud 
Upon  a  summerday  of  festival : 
So  will  it  stand  to  me; — but  speak  not,  stir  not, — 
Ix'ave  all  to  me ; — we  shall  have  much  to  do. 
And  you  shall  have  a  part. — Rut  now  retire, 
T  is  fit  I  were  alone. 

BIRTUCCtO   FALIIIO 

( Taking  up  and  placing  the  ducal  bonnet  on  Vu  table). 

Ere  1  depart, 
I  pray  you  to  resume  what  you  have  spum'd. 
Till  you  can  change  it  haply  for  a  crown. 
And  now  I  take  my  leave,  imploring  you 
In  all  things  to  rely  upon  my  duty 
As  doth  become  your  near  and  faithful  kinsman, 
And  not  less  loyal  citizen  and  subject. 

[Exit  HeitCccio  Paliiio. 

DOOR  {solus). 

Adieu,  my  worthy  ncpliew.— Hollow  bauble! 

[Taking  up  the  ducal  cap. 
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n«set  with  nil  the  lhorn&  that  line  a  croirn, 

Williout  investing  the  insulted  brow 

With  the  all-swaying  majesty  of  kings ; 

Thou  idle,  gilded,  and  degraded  toy, 

Let  me  resume  thee  as  I  would  a  Tizor.         [Puts  it  on. 

How  my  brain  aches  beneath  thee !  and  m^temples 

Throb  feverish  under  thy  dishonest  weight. 

Could  I  not  turn  thee  to  a  diadem  ? 

Could  I  not  sliatter  the  Briarean  sceptre ' 

Which  in  this  hundred-handed  senate  rules, 

Making  the  peofJI  nothing,  and  the  prince 

A  pageant  7  In  my  life  I  have  achieved 

Tasks  not  less  difticult— thieved  for  them 

Who  thus  repay  me! — Can  I  not  requite  tUem? 

Oh,  for  one.  year !  Off,  but  for  even  a  day 

Of  my  full  youth,  while  yet  my  body  served 

My  soul,  as  serves  the  generous  steed  hu  lord ! 

I  would  have  dash'd  amongst  them,  asking  few 

In  aid  to  overthrow  these  swoln  patricians ; 

But  now  1  must  look  round  for  other  hands 

To  serve  this  hoary  head ;  but  it  shall  phin 

In  such  a  sort  as  will  not  leave  the  task 

Herculean,  though  as  yet  *t  is  but  a  chaos 

Of  daVkly-brooding  thou^ts :  my  fancy  is 

In  her  first  work,  more  nearly  to  the  light 

Holding  the  sleeping  images  of  things. 

For  the  selection  of  the  pausing  judgment— 

The  troops  arc  few  in 

Emter  Vircinzo. 

There  is  one  without 
Craves  audience  of  your  highness^ 

DOOK. 

I  'm  unwell — 
I  can  see  no  one,  not  even  a  patrician — 
Let  him  refer  his  business  to  the  council. 

VINCINZO. 

My  lord,  I  will  deliver  your  reply; 

It  cannot  much  import — he  '%  a  plebeian, 

The  master  Qf  a  galley,  I  believe. 

OOOK.  ^ 

How !  did  yon  say  the  patron  of  a  galley? 
That  is — I  mean — a  seprant  of  the  state : 
Admit  him,  he  may  be  on  public  service. 

[Exit  ViNCKNZO. 

OOOK  (soIim). 
This  patron  may  be  sounded ;  I  will  try  him. 
I  kpow  the  people  to  be  discontented ; 
They  have  cause,  since  Sapienza's  advene  day, 
When  Genoa  conquer'd :  they  have  further  cadse, 
Since  they  are  nothing  in  the  state,  and  in 
The  city  worse  than  nothing— mere  machines. 
To  serve  the  nobles'  most  patrician  pleasure. 
The  troops  have  long  arrears  of  pay,  oft  promised. 
And  murmur  deeply — any  hope  of  change 
Will  draw  them  forward  .-'they  shall  pay  themselves 
With  plunder:— but  the  priests — 1  doubt  the  priesthood 
Will  not  be  with  us ;  they  have  hated  me 
Since  that  rash  hour,  when,  madden'd  with  the  drone, 
I  smote  the  tardy  bishop  at  Treviso,* 
^>uickoning  his  holy  march :  yet,  ne  ertheless, 
They  may  be  won,  at  least  their  chief  at  Rome, 
By>4ome  well-timed  concessions ;  but,  above 
All  things,  1  must  be  speedy ;  at  my  hour 
Of  twilight  liitle  light  of  life  remains. 
Could  I  free  Venice,  and  avenge  my  wrongs, 
1  liad  lived  too  long,  and  willingly  would  sleep 


Next  moment  with  my  aarca;  9ad^  wuiaf  tla^ 

Better  that  sixty  of  my  fbaneore  jemn 

Had  been  already  where — how  aoon,  I  care  iiot~ 

The  whole  must  be  eztinguiah'd ; — better  that 

They  ne'er  had  been,  than  drag  toe  on  to  be 

The  thing  these  arch  oppreaaors  fain  wookl  make  ac 

Let  me  consider— of  e^cient  troops 

There  are  three  thousand  posted  at 

Enter  Vingihso  and  baASL  Bcaruccio. 

TmCINZO. 

May  it  pleiK 
Your  highness,  the  same  patron  whom  I  «pake  of 
Is  here  to  crave  your  patience. 

DOOS. 

Leave  the  cbamber, 
Vincemo.— 

[Fxii  Viactm 
Sir,  you  may  advance — what  would  yoa' 

niAIL  BiBTUCCiO. 

Redrew. 

DOOB. 

Of  whom  7 

ISBAKL   ttBTUOCiO. 

Of  God  and  of  the  Do^e. 

OOOK. 

Alas !  my  friend,  you  seek  it  of  the  twain 
Of  least  respect  and  interest  in  Venice. 
You  roust  address  the  council. 

ISBAKL  BBBTITCGIO. 

T  were  in  vain  > 
For  he  who  injured  me  is  one  of  them. 

IXMK. 

There 's  blood  upon  thy  face — how  came  it  there T 

ISBAKL   BBBTCCCIO.  ^ 

'T  is  mine,  and  not  the  first  I  *ve  shed  for  Vcirice, 
But  the  first  shed  hfrn.  Venetian  hand : 
A  noble  smote  me. 

DOOB. 

Doth  he  live? 

ISBABL    BBBTUCCIO. 

Not  long — 
But  for  the  hope  1  had  and  have,  thai  you. 
My  prince,  yourself  a  soldier,  will  re«lress 
Him,  whom  the  laws  of  discipline  and  Venice 
Permit  not  to  protect  himself,  if  not — 
I  say  no  more. 

DOOB. 

But  something  you  would  do — 

Is  it  not  so  ? 

ISBABL   BBBTUCCIO. 

I  am  a  man,  my  lord. 

DOCK. 

Why,  so  is  he  who  smote  you. 

ISBABL    BBBTUCCIO. 

He  is  call'd  so; 
Nay,  more,  a  noble  one — at  least,  in  Venice : 
Rut  since  he  hath  forgotten  that  I  am  cue. 
And  treats  me  lill  a  brute,  the  brute  may  torn — 
'T  is  8ai4-the  worm  will. 

DOGB. 

Say  his  name  and  lineage? 

UBABL   BBBTUCCIO. 

Barbaro. 

DOGB. 

What  was  the  cause,  or  the  pretext  ? 
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1511 4 EL  ftXaTIT.CIO. 

I  .iin  tlir  chief  of  thr  .irs«>iul.  employ  tl 

At  |>ri'M-m  ill  rrpniriiii;  ccrlaiii  ^iillfiy* 

l;iii  riiii(;lilv  u^o*!  Iiy  thr  GciioojM!  last  year. 

Tin-,  inorniiii;  •.•<»fnp»  ihc  noble  Ibirbaro 

Full  of  r<-iirii«if,  l»'ran<.fi  our  artisans 

l!:iil  lift  M»nn'  frivuNuK  onlrr  of,hi*  houitc, 

To  I'xrtiilc  ill*'  stiiio'-i  (lorrer:  I  dared 

To  justify  the  men — ho  raiNrd  his  hand ; — 

Il4>h<tld  my  I»I<K)d  1  tlic  first  time  it  e'er  flow'd 

Dishonourably. 

noGK. 

Have  you  lon(j  time  served  ? 

I^IIAEL  BEtTL'CCIO. 

So  Innj;  as  lo  rrmenilxT  /ara's  sii'ije. 

And  liijht  bciUMih  the  chief  vho  bc;f!  the  Huns  there, 

Siinctinic  my  {jencral,  now  the  Doge  Falicro. — 

noRR, 
How  I  are  we  comrades?— the  slate's  dueal  robot 
Sit  ncMly  011  nie,  and  you  were  ap|>i»inted 
Ohii  f  nf  ilu"  arsenal  ere  I  c.im«  from  Rome; 
So  that  1  rrci)i;ni/e<lyou  not.     Who  phiced  you? 

ISK\KI.  BKtTUC<:lO. 

Ihc  l:u«r  no{v;  kivping  still  my  old  command 
A-i  patron  of  a  galley:  my  new  office 
>V;i>  ;;iM*n  a^  the  rcMartl  of  certain  ficars 
'S«i  ^.i-i  your  predecessor  pk-aMtl  to  «ay): 
i  hide  thduyhl  hih  bounty  vould  conduct  me 
To  his  successor  as  a  helpless  plaiuliff, 
At  lca>t,  iu  buch  a  cause. 

UOGR.  * 

Are  you  much  hurt ! 

ISBVEL  BE&rL'CCIO. 

Irreparably  in  my  self-esteem. 

DOCK. 

Speak  out ;  fear  noihini;:  boiiig  fctunfj  at  heart, 
Wliai  >»ould  you  do  to  bo  revenged  oii  this  niau .' 

iHRikL  BEirrccio. 
That  which  I  dan-  not  name,  and  yet  will  do. 

do4;k. 
riien  vkhcrcforc  came  you  hen! 

isu.vKi.  iiKr.Tr;:cnK 

1  come  for  justice, 

Urcaus.-  my  {'eneral  is  DoRc,  and  will  not 
.Si'  hi-i  «»!d  soldier  tiamplwl  on.     Had  any. 
Save  Kalien*.  lill'd  the  ducal  throne. 
This  hl(»<»d  had  U-en  waslul  out  iu  other  blood. 

n»uE. 
Y.iii  conic  I"  me  for  justice— unto  me! 
The  I>«>(;e  of  Venice,  and  I  cannot  give  it; 
1  eaniinl  oeii  obtain  it— l  was  denied 
To  me  mosi  wolemiilv  an  hour  ago. 

ISH.VLI.   UURTICCIO. 

How  s;iys  vour  highiicss.' 

I>0GE. 

Siciio  is  condcnmd 
To  a  months  confinement. 

ISRVEL  BKRTUCCIO. 

>Vliat!  Ac  same  who  dared 
To  ^lain  the  ducal  ihroue  with  tluw  foul  ^ords, 
That  ha%c  cried  shame  to  every  ear  iu  Venice? 

l>i><;K. 
Av,  doul.iless  they  have  ccIumI  o'er  the  arsenal, 
Km  ping  due  lime  with  c^cry  hammers  clink, 
.\h;i  g.iJKl  ji'^i  to  j«il!y  artioiiiis; 
<>i  ma  kill';  rhoriis  i«i  ilie  cnaking  oar, 


I  In  the  vile  tune  of  enrry  galley  slave, 
I  Who,  as  he  sung  the  merry  stave,  eiulCed 
j  He  was  not  a  sliamed  dotanl,  like  the  Doge. 

I  ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

U  it  possible!  a  month's  imprisonment! 
No  more  for  Sicno  ? 

DOGS. 

You  have  lieard  llie  offence, 
And  now  you  know  his  punishment;  and  then 
You  ask  rctlress  of  me  !  G«  to  the  Forty, 
Who  paWd  the  sentence  upon  Michel  Stcno ; 
Thev'll  do  as  much  by  RarLan>,  no  doubt. 

ISRVEL  AKRTUCCIO. 

All !  dared  I  spi>ak  my  feelings! 

DOUK. 

Give  tliem  breath. 
Mine  have  no  further  outrage  to  endure. 

ISRiEL  BRRTUCCIO. 

Then,  in  a  word,  it  rests  but  on  your  word 
To  puni.sh  and  aveuge — I  will  not  say 
My  petty  wrong,  for  wlut  is  a  mere  blow. 
However  vile,  to  such  a  thing  ns  I  am? — 
but  the  base  iiisiilt  done  your  state  and  person. 

UOGE. 

You  over-rate  my  power,  which  is  a  pageant. 
This  cap  is  not  the  monarch's  crown;  these  n>bes 
Might  mmc.  compassion,  like  a  Ix-ggar'".  rags; 
Nav.  more,  a  l>cggar  s  are  his  owu,  and  thestf 
But  lent  to  the  poor  puppet,  who  must  play 
Its  part  with  all  its  empire  in  this  ermine. 

ISR\KL  BERTUCCIO. 

Wouldst  thou  be  king? 

noGK. 

Y'e^— of  a  happy  people. 

tSR\EL   BERTUCCIO. 

WouMst  thou  be  «>vereign  lord  of  Venice? 

noGF. 

Ay, 

If  that  the  people  shared  tliat  sovereignty. 
So  that  iu>r  tlu-y  nor  I  ^cre  furtli^  slavtrs 
To  this  o'ergrown  aristocratic  hydra, 
The  poisonous  heads  of  whose4:n\cnom'd  body 
Hu\e  breathed  a  pestilence  upon  us  all. 

ISKALL   BKHTL'CCIO. 

Yet,  thou  wast  bom  aud  still  hast  lived  patrician. 

noGK. 
In  evil  hour  was  I  so  bom;  my  birth 
Hath  made  me  Doge  lo  be  insulu-<l :  but 
I  Ii\ed  and  toil'd  a  .soldier  and  a  servant 
t)f  Venice  aud  her  jM«ople,  not  the  senate ; 
Their  good  and  my  own  honour  wiTC  my  gnenlou. 
I  lia\e  fought  and  hbil ;  coinmamletl,  ay,  and  con(|uer'd ; 
Ha\e  made  and  marrd  |icace  ofi  in  embassies 
As  it  might  chance  to  lie  our  countrv's  'vantage; 
na%e  tr.i\ersed  laud  and  sea  in  constant  duty. 
Through  almost  sixty  years  and  still  for  Venice, 
My  fathers"  ami  my  birlh-plare,  whose  dear  spires, 
Rising  at  dist.ince  o'er  the  blue  Liigoon, 
It  was  regard  enough  for  me  to  vii-w 
( )nce  more ;  but  not  for  any  knot  of  men. 
Nor  sect,  nor  factiorf,  di<l  I  bleed  or  sweat! 
Itiit  would  you  know  why  I  hau-  done  all  this? 
Ask  of  the  bleeding  pelic'an  why  slie 
ll.ilh  rippd  liri  bosom?  Had  the  bird  a  voice. 
She  d  tell  thee 't  was  for  all  lier  little  ones. 
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UMAtL  BUTUCGIO. 

nd  yet  diey  made  tkee  dnke. 

DO«l. 

Jktywiadt  me  to; 
sought  it  not;  the  flatttriag  fettors  met  me 
eturoins  from  my  Roman  embassy, 
nd  ne?er  haTing  hitherto  refused 
oil,  charge,  or  duty  for  the  state,  I  did  not, 
t  these  late  years,  decline  irhat  was  the  highest 
f  all  in  seeming,  bat  of  aJl  most  base 
I  what  we  ttave  to  do  and  to  endure: 
Bar  witness  for  me  thou,  my  injured  sulject, 
^hed  I  can  neidier  right  myself  nor  thee. 

ISaAIL  BiaTCCCIO. 

ou  shall  do  both,  if  you  possess  the  will, 
nd  many  diousands  more  not  lei»  oppress'd, 
'ho  wait  but  for  a  ngnal — will  you  give  it? 

DOOI. 

Dtt  speak  in  riddles. 

tsiAiL  Baaruccie. 

Which  shall  soon  be  read, 
t  peril  of  my  life,  if  you  disdain  not 
>  lend  a  patioit  ear. 

DOOB. 

Say  on. 
UKAIL  BBaruccio. 
Not  thou, 
vt  I  alone^  are  i^jored  and  abused, 
»ntemn'd  and  trampled  on,  but  the  whole  people 
"oan  with  the  strong  ccmception  of  their  wrongs; 
le  foreign  soldiers  in  the  senate's  pay 
"e  discontented  for  their  long  arrean; 
le  native  mariners  and  civic  troops 
el  with  their  friends;  for  who  is  he  amongst  them 
hose  brethren,  parents,  children,  wives,  or  usters, 
Lve  not  partook  oppression,  or  pollution, 
om  the  patricians  I  And  the  hopeless  vfar 
;ainst  the  Genoese,  which  is  still  maintain'd 
ith  the  plebeian  blood,  and  treasure  wrung 
om  their  hard  earnings,  has  inflamed  them  further: 
en  now — but  I  forget  that,  speaking  thus, 
rhaps  I  pass  the  sentence  of  my  death ! 

DOOB. 

id,  suffering  what  thou  hast  doi(e,  fear'st  thou  death  7 
silent  then,  and  live  on,  to  be  beaten 
those  for  whom  thou  hast  bled. 

ISBAEL  BBBTUCCIO. 

No,  I  will  speak 
every  hasard ;  and  if  Venice'  Doge 
odd  turn  delator,  be  the  shame  on  him, 
id  sorrow  too ;  for  he  will  lose  far  more 
lan  I. 

DOOB. 

fkom  me  fear  nothing ;  out  with  it. 

UBABL  BBBTOCCIO. 

low,  then,  that  there  are  met  and  sworn  in  secret 
band  of  brethren,  valiant  hearts  and  true ; 
in  who  have  praved^all  fortunes,  and  have  long 
ieved  over  that  of  Venice,  and  have  right 
do  so ;  having  served  her  in  all  climes, 
id  having  rescued  her  from  foreign  foes, 
ould  do  the  same  from  t^ose  within  her  walls. 
ley  are  not  numerous,  nor  yet  too  few 
T  their  great  purpose ;  they  have  arms,  and  means, 
Ml  hearts,  and  hopes,  and  faith,  and  patient  courage. 


For  what  then  do  they  paoae! 

ISaiBL  BBBTUCCIO. 

An  hoar  coftrikc 
DOOB  {aridtty. 
Sunt  Mark's  shall  strike  that  hour ! 

UBAXL  BBaTUCCIO. 

I  now  have  placed 
My  life,  my  honour,  all  my  earthly  hopea 
Within  thy  power,  but  in  the  firm  belief 
That  injuries  like  ours,  sprung  from  one  cause. 
Will  generate  one  vengeance  ^  should  U  be  ao. 
Be  our  chief  now— our  sovereign  herenfter. 

DOOB. 

How  many  are  ye? 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

I'll  not  answer  that 
Till  I  am  answer'd. 

Doas. 
How,  Sir!  do  you  menace? 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

No ;  I  a^rm.    I  have  betrayed  myself; 

But  there  *v  no  torture  in  the  mystic  wella 

Which  undermine  your  palace,  oor  in  thoae 

Not  less  appalling  cells,  « the  leaden  roofs,* 

To  force  a  single  name  from  me  of  others. 

The  Pozzi  and  the  Piombi  were  in  vain : 

They  might  wring  blood  from  me,  but  trendiery  i 

And  I  would  pass  the  feaiful  «  Bridge  of  Sig^» 

Joyous  that  mine  must  be  the  last  that  e'er 

Would  echo  o'er  the  Stygian  wave  iriiich  flows 

'Between  the  murderers  and  the  mnrder'd,  washing 

The  prison  and  the  palace  walls:  there  are 

Those  who  would  live  to  think  on  *t  and  artiage  Be. 

DOOB. 

If  such  your  power  and  purpose,  why  come  here 
To  sue  for  justice,  being  in  the  course 
To  do  yourself  due  right? 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

Because  the  man 
Who  claims  protection  from  authority. 
Showing  his  confidence  and  his  submission 
To  that  authority,  can  hardly  be 
Suspected  of  combining  to  destroy  it. 
Had  I  sate  down  too  humbly  with  this  blow, 
A  moody  brow  and  mutter  d  threats  had  made  me 
A  mark'd  man  to  the  Forty^  inquisition  ? 
But  loud  complaint,  however  angrily 
It  shapes  its  phrase,  is  little  to  be  feared. 
And  less  distrusted.     But,  besides  all  diis, 
I  had  another  reason. 

DOOB. 

What  was  that  7 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

Some  rumours  that  the  Doge  was  greatly  moved 

By  the  reference  of  the  Avogadori 

Of  Michel  Steno's  sentence  to  the  Forty 

Had  reach'd  me.    I  had  served  you,  honour  d  yon. 

And  felt  that  you  were  dangerously  insulted. 

Being  of  an  order  of  such  spirits  as 

Requite  tenfold  both  good.and  evil :  'twas 

My  wish  to  prove  and  urge  you  to  redress. 

Now  you  know  all ;  and  that  I  speak  the  truth. 

My  peril  be  the  proof. 


1 


MARINO  FALIERO. 


a5t 


0O«l. 

Yoa  have  deq>ly  TentUKd ; 
But  all  must  do  so  who  would  greatly  win: 
Thus  far  I  *11  answer  yon— your  secret's  safe. 

isaAiL  Bia|vcoio. 
And  is  this  aU? 

Doai. 
Unless  with  all  entmsled, 
What  would  yon  have  me  answer? 

ISIAIL  BIITVOOIO. 

I  would  have  you 
Trust  him  who  leaves  his  life  in  trust  with  you. 

oooi. 
But  I  must  know  your  plan,  your  names,  and  numbers ; 
The  last  may  then  be  doubled,  and  the  former 
Matured  and  strengthened. 

isaAiL  BitTuecio. 

We  *re  enough  already ; 
You  are  the  sole  ally  we  covet  now. 

IKMK. 

But  bring  me  to  the  knowledge  of  your  chiefe. 

ISaABL  BIITUOCIO. 

Tliat  sliall  be  done  upon  your  formal  pledge 
To  keep  tlie  feith  that  we  will  pMge  to  you. 

IKMB. 

When?  where? 

ISaABL  BBBTHOCIO. 

This  night  I'll  bring  to  your  apartment 
Two  of  the  principak;  a  greatar  munber 
Were  hasardous. 

DOOB. 

Suy,  I  must  think  of  this. 
What  if  I  were  to  trust  myself  amongst  you, 
And  leave  the  palace? 

ISBABL  BBBTDCCIO. 

You  must  come  alone. 
ooaB. 
With  but  my  nephew. 

tSKABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

Not  were  he  your  son. 
ooaB. 
Wretch !  darest  thou  name  my  son?  He  died  in  arms, 
At  Sapienia,  for  this  feithless  state. 
Oh !  that  he  were  alive,  and  I  in  ashes ! 
Or  that  he  were  alive  e'er  I  be  ashes ! 
I  should  not  need  the  dubious  aid  of  strangers. 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

Not  one  of  all  those  strangers  whom  thou  doubtest. 

But  will  regard  thee  with  a  fiKal  feeliag, 

So  that  thou  keep'st  a  fethei's  fetth  with  them. 

0O«B. 

The  die  i%  cast.     Where  is  the  place  of  meeting? 

ISBABL  BBBTVCCtO. 

At  midniglit  I  will  be  alone  and  mask'd 
Where'er  your  highness  pleases  to  direct  me, 
To  wait  your  coming,  and  conduct  you  where 
Yon  shall  receive  our  homage,  and  pronooBCo 
Upon  our  project. 

DOOB. 

At  vrhat  hour  arises 
The  moon? 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

Late ;  but  the  atmosphere  is  thick  and  dusky ; 

T  is  a  sirocco. 

noGB.     • 

At  the  midnight  hour,  then, 


Near  to  the  chorch  whan  alaep  my  linB:  tba 
Twin-named  from  the  apoacltB  Joha  aod  PMl; 
A  gondola,  >  with  ona  oar  only,  will 
Lurk  in  the  narrow  chaanei  whidi  ffadm  by. 
Be  there. 

ISBASL  BIITVGCIO. 

IwiUnotfeiL 


And  now 

UlAIL  BBBTUCCIO. 

In  the  full  hope  your  highiMiii  will  not  later 
In  your  great  purpose.    Prince,  I  take  my  leave. 

[Exit  ISBAIL  BBBTUCCIO. 
DOOB  (sollis). 

At  midnight,  by  the  church  Saints  lohn  and  Paul, 

Where  sleep  my  noble  fethers,  I  repair^— 

To  what?  to  hold  a  council  in  thediark 

With  common  ruffians  leagued  to.rvin  states! 

And  will  not  my  great  sires  leap  from  the  vault. 

Where  lie  two  doges  who  preceded  me, 

And  pluck  me  down  amongst  them  ?  Would  they  could ! 

For  I  should  rest  in  honour  with  the  honour* d. 

Alas !  I  must  not  think  of  them,  but  those 

Who  have  made  me  thus  unworthy  of  a  name, 

Noble  and  brave  as  aught  of  consular 

On  RomaiMnarbles :  but  I  will  redeem  it 

Back  to  its  antique  lustre  in  our  annals. 

By  sweet  revenge  on  all  that's  base  in  Venice, 

And  freedom  to  the  rest,  or  leave  it  Uack 

To  all  the  growing  calumnies  of  time. 

Which  never  spare  the  feme  of  him  who  fails. 

But  try  the  Cjesar,  or  the  Gataline, 

By  the  true  touchstone  of  desert— suceeas. 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  I. 

Ah  JpmrtmeHt  in  tiu  Dmeal  FtUmet, 

Anoiolina  (wife  oftht  ihft)  mnd  Mabiamma. 

AliaiOLIHA. 

What  was  the  Doge's  answer? 

MABIAHIIA. 

Thathewaa 
That  moment  summon'd  to  a  conferenee; 
But 't  is  by  this  time  ended.    I  perceived 
Not  long  ago  the  senators  embarking; 
And  the  last  gondola  may  now  be  seen 
Gliding  into  the  throng  cif  barks  which  send 
The  glittering  waters. 

AliaiOUIIA. 

Would  he  were  retum'd ! 
He  has  been  much  disquieted  of  late ; 
And  Time,  which  has  not  tamed  his  fiery  spirit, 
Nor  yet  enfeebled  even  his  mortal  firanM, 
Which  seems  to  he  more  nonrish'd  by  a  soul 
So  quick  and  restless  that  it  wo«M  ronsnaia 
Less  hardy  chiy — Time  has  but  litlfe  power 
On  his  resentments  or  his  griefe.    Unlike 
To  other  spirits  of  his  order,  who. 
In  the  first  burst  of  passion,  ponr  away 
Their  wrath  or  sorrow,  all  things  wear  in  him 
An  aspect  of  eternity:  his  thoughts, 
Hu  feelings,  passions,  good  or  evil,  all 
Have  nothing  of  old  age;  and  his  bold  brow 
Bears  but  the  scars  of  mind,  the  thooghts  of  years, 
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Not  their  decrepitude:  and  he  of  late 
Has  been  more  agitated  than  his  wont.    ■ 
Would  he  were  come !  for  I  alone  haye  power 
Upon  his  troubled  spirit. 

MiaUNNA. 

It  is  true. 
His  highness  has  of  late  been  (greatly  moved 
By  the  affront  of  Steno,  and  with  cause; 
But  the  offender  doubtless  even  now 
Is  doom'd  to  expiate  his  rash  insult  with 
Such  chastiiement  as  will  enforce  respect  * 
To  female  virtue,  and  to  noble  blood. 

AHGIOLINA. 

T  was  a  gross  insult;  but  I  heed  it  not : 
For  the  rash  scomei's  falsehood  in  itself, 
But  for  the  effect,  the  deadly  deep  impression 
Which  it  has  made  upon  Falicro's  soul, 
The  proud,  the  fiery,  the  austere — austere 
To  all  save  me  :  I  tremble  when  I  think    « 
To  wliat  it  may  conduct. 

MAaiANNA. 

Assuredly 
The  Doge  can  not  suspect  you  t 

ARGIOLINA. 

Suspect  me! 
Why  Steno  dared  not:  wlien  he  scrawl'd  his  lie. 
Groveling  by  stealth  in  the  moon's  glimmering  light. 
His  own  still  conscience  smqte  him  for  the  act, 
And  every  shadow  on  the  walls  frown  d  sliame 
Upon  his  coward  calumny. 

MAIUHJTA. 

T  were  fit 
He  should  be  puntsh'd  grievously. 

AlfGIOLINA. 

He  is  so. 

MAtlANIA. 

What !  is  the  sentence  post?  is.  he  condemn'd? 

AMCIOLINA. 

I  know  not  that,  but  he  ha^  been  detected. 

MAaiANNA. 

And  deem  you  this  enough  for  such  foul  scorn  ? 

AMUIOLIRA. 

I  would  not  be  a  judge  in  my  own  cause, 
Mor  do  I  know  what  sense  of  punishment 
May  reach  the  soul  of  ribalds  such  as  Steno ; 
But  if  his  insults  sink  no  deeper  in 
The  minds  of  the  inquisitors  tlian  they 
Have  ruffied  mine,  he  will,  for  all  acquittance^ 
Be  left  to  his  own  shamelessness  or  shame. 

MAtlANNA. 

Some  sacrifice  is  due  to  slander'd  virtue. 

ANGIOLI.^A. 

Wliy,  what  is  virtue  if  it  needs  a  victim? 
Or  if  it  must  depend  upon  men's  words? 
The  dying  Roman  said,  «'t  was  but  a  name:» 
It  were  indeed  no  more,  if  human  breath 
Could  make  or  mar  ic 

MAIIANJIA. 

Yet  full  many  a  dame, 
Stainloss  and  faithful,  would  feel  all  the  wrong 
Of  such  a  slander;  and  less  rigid  ladies. 
Such  as  abound  in  Venice,  would  be  loud 
And  all-inexorable  in  their  cry 
For  justice. 

A.<«GI0LIXA. 

This  but  proves  it  is  the  name 


And  not  the  quality  they  priie ;  the  firsc 

Have  found  it  a  hard  task  to  hold  their  hoaonr. 

If  they  require  it  to  be  blazon'd  forth  ; 

And  those  who  have  not  kept  it  seek  its  seeming 

As  they  would  look  out  for  an  omnmnnt 

Of  which  they  feci  the  want,  but  not  because 

They  think  it  so;  they  live  in  others'  tliougliL*, 

4kd  would  seem  honest  as  they  must  aeem  fair. 

MAaiANNA. 

You  have  strange  thoughts  for  a  patrician  dame. 

A.^GI0LINA. 

And  yet  they  were  my  father  s ;  with  his  name. 
The  sole  inheritance  he  left. 

MAatANNA. 

You  want  none; 

Wife  to  a  prince,  the  chief  of  the  republic. 

AMGIOLINA. 

I  should  have  sought  none,  though  a  peasant's  bride, 
Bui  feel  not  less  the  love  and  gratitude 
Due  to  my  father,  who  bestow'd  ray  hand 
Upon  Im  early,  tried,  and  trusted  friend. 
The  Count  Val  di  Marino,  now  our  Doge. 

MAaiAN.^A. 

And  with  that  hand  did  he  bestow  your  heart ! 

AMGIOLISA. 

He  did  so,  or  it  had  not  been  bestow'd. 

MAaiAHKA. 

Y'ct  this  strange  dlsproporiion  in  your  years^ 
And,  let  me  add,  disparity  of  tempers, 
Might  make  the  world  doubt  ^  hcther  such  an  union 
Could  make  you  wisely,  permanently  liappy. 

ANGiOLlNA. 

Tlie  world  will  think  with  worldlings:  but  my  heart 
Has  still  been  in  my  duties,  i»hich  are  many, 
But  never  difficult. 

MAEIANMA. 

And  do  you  love  him  ? 

ANGIOLIXA. 

I  love  all  noble  qualities  which  merit 

Love,  and  I  loved  my  fatlier,  who  first  taught  me 

To  single  out  wliat  wc  .should  love  in  others. 

And  to  subdue  ail  tendency  to  lend 

The  l>est  and  purest  feelings  of  our  nature 

To  baser  passions.     He  bestow'd  my  hand 

Ui)on  Falicro:  he  had  known  him  noble, 

Bnive,  generous,  rich  in  all  the  qualities 

Of  soldier,  citizen,  and  friend ;  in  all 

Such  liave  I  found  him  as  my  father  said. 

His  faults  are  those  th:;!  dwell  in  the  high  bosoms 

Of  men  who  have  commanded;  too  much  pride. 

And  the  deep  passions  fiercely  foster  d  by 

The  uses  of  patricians,  and  a  life 

Spent  in  the  storms  of  state  and  war ;  and  also 

From  the  quick  sense  of  honour,  ^hich  becomes 

A  duty  to  a  certain  ^igii,  a  vice 

When  ovcrstrain'd,  and  this  I  fear  in  him. 

And  then  he  lias  been  rash  from  his  youth  upwards. 

Yet  tcmpcr'd  by  redeeming  nobleness 

In  surh  sort,  that  the  wariest  of  republics 

Has  lavibh'd  all  its  chief  employs  u|)on  him. 

From  lit»  lirsl  Hjjlit  to  liis  last  embassy. 

From  'uhich  on  his  return  the  dukedom  met  him. 

M.\Kl.iN.<<iA. 

liul,  previous  to  (his  marriH{;e,  had  your  heart 

Ne'er  beat  fttr  any  of  \^\c  uohle  ^outh, 

Such  us  in  years  had  been  more  meet  to  match 
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-  like  youn  ?  or  since  haTe  you  ne'er  teen 
hOf  if  your  fiiir  haml  men  Ktill  to  give, 
now  pri'ioud  (o  Lon^dano's  daughter? 

ANGIOLINA. 

rr'd  your  lirst  quustiou  wlicn  I  said 
icd. 

MAtlANNA. 

And  the  second  I 

ANGIOLINA. 

Needs  no  answer. 

MVKIANNA. 

vou  pardon,  if  I  lia^c  offended. 

A'NGIULINA. 

;io  wmih,  hut  son»f  surprise :  I  knew  not 
u-ddrd  bosoms  could  p4!ruiit  themselves 
ider  upon  wliui  they  now  might  chuse, 
;lit,  save  their  past  choice. 

MAtlANNA. 

'T  is  their  past  choice 
ar  too  often  makes  them  deem  tliey  would 
liu<ic  more  wisely,  could  they  cancel  it. 

A^OIOI.INA. 

,'  [to  >o.  I  knew  not  of  such  thoughts. 

MABIANMA. 

onn«>5  the  Dogp— shall  1  retire? 

A.'ttilOLINA. 

It  may 
UT  yim  should  quit  nic;  lie  seems  wrapt 
uglit.— llow  pensively  he  takes  his  way! 

[Exit  Maeianiia. 
Enter  die  Dooi  and  Pibtbo. 
DotiK  {musing). 
i>  a  certain  Philip  Gilendaro 
n  tlu*  arsenal,  v^lio  holds  command 
;lity  nicii.  and  has  great  influence 
v«  on  all  the  spirits  of  hiis  comrades, 
iiaii,  I  hear,  is  bold  and  popular^ 
11  and  daring,  and  yet  necrel :  't  would 
II  that  he  «cre  won:  1  needs  must  hope 
Urael  licrluccio  has  secured  him, 
lin  would  be 

PIBTBO. 

My  lord,  pray  pardon  me 
reakin{;  in  upon  your  meditation; 
cnaior  I'm  rtiiccio,  >our  kinsman, 
I'll  ine  to  follow  and  inquire  your  pleasure 
an  hour  when  he  may  speak  with  you. 

DOGB. 

AM't. — Slay  a  moment — let  mft  sec — 

1  die  second  hour  of  night;  [Exit  Piktbo. 

A.'VGIOLINA. 

My  lord ! 

DOGE. 

•arest  chdd,  forgive  me — why  delay 
ig  approaching  me? — I  saw  you  uoL 

ANGIOLINA. 

Aero  ab-itjrh «l  in  thought,  and  he  who  now 
aried  from  you  might  have  words  of  weight 
ar  you  from  the  r>eiiale. 

DOGE. 

From  the  senate? 

ANGIOLINA. 

dd  not  inicrrnpi  him  in  his  duly 

lll(.■il'^. 

DOGE. 

Tlic  senate's  tluty  !  you  mistake; 
wc  >%ho  owe  all  service  to  ilie  senate. 


AH«IOLIIIA. 

I  thought  the  Duke  had  held  coaunand  in  Venice. 

DOCB. 

He  sliall.— But  let  that  paM.— We  will  be  jocund. 
How  fares  it  with  you?  have  you  been  abroad? 
The  day  is  overcast,  l>ut  tlie  calm  wave 
Favours  the  gondoliers  light  skimming  oar; 
Or  have  you  held  a  levee  of  your  friends? 
Or  has  your  music  made  you  solitary? 
Say— is  there  aught  that  you  would  will  within 
Tlie  little  sway  now  left  the  Dttke?  or  anght 
Of  fitting  splendour,  or  of  honest  pleasure. 
Social  or  lonely,  that  would  glad  your  heart. 
To  compensate  for  many  a  dull  hour,  wasted 
On  an  old  man  oft  moved  with  many  cares  1 
Speak,  and  't  is  done. 

ANGIOLINA. 

You  're  ever  kind  to  me — 
I  have  nothing  to  desire,  or  to  request, 
Eicept  to  see  you  oftener  and  calmer. 

DOGB. 

Calmer? 

ANPIOLINA. 

Ay,  calmer,  my  good  lord. — Ali,  why 
Do  you  still  keep  apart,  and  walk  alone. 
And  let  such  strong  emotions  stamp  your  brow. 
As  not  betraying  their  full  import,  yet 
Disclose  too  much? 

DOGB. 

Disclose  too  much  I^-of  what  I 
Wliat  is  there  to  disclose  ? 

ANGIOLINA. 

A  heart  so  ill 
At  ease. 

DOGE. 

T  is  nothing,  child. — But  in  tlie  state 
You  know  what  daily  carts  oppress  all  those 
Who  govern  this  precarious  commonwealth ; 
Now  suffering  from  the  Genoese  without. 
And  malcontenu  within— 't  is  this  which  makes  me 
More  pensive  and  less  tranquil  than  my  wont. 

ANGIOLINA. 

Yet  tliis  existed  long  before,  and  never 

Till  in  these  late  days  did  I  see  you  thus. 

Forgive  me :  tlurre  is  something  at  your  heart 

More  than  the  mere  discharge  of  public  duties. 

Which  long  use  and  a  ulent  like  to  yours 

Have  n  nderd  light,  nay,  a  necessity, 

To  keep  your  mind  from  stagnating.  T  is  not 

In  hoMile  states,  nor  perils,  thus  to  shake  you ; 

You,  who  have  stood  all  storms  and  never  sunk. 

And  cliinh'd  up  to  the  pinnacle  of  power, 

And  never  fainted  by  the  way,  and  stand 

Upon  it,  and  can  look  down  steadily 

Along  the  depth  beneath,  and  ne'er  feel  diay. 

Were  Genai's  galleys  riding  in  llie  port, 

Were  civil  fury  raging  in  Saint  Mark's, 

You  are  not  to  be  wrought  on,  but  would  fall, 

As  you  have  risen,  with  an  uiialterd  brow  : 

Your  feelings  now  are  of  a  different  kind; 

Something  has  slung  your  pride,  n«»t  patriotism. 

DOGB. 

Pride  1  Augiolina?  AUs!  none  is  left  me. 

ANGIOLINA. 

Yes— the  s;imc  sin  that  overllirew  the  angels, 
And  of  all  !»ins  most  easily  bescu 
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Morub  the  nearest  to  ihe  angelic  nature : 
The  file  are  only  vain ;  the  (jreat  are  proud. 

oooi. 
I  had  the  pride  of  honour,  of  your  honour, 
Deep  at  my  heart— But  let  us  chan^  the  dieme. 

Alf«IOLIf|A. 

Ah  no ! — As  1  haye  ever  shared  your  kindness 
In  all  things  else,  let  me  not  be  shut  out 
From  your  distress :  were  it  of  public  import, 
You  know  I  never  sought,  would  nerer  seek 
To  win  a  word  from  you;  but  feeling  now 
Your  grief  is  private,  it  belongs  to  me 
To  lighten  or  divide  it.  Since  the  day 
When  foolish  Steno's  ribaldry,  detected, 
Unfiz'd  your  quiet,  you  are  greatly  changed. 
And  I  would  sootlie  you  back  to  what  you  were. 

oooi. 
To  what  I  was ! — Have  you  heard  Steno's  sentence? 

AllOIOLINA. 

No. 

DOOI. 

A  month's  arrest. 

AlfOIOLIllA. 

Is  it  not  enough  ? 

DOOI. 

Enough  1 — Yes,  for  a  drunken  galley  slave. 
Who,  stung  by  stripes,  may  murmur  at  his  master; 
But  not  for  a  deliberate,  false,  cool  villain. 
Who  stains  a  lady's  and  a  prince's  honour, 
Even  0ti  the  throne  of  his  authority. 

AllGIOLINA. 

There  seems  to  me  enough  in  the  conviction 
Of  a  patrician  guilty  of  a  falsehood  : 
All  other  punishment  were  light  unto 
His  loss  of  honour. 

DOOI. 

Such  men  have  no  honour; 
They  have  but  their  vile  lives — and  these  are  spared. 

AlfOIOLIICA. 

You  would  not  have  him  die  for  this  offience? 

DOOI. 

Not  now : — being  still  alive,  I  *d  have  him  live 
Long  as  he  can ;  he  has  ceased  to  merit  death  ; 
The  guilty  saved  hath  damn'd  his  hundred  judges. 
And  lie  is  pure,  for  now  his  crime  is  theurs. 

ANGIOLINA. 

Oh  !  had  this  false  and  flippant  libeller 

Shed  his  young  blood  for  his  absurd  lampoon. 

Ne'er  from  that  moment  could  this  breast  have  known 

A  joyous  hour,  or  dreamless  slumber  more. 

DOGB. 

Does  not  the  law  of  Heaven  say  blood  for  blood  ? 

And  he  who  tmints  kills  more  tlian  he  who  sheds  it. 

Is  it  the  pain  of  blows,  or  diame  of  blows. 

That  makes  such  deadly  to  the  sense  of  man  ? 

Do  not  the  laws  of  man  say  blood  for  honour  T 

And  less  than  hoaonr,  for  a  little  gold? 

Say  not  the  laws  of  nations  blood  for  treason? 

Is 't  nothing  to  have  fill'd  these  veins  with  poison 

For  their  onee  healthful  current?  is  it  nothing 

To  have  stain'd  your  name  and  mine  ?  the  noblest  names  ? 

Is 't  nothing  to  have  brought  into  contempt 

A  prince  before  his  people  ?  to  have  fail'd 

In  Uie  respect  accorded  by  mankind 

To  youth  in  woman,  and  old  age  in  man? 

To  virtue  in  your  sex,  and  dignity 


In  ours?— Bat  let  them  look  to  k  vho  have  HvedMa. 

AWaiOUHA. 

Heaven  bids  as  to  forgive  cor  enenuea. 

DOSI. 

Doth  Heaven  forgive  her  own  T    la  Satan  saved 
From  wrath  eternal? 

AliaiOLIICA. 

Do  not  apeak  thna  wildly— 
Heaven  will  alike  forgive  yoa  and  your  foes. 

Dooa. 
Amen !    May  Heaven  forgive  them.  | 

AHOIOLIRA.  i 

AndwiUyoa?     1 

DOOI. 

Yes,  when  they  are  in  heaven ! 

AMOIOLINA. 

And  not  till  then? 
aooB. 
What  matters  my  forgiveness?  an  old  man's. 
Worn  out,  scom'd,  spnrn'd,  abused ;  what  maltas  Am 
My  pardon  more  than  my  resentment?  both 
Being  weak  and  worthless?    I  have  lived  too  long. 
But  let  us  change  the  argument. — My  child ! 
My  injured  wife,  the  child  of  Loredano, 
The  brave,  the  chivalrous,  how  little  deem'd 
Tliy  father,  wedding  thee  unto-  his  friend. 
That  he  was  linking  thee  to  shame ! — Alas ! 
Shame  without  sin,  for  thou  art  fisultleis.  Uada  thoa 
But  had  a  different  husband,  any  husband 
In  Venice  save  the<Doge,  this  blight,  this  brand. 
This  bhisphemy  had  never  fallen  upon  thee. 
So  young,  so  beautiful,  so  good,  so  pure. 
To  suffer  this,  and  yet  be  unavenged ! 

AICOIOLINA. 

I  am  too  well  avenged,  for  you  still  love  me. 
And  trust,  and  honour  me;  and  all  men  kqow 
Tliat  you  are  just,  and  I  am  true :  what  naore 
Could  I  require,  or  yon  command  ? 

DOOI. 

TisweU, 

And  may  be  better;  but  whate'cr  betide. 
Be  thou  at  least  kind  to  my  memory. 

ANOIOLINA. 

Why  speak  you  thus  7 

DOOI. 

It  is  no  matter  why  ; 
But  I  would  still,  whatever  others  think. 
Have  your  respect  both  now  and  in  my  grave. 

N       ANOIOLIICA. 

Why  should  you  doubt  it?  has  it  ever  fail'd? 

DOOI. 

Come  hither,  child ;  I  would  a  word  with  yon. 

Your  father  was  my  friend ;  unequal  fortune 

Made  him  my  debtor  for  some  courtesies. 

Which  bind  the  good  more  firmly :  when  opprest 

With  his  last  malady,  he  will'd  our  union : 

It  was  not  to  repay  me,  long  rrpaid 

Before  by  his  great  loyalty  in  friendship ; 

His  object  was  to  place  your  orphan  beauty 

In  honourable  safety  from  the  perils 

Which  in  thitt  scorpion  nest  of  vice,  assail 

A  lonely  and  undower'd  maid.     1  did  not 

Think  with  him,  but  would  not  oppose  the  thought 

Which  soothed  his  death-bed. 

AlfClOLINA. 

I  have  not  forgotten 
The  nobleness  with  which  you  bade  me  speak. 
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tiling  hnxt  held  any  preference 

voukl  have  made  me  happier;  nor  your  offer 

ce  my  dowry  equal  to  the  rank 

ht  in  Venice,  and  forego  all  claim 

ler  &  la«t  injunction  gave  you. 

DOOI. 

Thus, 
not  a  foolish  dotard's  vile  caprice, 
i  false  edge  of  aged  appetite, 
made  me  covetous  of  girlish  beauty, 
young  bride ;  for  in  my  fieriest  youth 
d  such  passions;  nor  was  this  my  age, 
d  with  that  leprosy  of  lust 
taints  the  hoariest  years  of  vicious  men, 
;  them  mnsack  to  the  very  last 
rgs  of  pleasure  for  their  vanish'd  joys ; 
in  selfish  marriage  some  young  victim, 
Ipless  to  refuse  a  state  that 's  honest, 
sling  not  to  know  herself  a  wretch. 
^dlock  was  not  of  this  sort;  you  had 
m  from  me  to  chuse,  and  arged  in  answer 
alhcr'b  choice. 

ANGIOLIMA. 

I  did  so ;  I  .would  do  so 
•.  of  earth  and  heaven ;  for  I  have  never 
:ed  for  my  sake ;  sometimes  for  yours, 
deriog  o'er  your  late  disquietudes. 

DOOI. 

-  my  lieart  would  never  treat  you  harshly; 

'  my  days  could  not  disturb  you  long; 

len  the  daughter  of  my  earUest  friend, 

irthy  daughter,  free  to  chuse  again 

lier  and  wiser,  in  the  ripest  bloom 

nanliood,  more  skilful  to  select 

sing  these  probationary  years; 

ting  a  prince's  name  and  riches ; 

d,  by  the  short  penance  of  enduring 

I  man  for  some  summers,  against  all 

iw's  chicane  or  envious  kinsmen  might 

irged  against  her  right :  my  best  friend's  child 

I  chuse  more  (illy  iii  respect  of  years, 

ot  less  truly  in  a  faithful  heart 

ANGIOLINA. 

'd,  I  look'd  but  to  my  fiither  s  wishes, 

v'd  by  his  last  words,  and  to  my  heart 

ling  all  its  duties,  and  replying 

Faith  to  him  with  whom  1  was  affianced. 

ious  hopes  ne'er  cross'd  my  dreanu ;  and,  should 

3iir  you  speak  of  come,  it  will  be  seen  lo. 

D06I. 

elievc  you ;  and  I  know  you  true : 

ve,  n)mantic  love,  which  iu  my  youth 

V  to  be  illusion,  and  ne'er  saw 

g,  but  often  fatal,  it  had  been 

re  for  me,  iu  my  most  passionate  days, 

ould  not  be  so  now,  did  »uch  exist. 

ich  respect,  and  mildly  paid  regard 

rue  feeling  for  your  welfare,  and 

!  compliance  with  all  honest  wislies; 

dncM  to  your  virtues,  watchfulness 

town,  but  shadowing  o'er  such  little  failings 

uth  is  apt  in;  so  as  not  to  check 

y,  but  « in  you  from  them  ere  you  knew 

lad  been  won,  but  thought  the  change  your  choice ; 

Ic  not  iu  your  beauty,  but  your  conduct. — 

St  in  you— a  patriarchal  love. 


And  not  a  doting  homage^frioidahip,  faith- 
Such  estimation  in  your  eyes  as  theto 
Might  claim,  I  hoped  for. 

ANaiOUML 

Anl^ave  ever  had. 

DOOI. 

I  think  so.     For  the  difference  in  our  years. 

You  knew  it,  chiuing  me,  and  chose :  I  truted 

Not  to  my  qualities,  nor  would  have  faith 

In  such,  nor  outward  ornaments  of  nature, 

Were  I  still  in  my  five-and>twentieth  spring : 

I  tni«ted  to  the  Idood  of  Loredaoo, 

Pure  in  your  veins ;  I  trusted  to  the  soul 

God  gave  you — to  the  truths  your  father  taught  you- 

To  your  beUef  in  heaven — to  your  mild  wtues— 

To  your  own  faith  and  honour,  for  my  own. 

AROIOLINA. 

You  have  done  well. — I  thank  you  for  that  trust, 
Which  I  haw  never  for  one  moment  ceased 
IK  honour  you  the  more  for. 

DOGI. 

Where  is  honour, 
Innate  and  precept-strengthen'd,  *t  is  the  rock 
Of  faith  connubial ;  where  it  is  not — where 
Light  thoughts  are  larking,  or  the  vanities 
Of  worldly  pleasure  rankle  in  the  heart. 
Or  sensual  throbs  convulse  it,  well  I  know 
T  were  hopeless  for  humanity  to  dream 
Of  honesty  in  sach  infected  blood, 
AUhough  't  were  wed  to  him  it  covets  most : 
An  incarnation  of  the  poet's  god 
In  all  his  marble-chiselfd  beauty,  or 
Tlif  demi-deity,  Alcides,  in 
His  majesty  of  superhuman  manhood. 
Would  not  suffice  to  bind  where  virtue  is  not; 
It  is  consistency  which  fogBs  and  proves  it : 
Vice  cannot  fix,  and  virtDi  cannot  change. 
The  once  hWen  woman  must  for  ever  fall. 
For  vice  must  have  variety,  while  virtue 
Stands  like  the  sun,  and  m  which  rolls  aroond 
Drinks  life,  and  light,  and  glory  from  her  aspect. 

AROIOLINA. 

And  seeing,  feeling  thus  this  truth  in  others 
(I  pray  you  pardon  me),  but  wherefore  yield  you 
To  the  mast  fierce  of  fatal  passions,  and 
DtMquiet  your  great  thoughts,  vrith  restleu  hate 
Of  such  a  thing  as  Steuo  7 

Doai. 

Yon  mistake  me. 
It  IS  not  Steno  who  could  move  me  thus; 
Had  it  been  so,  he  should— but  let  that  pass. 

ANOIOLIMU 

What  is 't  you  feel  so  deeply,  then,  even  nowT 

DOGI. 

The  violated  majesty  of  Venice, 

At  once  insulted  in  lier  lord  and  lam. 

ANOfOLIFIA. 

Alas!  why  will  you  thus  consider  it! 

DOGI. 

I  have  tliought  on 't  till— but  let  me  lead  you  back 
To  what  I  urged ;  all  these  things  being  noted, 
I  wedded  you ;  the  world  then  did  me  justice 
Upon  the  motive,  and  my  conduct  proved 
Tliey  did  me  right,  while  yours  was  all  to  praise: 
You  had  all  freedom — all  respect — all  trust 
From  me  and  mine ;  and,  bom  of  those  who  made 
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Princn  at  home,  and  sw«pt  kings  Crom  thrir  thrones 
On  foreign  shore*,  in  all  thing*  you  appealed 
Worthy  to  be  our  lint  of  nacive  damet. 

To  what  does  this  conduct^ 

DOGI. 

To  thus  much — that 
A  miscreant's  angry  breath  may  blast  it  all — 
A  villain  whom,  for  his  unbridled  bearing, 
Even  in  the  midst  of  our  great  festival, 
I  caused  to  be  conducted  forth,  and  taught 
How  to  demean  himself  in  ducal  cliambcrs ; 
A  wretch  like  this  may  leave  upon  the  wall 
The  blighting  venom  of  his  swtrlti^ring  heart. 
And  this  shall^spread  itsviriu  grnrral  ]>ui<K>n; 
And  woman's  iunocencc,  man's  Iicmour,  pass 
Into  a  by-word ,  and  llie  doubly  felon 
(Who  lirst  insulted  virgin  mo(ie*>ty 
By  a  (<ross  affront  to  your  alteudaot  (bim^els. 
Amidst  tlie  noblest  of  our  dame*  in  public)  I4 

Requite  himself  for  his  most  just  expulsion. 
By  blackening  publicly  his  sovereign's  contort. 
And  be  absolved  by  his  upright  compeers. 

AMttlOLINA. 

But  he  has  been  condemu'd  into  captivity. 

noGE. 
For  Kuch  as  him  a  dungeon  were  acquittal; 
And  his  brief  term  of  mock-arrest  will  pass 
Within  a  palace.    But  I  've  done  with  him; 
The  rest  must  be  with  you. 

ANCIOLINA. 

With  me,  my  lord? 

DOGI. 

■ 
Yes,  Angioliua.     Do  not  marvel ;  I 

Have  let  this  prey  upon  me 'till  I  feel 

My  life  cannot  be  long;  and^n  mould  liave  you 

Regard  the  injunctioas  you  irfll  find  within 

This  scroll.     {Giving  her  a  pnper) Fear  not ;  they 

are  for  your  advantage  : 

Read  them  hereafter,  at  the  (ikting  hour. 

ANGIOLIMA. 

My  lord,  in  life,  and  after  life,  you  shall 
Ik'  honour'd  still  by  me :  but  may  your  days 
Be  many  yet — and  happier  than  the  presiMit! 
This  passion  mill  give  way,  and  you  will  be 
S«Tenc,  and  what  you  should  be — what  you  were. 

DOGK. 

I  will  be  what  I  should  be,  or  be  nothing; 

But  never  more — oh !  never,  never  more, 

O'er  the  few  day;;  or  honrs  which  yet  await 

Tlte  bli{*litcd  old  age  of  Faliero,  shall 

Sweet  quiet  ^lied  her  suiMMrt !  Never  more 

Those  summer  shadows  rising  from  the  past 

Of  a  not  ill-spent  nor  inglorious  life, 

Mellowing  the  last  hours  as  the  niglit  approaches, 

Sliall  soothe  me  to  my  moment  of  long  rest. 

1  had  but  little  more  to  ask,  or  hope. 

Save  the  Kgud«  due  to  the  blood  and  sweat, 

And  tlie  soul's  Ubonr  through  which  I  had  toil'd 

To  make  my  eoontry  honour'd.    As  her  servant — 

Her  servant,  though  her  chief — I  would  have  gone 

Down  to  my  fathers  wii  h  a  name  serene 

And  pure  as  theirs;  but  this  hms  been  denied  me. — 

Would  I  had  died  at  Zara! 

AMGIOLMA. 

There  you  saved 


Tlie  state;  then  live  to  save  lier  still.     A  day. 
Another  day  like  tlial  would  be  tlic  best 
Reproof  to  them,  and  sole  revenge  for  you. 

ilOGK. 

But  one  such  day  occurs  within  an  age ; 
My  life  is  little  less  than  one,  and  't  ii* 
Enough  for  Fortune  to  have  granted  once, 
Tliat  which  scarce  one  more  favour' d  citizen 
May  min  in  many  states  and  yeant.     But  why 
Thus  sp<>ak  I?  Venii-e  has  forgot  that  day — 
Then  why  should!  remember  it? — Farewell, 
Sw/'ct  Augiohna  I  I  must  to  my  cabinet ; 
There  's  much  for  me  to  do — and  the  hour  hasteov 

AXGIOLINA. 

Remember  what  you  were. 

DOCK. 

It  were  in  vain ; 
Joy's  recollection  is  no  longer  joy. 
While  sorrow's  memory  is  a  sorrow  still. 

ANOIOLIMA. 

At  li'nst.  whate'er  may  urge,  let  me  implore 
That  you  mill  take  some  little  pau^^f  4»f  n-st : 
Your  sleep  for  many  nights  luix  U.^n  sti  turbid. 
That  it  had  been  relief  to  liave  awaked  ynu. 
Had  I  not  ho|>ed  that  nature  would  o'erpnwer 
At  leut^ili  the  thoughts  mliieli  shook  your  !>lumbent 
An  hour  of  n>st  will  i;ive  you  to  your  toiN 
With  fitter  thoughts  and  fre^heu'd  hircngth. 

DOGE. 

I  caoD 
I  must  not,  if  I  could;  for  ne^'er  w.ia 
Such  HMson  to  be  matchful :  yet  a  fi-w — 
Yet  a  few  days  and  dream-|>erturbed  nights. 
And  I  shall  sliunlier  mell— but  wlierc? — no  roattrr. 
Adieu,  my  Angiolina. 

ANGIOUNA. 

l^t  me  be 
An  instant — yet  an  Instant  your  companion; 
I  cannot  bear  to  leave  you  thus. 

I'OGE. 

(^mn  thru. 
My  gentle  child — forj;i\e  me:  tlioii  mi-rt  made 
For  Iwtlrr  fori  ones  than  In  share  in  mine, 
Nom  darkling  in  llu'ir  clo^'  toward  llie  ik-ryt  vale 
Where  DiMtli  sits  robed  in  his  all-sweepiiig  shadow. 
When  I  am  ^one — it  may  be  sooner  tlmn 
K\en  these  years  m;*rrunt.  for  there  is  that  Stirling 
Within — abo\e — artmnd,  lliat  in  this  city 
Will  make  the  cemeteries  populous 
As  e'er  lln-y  were  by  jK'siilencc  or  war, — 
When  I  ani  nolliing,  let  that  mhieh  1  was 
Be  still,  sonietimes  a  name  on  thy  sweet  lips, 
A  shadow  in  thy  fancy,  of  a  thing 
Whirh  would  not  have  thee  ntonrn  it.  but  reiuenibi 
Ijct  Us  begone,  my  cluld — the  time  is  pressiug. 

[Ext 

SCENE  II. 

A  retired  spot  near  tlie  Arsenal. 
haiiiL  Hehtuccio  and  IhiiLiP  Cale>d\eo. 

CVl.ENhAKO. 

How  sped  you,  Israel,  in  y<»ur  late  complaint : 

isHAiii.  UKaricLio. 
Whs,  VI.  II. 
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GA.1JINDAB0. 

Is'r  possible!  will  he  bepaoish'd? 

IStAEL  BIRTUCCIO. 

^  Yes. 

CALBNDAKO. 

Willi  what  ?  a  mulct  or  an  arrest  7 

ISRAKL  BKtTUCCIO. 

With  death!— 

CALBWDABO. 

Now  you  rave,  or  must  intead  revenge, 

Such  as  I  counscU'd  you,  with  your  own  hand. 

ISBABL  BBaTDCCIO. 

Yes ;  and  for  one  sole  draught  of  hate,  forego 

The  great  redress  wc  meditate  for  Venice, 

And  change  a  life  of  hope  for  one  of  exile; 

Leaving  one  scorpion  crush'd,  and  thousands  stinging 

My  friends,  my  family,  my  countrymen ! 

No,  Cnlendaro  ;  these  same  drops  of  blood, 

Shed  shamefully,  shall  have  the  whole  of  his 

For  their  requital — but  not  only  his ; 

We  will  not  strike  for  private  wrongs  alone : 

Such  are  for  selfish  passions  and  rash  men. 

But  are  unworthy  a  tyrannicide. 

CALBFTDABO. 

You  have  more  patience  than  I  care  to  boast. 
Had  1  been  present  when  you  bore  this  insult, 
I  must  have  slain  him,  or  expired  myself 
In  the  vain  effort  to  repress  my  wrath. 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

Thank  Heaven  yoa  wtfre  not — all  had  else  been  marr'd : 
As  't  is,  our  cause  looks  prosperous  still. 

CAI.XNDABO.  ^ 

You  saw 
The  Doge — what  answer  gave  he? 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

That  there  wa< 
No  punishment  for  such  as  Barbaro. 

CALBIIDABO. 

I  told  you  so  before,  and  that 't  was  idle 
To  think  of  justice  from  such  hands. 

ISBABL   BBBTUCCIO. 

At  least. 
It  lull'd  suspicion,  showing  confidence. 
Had  I  N'en  «ilent,  not  a  sbirro  but 
Had  kept  me  in  his  eye,  as  meditating 
A  silent,  solitary,  deep  revenge. 

GALBNDABO. 

But  wherefore  not  address  you  to  the  Council? 
The  Doge  is  a  mere  puppet,  who  oan  scarce 
Obtain  right  for  hinuelf .     Why  speak  to  him  f 

ISBABL  BBBf  UCCIO. 

You  shall  know  that  hereafter. 

CALBNOABO. 

Why  not  now  ? 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

Be  patient  but  till  midnight.    Get  your  musters, 
,  And  bid  your  friends  ^prepare  their  companies : — 
Set  all  in  readiness  to  strike  the  blow, 
Pcrliaps  in  a  few  hours;  we  have  long  waited 
For  a  fit  time — that  hour  is  on  the  dial. 
It  may  be,  of  to-morrow's  sun :  delay 
Beyond  may  breed  us  double  danger.    See 
That  all  be  jpunctual  at  our  place  of  meeting. 
And  ami'd,  excepting  those  of  the  Sixteen, 
Who  will  remahi  among  the  troops  to  wait 
The  signal. 


" 


CALBRDARO. 

These  brave  words  have  breathed  new  life 
Into  my  veins ;  I  am  sick  of  these  protracted 
And  hesitating  councils :  day  on  day 
Crawl'd  on,  and  added  but  another  Knk 
To  our  long  fetters,  and  some  fresher  wrong 
Inflicted  on  our  brethren  or  ourselves, 
Helping  to  swell  our  tyrants'  bloated  strength. 
Let  us  but  deal  upon  them,  and  I  care  not 
For  the  result,  which  must  be  death  or  freedom  ! 
I  'm  weary  to  the  heart  of  finding  neither. 

ISBABL  BCBTUCCIO. 

We  will  be  free  in  life  or  death  !  the  grave 
Is  chainless.     Have  you  all  the  musters  ready  ? 
And  are  the  sixteen  companies  completed 

To  sixty  ? 

CALBRDABO. 

All  save  two,  in  which  there  are 
Twenty-five  wanting  to  make  up  the  number. 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

No  matter ;  we  can  do  without.    Whose  are  they  ? 

CALEIfDABO. 

Bertram's  and  old  Soranzo's,  both  of  whom 
Appear  less  forward  in  the  cause  than  we  are. 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

Your  fiery  nature  makes  yqs  deem  all  those 
Who  arc  not  restless,  cold  :  but  there  exists 
Oft  in  concentred  spirits  not  less  daring 
Than  in  uiore  loud  avengers.     Do  not  doubt  them. 

CALBNOABO. 

I  do  not  doubt  the  elder;  but  in  Bertram 

There  Ls  a  hesitating  softness,  fatal 

To  enterprise  like  ours :  I  've  seen  that  man 

Weep  like  an  infant  o'er  the  misery 

Of  others,  heedless  of  lus  own,  though  greater ; 

And,  in  a  recent  quarrel,  I  beheld  him 

Turu  sick  at  sight  of  blood,  although  a  villain's. 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

The  truly  brave  are  soft  of  heart  and  eyes. 

And  feel  fur  what  their  duty  bids  them  do. 

I  have  knovt  n  Bertram  long ;  there  doth  not  breathe 

A  soul  more  full  of  honour. 

CALE?IDABO. 

It  may  be  so, 
I  apprehend  less  treachery  than  weakness; 
Yet,  as  he  has  no  m'lstress,  and  no  wife 
To  work  upon  his  milkiness'of  spirit. 
He  may  go  through  the  ordeal ;  it  is  well 
He  is  an  orphan,  friendless  save  in  us  : 
A  woman  or  a  child  had  nude  him  less 
Than  either  in  resolve. 

^  ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

Such  ties  are  not 
For  those  who  are  called  to  the  high  deetinies 
Which  purify  corrupted  commnpvealths ; 
Wc  must  forget  all  feeiiogs'satHke  one — 
We  must  resign  all  pasSUns  sa^^ur  ^jporpose — 
We  must  behold  no  object  save  oar  country — 
And  only  look  on  death  as  beautiful. 
So  that  the  sacrifice  ascend  to  heav<m. 
And  draw  down  fireedom  on  her  evermore. 

CALEIfDABO. 

But,  if  we  fail? 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

They  never  fail  who  die 
In  a  great  cause  ;  the  block  may  soak  their  gore : 
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Tlieir  heads  may  sodden  in  die  sun ;  ihcir  limbs 

fie  strung  to  city  gates  and  castle  walls — 

But  still  their  spirii  walks  abroad.    Though  years 

Elapse,  and  others  share  as  dark  a  doom, 

They  but  augment  the  deep  and  sweeping  thoughts 

Which  o  erpower  all  others,  and  conduct 

The  world  at  last  to  freedom.     What  were  we, 

If  Brutus  had  not  lifed  I     He  died  in  giving 

Rome  Uberty,  but  left  a  deathless  lesson — 

A  name  which  is  a  virtue,  and  a  soul 

Which  multiplies  itself  throughout  all  time, 

When  wicked  men  wax  mighty,  and  a  state 

TuruH  servile :  he  and  his  high  friend  were  styled 

«  The  last  of  Romans !»     Let  us  be  the  first 

Of  true  Venetians,  sprung  from  Roman  sires. 

CALENDAKO. 

Our  fathers  did  not  fly  from  Attila 

Into  these  isles,  where  palaces  have  sprung 

On  banks  redeem'd  from  the  rude  ocean's  ooze, 

To  own  a  thousand  despots  in  his  pbce. 

Better  bow  down  before  the  Hun,  and  call 

A  Tartar  lord,  than  these  swoln  silk-worms  masters ! 

The  first  at  least  was  man,  and  used  his  sword 

As  sceptre :  these  unmanly  creeping  things 

Command  our  swords,  and  rule  us  with  a  word 

As  with  a  spelL 

isaAEL  aiBTtrccio. 
It  shall  be  broken  soon. 
You  say  that  all  things  are  in  readiness; 
To-day  I  have  not  been  the  usual  round, 
And  why  thou  knowest ;  but  thy  vigilance 
Will  better  have  supplied  my  care :  these  orders 
In  recent  council  to  redouble  now     . 
Our  efforts  to  repair  the  galleys,  have 
Lent  a  fair  colour  to  the  introduction 
Of  many  of  our  cause  into  the  arsenal. 
As  new  artificers  for  tlieir  equipment. 
Or  fresh  recruits  obtain'd  in  haste  to  man 
The  hoped-for  fleet — Are  all  supplied  with  arms  ? 

CALEIfDAao. 

All  who  were  deem'd  tru&t>worthy :  there  are  some 

Whom  it  were  well  to  keep  in  ignorance 

Till  it  be  time  to  strike,  and  then  supply  them ; 

When  in  the  heat  and  hurry  of  the  hour 

They  have  no  opportunity  to  pause ; 

but  needs  must  on  with  those  who  will  surround  them. 

ISRAEL  BEaTUCOIO. 

You  have  said  well. — Have  you  remarked  all  snehT 

CALINDABO. 

I  've  noted  most :  and  caused  the  other  chiefo 
To  use  like  caution  in  their  companies. 
As  far  as  I  have  seen,  wc  are  enough 
To  make  the  enterprise  secure,  if 't  is 
Commenced  to-morrow;  but  till 't  is  begun. 
Each  hour  u  pregouu  vith  a  thousand  perils. 

Itaj^  BERTUCCIO. 

Let  the  Sixteen  o^t  OTthe  woated  hour, 
Except  Soranso^  Kicolelto  Blondo, 
And  Marco  Giuda,  who  will  keep  their  watch 
Within  tlie  aneoil,  and  hold  all  ready. 
Expectant  of  the  signal  we  will  fix  on. 

CALENDAMO. 

We  will  not  fail. 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

Let  all  the  rest  be  there  : 
I  have  a  stranger  to  present  to  them. 


CALKJIDABO. 

A  stranger !  doth  he  know  the  secrec  ? 

ISRAEL  RBRTCCCIO. 


Y«. 


CALBNDARO. 

And  have  you  dared  to  peril  your  friends*  Iivf>« 
On  a  rash  confidence  in  one  we  knov  not  ? 

ISBAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

I  have  risk'd  uo  man's  life  except  my  own — 
Of  that  be  certain  :  he  is  one  who  may 
Make  our  assurance  doubly  sure,  according 
His  aid :  and,  if  reluctant,  he  no  less 
Is  in  our  power :  he  comes  alone  with  me. 
And  cannot  'scape  us ;  but  he  will  not  swerve. 

CALENOARO. 

I  cannot  judge  of  this  until  I  know  him  : 
Is  he  one  of  our  order  ? 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

I  Ay,  in  spirit. 

Although  a  child,  of  greatness ;  he  is  one 

Who  would  become  a  throne,  or  overthrow  one — 

One  who  has  done  great  deeds,  and  seen  great  chaofes; 

No  tyrant,  though  bred  up  to  tyranny ; 

Valiant  in  war,  and  sage  in  council ;  noble 

In  nature,  although  haughty ;  quick,  yet  wary : 

Yet,  for  all  this,  so  full  of  certain  passions. 

That  if  once  stirr'd  and  baffled,  as  be  has  been 

Upon  the  tenderest  points,  there  is  no  Fury 

In  Grecian  story  like  to  that  whioh 'wrings 

His  vitals  with  her  burning  hands,  till  he 

Grows  capable  of  all  things  for  revenge  ; 

And  add  too,  that  his  mind  in  liberal ; 

He  sees  and  feels  the  people  are  oppress'd. 

And  shares  thrir  sufferings.     Take  him  nil  in  all. 

We  have  need  of  such,  and  such  have  need  of  us. 

CALBNDARO. 

And  what  part  would  you  kave  him  take  with  us  ? 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

It  may  be,  that  of  chief. 

CALRffDARO. 

What !  and  resign 
Your  own  command  as  leader? 

ISRAEL  BERTUCCIO. 

Even  so. 
My  object  is  to  make  your  cause  end  well. 
And  not  to  push  myself  to  power.     Experience, 
Some  skill,  and  your  own  choice,  had  mark'd  nie  out 
To  act  in  trust  as  y«nr  commander,  till 
Some  worthier  should  appear :  if  I  have  found  anch 
As  you  yourselves  shall  own  more  worthy,  think  won 
That  I  would  hesitate  from  selfishness, 
And,  covetous  of  brief  authority, 
Stake  our  deep  interest  on  my  single  thoughts. 
Rather  than  yield  to  one  above  me  in 
All  loading  qunlitirsT     No,  Calendaro, 
Know  your  friend  better;  but  yoy  all  ^nhall  judge. — 
Away !  and  lot  us  meet  at  the  fix'd  hour. 
Be  vigilant,  and  all  will  yet  go  well. 

CALENDARO. 

Worthy  Rerturcio,  I  have  knovt  n  you  ever 
Trusty  and  bmvo,  with  head  and  hrart  to  plan 
Vhat  I  have  still  been  prompt  to  execute.; 
For  my  own  part  I  seek  no  other  chief ; 
W'liat  the  rest  will  decide  I  know  not,  but 
I  am  with  you,  as  I  have  ever  been, 
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SCEJIE  T 
OaSpacibtliMimtlla  Can»laiutOir  Clurrhnf   I 
-J   GokJiiIa    <■><  >'•■   Ikt   Ctmal  at 


I" 


\e  Uaat  flbine,  rf/ig 


ih  iBo.—t  »m  pivad  iitd  ptatcd  lo  •« 

Dfidcni  ibcnty.     Your  daiiliU 

IT  [b*i  muLiiig.  ihon.  iirt  mil  AUpdXd } 

Nni  10— bui  1  Ittn  H(  nr  Mili  kefl 


OF  ini<l-iiiicl  bul  awful  lugury 
I   OFlliHI  whitli  wlUbcU  llum.     Yea.  proudriiy' 
:    riwu  muM  lie  clmurd  of  ihr  black  tilooil  aliichi 


To  tyllabk  bbck  dcnti  iam  (naDib  bubo, 
Tbougb  I  be  vrau^  un  la  eonunil  litem.    Whe 
I  iMard  yos  l>ia|il  yMii  u»iircLpi.  aad  forlwn 
Til  Imvr  yau  ringl'd  lo  pnwB,  I  bccuiw 
Your  uuUluH  ureomplici:  now  jm  «•}• 
'I  II  Ml  pleus  yno,  Ae  u  (uD*h  by  DK 

iiraniic  nardi,  my  locd,  inil  Hunt  nnnwriledi 


llniU  II  lcue>>i  >'  xoMF  mi  in  my  iJumbcn, 

Aiul  t  an  uiniB],iiid  muiii  waUi  niy 

Th(  nlira'-ipou  in  lh«b«liBg  wii*e.     TiiUriuc! 


To  ulk  of  HI.— Bat  in  lfa>  polnl.— If  iliii 

Allcmpi  autcMuli,  lad  Venice,  irmlMi)  frt 
id  tlnuridiing,  «hm  •«  m*  in  our  Ktoi*' 

nd  BikH  bcr  chiUnu  ■illi  ihcir  Ullk  bi 
nw  lldircn  o'«  tbiir  ilHIvmn  iskB,  ll 


Wbcn  vlwl  it  no*  I  handful  thook  thr  nntt— 
rutr  of  llw  uutbtr'tuDU  sIid  |iunl  uur  baiw! 
V.bli  nbm  i»o  DofH  n*— my  'im '.  »bi>  JW-l 

'   Wiih  ■  luDf{  race  of  oibcT  lineal  fbiab         ^^ 
And  Mgn.  vhiw  cn-ai  bbaiin,  wouudt.  a^PaU 
I  batr  inltniicd,— li-t  ibe  (n<a  ffnpr. 

'    Aiid  pnur  Ibtpi  Enrni  iby  poruU  la  (jau  ail  nu !  ^ 

I  rail  Ihiroi  up.  and  itwiniod  ll'«  lo  vilnna 
[   Wbil  ir  h.iili  been  ubich  put  oit  lo  ihii  u.k— 
'   Thni  piirf  hiEblilood,  ihrirbktoo-rollaf  gbiria, 
:   Thni  mighly  nanUTJi>liaBaur*d*ll  IH  U1C. 
;    Hal  if  nut.  but  by  iIk  uagniefiil  nabi» 

JuA  chiefly  llioH,  Otdcbfo  iba  bcavi. 

Wba  pcrlib'd  ill  ibn  Ecld  vbcn  I  liuce  coiHiuar'd. 

ballliiig  11  Un.  did  Ihe  bccalomhi 

'If  lliiw  aud  Vniist'  fait.  Iherr  ufFerd  up 
'  By  iht  itemwlanl,  mrnt  tocb  acquiltance' 
'  Spiriu '.  NDile  dovD  Upon  me,  for  aiy  uutf 
'    ky(.uni,io  all  lifeuon  cunbeof  youri— 

And  in  tb<  fulwc  furiunriaf  our  ncc  ! 
Lnniehul  pmiwc,  and  I  laakFlbit  r>iy 


If  n  •houbl  hil,  cmplByiiig  bloody  Biniio 
'   ccnl  plol.  allbaugliloa  gDndcnd. 


HI  houn  afl"!  »'>J  "0"  ■'■y  I" 


ac  may  be  abierved  ill  ling 
are  abKTTid,  and  Ui'  1> 


Ouly  >  uU  •n*^'^*  "* 
Bexridiog  a  proud  otii.  in  llMim  li| 
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DOOI. 

Bat  there  are  in  death. 
I  tell  thee,  man,  there  is  a  tpirit  in 
Such  things  that  ^ta  andlees,  unseen,  though  felt ; 
And,  if  there  be  a  spell  to  stir  the  dead, 
T  is  in  such  deeds  as  we  are  now  upon. 
Deem'st  thou  the  souls  of  such  a  race  as  mine 
Can  rest,  when  he,  their  last  descendant  chief. 
Stands  plottmg  on  the  brink  of  their  pure  graves 
With  stung  plebeians  ? 

ISaAKL  BBRTUCCIO. 

It  had  been  as  well 
To  liave  pondcr'd  this  before, — ere  you  embark'd 
In  our  great  enterprise. — Do  you  repent? 

DOOK. 

Mo— but  lyeel,  and  shall  do  to  the  last. 

I  cannot  quench  a  glorious  life  at  once. 

Nor  dwindle  to  the  thing  I  now  must  be, 

And  take  men's  lives  by  stealth,  without  some  pause : 

^  Yet  doubt  me  not ;  it  is  this  very  feeling. 
And  knowing  what  has  wrung  me  to  be  thus. 
Which  is  your  best  security.     There 's  not 
A  roused  mechanic  in  your  busy  plot 
So  wrong'd  as  I,  so  fallen,  so  loudly  call'd 
To  his  redress :  the  very  means  I  am  forced 
By  these  fell  tyrants  to  adopt  is  such. 
That  I  abhor  them'  doubly  for  the  deeds 

I  Which  I  must  do  to  pay  them  back  for  theirs. 

ISRABL  BKaruccio. 
Let  us  away !— hark! the  hour  strikes. 

OOGB. 

On— on— 
It  is  our  knell,  or  that  of  Venice. — On. — 

ISRAEL  BBRTUCCIO. 

Say,  rather,  't  is  her  freedom's  rising  peal 

Of  triumph — This  way — we  are  near  the  place. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE   II. 
TIte  House  where  the  Conspirators  meet. 

Dagolino,  Dobo,  Bbbtram,  Fboblb  Tbkvisano,  CaLBN' 
OABo,  Antonio  dbllb  Bknde,  etc.,  etc. 

calbnoabo  (entering). 
Are  all  here  ? 

dagolino. 
All  with  yon:  except  the  three 
On  duty,  and  our  leader  Israel, 
Who  is  expected  momently. 

CALBN da BO. 

Where  s  Bertram  ? 

BBBTBAM. 

Here! 

CALXNDAB*. 

Have  you  not  been  able  to  complete 
The  number  wanting  i%your  company  ? 

BBBTBAM. 

I  had  mark'd  out  tome :  but  I  have  not  dared 
To  trust  them  with  the  secret,  till  assured 
That  they  were  irorthy  faith. 

CALKNDABO. 

There  is  no  need 
Of  trusting  to  their  faith :  who,  save  ourselves 
And  our  more  chosen  comrades,  is  aware 
Fully  of  our  intent  ?  they  think  themselves  ' 
Engaged  in  secret  to  the  Signory, 


To  puniah  some  more  dissdiate  yoan^  noMea 

Who  have  defied  the  law  in  their  exceseea; 

Bot  once  drawn  up,  and  their  new  frwordt  well  fleak'd 

In  the  rank  hearts  of  the  more  odious  teoaton. 

They  will  not  hesitate  to  follow  up 

Their  blow  upon  the  others,  when  they  lee 

The  example  of  their  chiefs  ;  and  I  for  one 

Will  set  them  such,  that  they  for  very  shame 

And  safety  will  not  pause  till  all  have  perish'd. 

BBBTBAM. 

How  say  yon?  all? 

CALBN DABO. 

Whom  wouldst  thoa  spare  ? 

BBBTBAM. 

I  ^^are 

I  have  no  power  to  spare.    I  only^aestion'd. 
Thinking  that  even  amongst  these  wicked  men 
There  might  be  some,  whose  age  and  qualities 
Blight  mark  them  out  for  pity. 

CALBNDABO. 

Yes,  such  pity 
As  when  the  viper  hath  been  cut  to^Meces, 
The  separate  fragments  quivering  in  the  sun 
lu  the  last  energy  of  venomous  life. 
Deserve  and  have.    Why,  I  should  tlunk  as  soon 
Of  pitying  some  particular  fang  which  made 
One  in  the  jaw  of  the  swoln  serpent,  as 
Of  saving  one  of  these :  they  form  bat  links 
Of  one  long  chain— one  mass,  one  breath,  one  body; 
They  eat,  and  drink,  and  live,  and  breed  together, 
Revel  and  lie,  oppress,  and  kill  in  concert, — 
So  let  them  die  as  one  ! 

DAGOLINO. 

Should  one  survive. 
He  would  be  dangerous  as  the  whole  :  it  is  not 
Their  number,  be  it  tens  or  thousands,  bat 
The  spirjl  of  this  aristocracy  • 
Which  must  be  rooted  out  ;.^nd  if  there  were 
A  single  shoot  of  the  old  tree  in  life, 
T  would  fasten  in  the  soil  and  spring  again 
To  glooav  verdure  and  to  bitter  fruit. 
BertramPve  must  be  firm  ! 

CALBNDABO. 

Look  to  it  well, 
Bertram  ;  I  have  an  eye  upon  thee. 

BBBTBAM. 

Who 

Distrusts  me  ? 

CALBNDABO. 

Not  I ;  for  if  I  did  so, 
Tliou  wouldst  not  now  be  there  to  talk  of  trust : 
It  is  thy  softness,  not  tliy  want  of  feith. 
Which  makes  thee  to  be  doubted. 

DERTRAM. 

You  shotild  know, 
Who  hear  mc,  who  and  what  I  am ;  a  man 
Roused  like  yourselves  to  overthrow  oppression ; 
A  kind  man,  I  am  apt  to  think,  as  some 
Of  you  have  found  me;  and  if  brave  or  no. 
You,  Calendaro,  can  pronounce,  who  have  seen  me 
Put  to  the  proof;  or,  if  you  should  have  doubts, 
I  '11  clear  them  on  your  person. 

f  CALB.fDABO. 

You  are  wSeome, 
When  once  our  enterprise  is  o'er,  which  must  not 
Be  interru[>ted  by  a  private  brawl. 


I  I 


MA111.no   i-'ALlERO, 


irawler;  bul  rail  brat  m^lf 
r»  me;  cbr  »by  1««  I  b«n  tili 


Vfl  Inrni)  la  ihidk  o(  indkiriDiiiiBto  munlcr 
Wiilinul  tome  KOH  of  ibuUenDK;  nud  Ihcdght  • 
Of  bluod  «tiH:Ji  (poD»  thn>a|;h  hoary  walpt  ia  doe 
Td  Die  «  Ihing  nf  trinrnph.  dot  Itu  dsilli 

Of  inra  aurpritfd  a  ifJory.     Well EoD  iTfU 

I  knoii  Ihal  ve  miul  do  web  thinp  on  Ifaiw 

If  Uwre  werv  Hmc  of  tboae  who  couM  b«  uvett 
Frov  out  tbiBurHpioff  fatr,  For  dutuivd  taXts 

I  bid  b«ii  glad ;  and  oh  do  auu  in  Ihii 


Calm  IhH,  Brrtni 


lililL  BiaTEcciD  anil  Me  Doen,  diiguiwd. 


lo  broUicrbood.  ■>  I  haie  made  ll  knovD 
Thai  ihflu  wouldil  add^  broEhf  r  lo  our  rai 
Appnifni  by  IbH,  aod  Ihu4  apprated  by  al 


SmnEH-,  iirp  fonhl'V 

[Tti  Doea  diittitiBn  Uaii 

To  aniu!^n  an  bflray'd— it  i>  ibe  Tkift'. 
IViKii  lilb  ihiMn  bo4h!  our  milorooi  caplilD,  and 
Hic  lyniil  he  lialh  lold  m  to.  ^ 


Ac/lMccia-— ^Wlial!  4re  you  apphird  lo  tee 
A  kiue,  uniptard«l,  weapool«(  aid  man 

Lri  tbem  adianre  and  ilrika  al  Ibrir  own  boianu, 

UniiralifiiJ  uikidei!  foaan  our  Una 

DvpcEKl  ihrir  awn.  iheit  fonudea,  and  |heir  hopea. 


Tlie  ridetl  boni  of  Fenr,  which  nuJui  yov  br 

Agaiiui  Ibii  •ttwry  ivntrj  limd! 

6ec  the  bold  ducfa,  wbo  would  ntana  a  *IMU 


mighly  bearu  jva  tpohe  of  ^  look  Bpoii  r 


Fiiih '  be  liaih  •banvd  lu 


To  furiber  iber  dengn  wai  ne'ar  obiUHl. 

Tbey  mighl  be  ceraiu  lliat  wkoe'er  aaa  bronghl 

By  me  into  iliii  eouneil.  bad  barn  led 

To  lake  hit  chaiei — ai  broiUn,  oral  tieiim. 


Hy  lord,  we  wouU  bate  ptriib'd  here  lof^her. 
Had  llmr  rub  men  pracrednl!  bvl,  behold. 

And  droop  iheir  beadai  belieie  me.  (bey  ace  hi 


Ainne  ofynuhalbuid,  anald,  uaarm'd, 

Robed  in  ofHclal  purple,  dralin);  oul 

Nor  youri,  bul  □(  our  mailFri— Ibe  palriciaia. 
Why  I  *a<  ibrre  you  know,  or  think  you  kaow: 
Why  I  am  *«rr  he  who  haih  beea  iiKut  wronu'd. 


And  ludge  oF  >l  hr  diCftmntly  from  iIiom 
Wba  ule  ipjudgracHt  id  heap  iconi  on  acorn. 

Here  ai  iny  hcari,  ibe  ouUaie— bul  my  worJa, 
Already  ipenl  in  unaTailiag  plaiuli, 
Would  only  ihow  my  fecbleiKB  Ibe  man, 
And  I  come  here  lo  tlrenglbrn  ami  ihe  aniug. 
And  urge  them  on  la  daidi.  and  not  lo  war 

Our  prinle  wronga  haie  tprunn  from  plMc  »ii*i 
Id  Ibit— [  caoaol  call  it  commonwealth 
Nor  kinndom,  whieh  halh  aeiiher  prince  nor  people. 
^  all  ilie  >int  of  the  old  ^rUB  >UIe 

The  lordt  of  LacedemoD  were  true  Mldien, 
Bul  iiun  are  Sybariln.  white  we  are  Helolf. 
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Although  dreitMt  to  head  a  pogfant,  as 

TliR  Greeks  of  ^re  oiade  drank  their  slaves  to  form 

A  pastime  for  their  cl^dren.     You  are  met 

To  overthrow  this  joumker  of  a  state, 

This  mockery  of  a  government,  tliis  spectre. 

Which  must  he  exorcised  with  blood,  and  then 

We  will  renew  the  times  of  troth  and  justice, 

Condensing  in  a  fair  free  commonwealth 

Not  rash  equality,  hut  e<}iial  rights, 

Proportion'd  like  tfa«  columns  to  the  tem|Jc, 

Giving  and  taking  strength  reciprocal. 

And  making  firm  tlie  whole  with  grace  and  heauty, 

So  that  no  part  could  be  removed  without 

Infringement  of  thr  g«rneral  symmetry. 

In  operating  this  great  change,  I  claim 

To  he  one  of  you — if  you  trust  iu  me ; 

If  not,  strike  homo, — my  life  is  compromised. 

And  I  would  rather  fall  by  freemen'»  liands 

Than  live  anotlier  day  to  act  the  tyrant 

As  delegate  of  tyrants:  such  I  am  not. 

And  never  have  been — read  it  in  our  annals : 

I  can  ap|>eal  to  my  past  government 

In  many  lands  and  cities;  they  can  tell  you 

If  I  were  an  oppressor,  or  a  man 

Feeling  and  thinking  for  my  fellow  men. 

IJaply  had  I  been  what  the  senate  sought, 

A  thing  of  robes  and  trinkets,  dizen'd  out 

To  sit  in  state  as  for  a  sovereign's  picture: 

A  popular  scourge,  a  ready  sentence-signer, 

A  stickler  for  the  Senate  and  « the  Forty,* 

A  sceptic  of  all  measures  which  had  not 

The  sanction  of  «  Tlie  Ten,»  a  council  fawner, 

A  tool,  a  fool,  a  puppet, — they  had  ne'er 

Fostcr'd  the  wretch  who  sttmg  mc.     What  I  suffer 

Has  reach'd  me  through  my  pity  for  tlic  people ; 

That  m.iuy  know,  and  they  who  know  not  yet 

Will  one  day  learn:  meantime,  I  do  devote, 

Whate'er  the  issue,  my  last  days  of  life — 

My  present  power,  such  as  it  is,  not  that 

Of  I)ogr,  but  of  a  man  «ho  has  been  great 

Before  he  was  degraded  to  a  Doge, 

And  still  has  individual  means  and  mind ; 

I  stake  my  fame  (and  I  liad  fame) — my  breath 

(Tlie  least  of  all,  for  its  last  hours  are  nigh) — 

My  heart — my  hope — my  soul — upon  this  cast ! 

Such  as  I  am,  I  offer  me  to  you 

And  to  your  chiefs,  accept  me  or  reject  me, 

A  prince  who  fain  would  be  a  citizen 

Or  nothing,  and  w4io  has  left  his  throne  to  be  so. 

CiLKNOABO. 

Long  li\c  FaUerol — Venice  sliall  be  free! 

cojisPiaAToas. 
Long  live  Faliero ! 

ISaASL  BKITUCCIO. 

Comrades!  did  I  well? 
Is  not  this  man  a  host  in  such  a  cause  ? 

I>OGI. 

This  is  no  time  fior  eulogies,  nor  place 

For  ezultatioa,    Am  I  one  of  you  T  , 

CALENDAHO. 

Ay,  and  tlie  6nt  amongst  u^  as  thou  hast  been 
Of  Venice — be  our  general  and  cliief. 

DOAB.  1 

Chief  I — General!— I  was  general  at  Zara, 

And  chief  in  Rhodes  and  Cyprus,  prince  in  Venice; 

I  canuot  stoop that  is,  1  am  not  ht 


To  lead  a  band  of patriots:  wrheu  I  lay 

Aside  thr  dignities  which  I  liave  borne, 
T  is  not  to  put  on  others,  but  to  be 
Mate  to  my  fellows — but  now  to  tise  point : 
Israel  has  stated  to  me  your  whole  piui — 
Tis  bold,  but  feasible  if  I  assist  it. 
And  must  be  set  in  motion  instantly. 

CALK  a  DA  ao. 
E'en  when  thou  wilt — is  it  not  so,  my  frirndt*? 
I  liav(*  disj>osed  all  for  a  sudden  blow  ; 
When  shall  it  be  then  ? 

IKIOB. 

At  sunrise. 


BRBTaAM. 


nOGK. 


So  soon' 


So  soon ! — so  late^each  4iour  acctunnlale« 

Peril  on  peril,  and  the  more  so  nowr 

Since  I  have  mingled  with  you;  know  you  not 

The  Council,  aad  a  The  Ten!»  the  spies,  the  ryo 

Of  the  patricians  dubious  of  their  slaves, 

A  nd  now  more  dubious  of  t  he  prisce  t  hey  bmre  made  cm 

I  tell  you  you  must  strike,  and  suddenly, 

FuN  to  the  hydra's  heart— its  beads  will  follow. 

C^LBRDAaO. 

With  all  my  soul  and  sword  I  yield  assent ; 
Our  companies  arc  ready,  sixty  each. 
And  all  now  under  arms  by  Israel's  order; 
Each  at  their  different  place  of  rendezvous. 
And  vigilant,  czp<'Ctant  of  some  blow; 
I<et  each  repair  for  action  to  his  post ! 
And  now,  my  lord,  the  signal? 

DOGE. 

When  you  hear 
The  great  bell  of  Saint  Mark's,  which  nuiy  not  be 
Struck  without  special  order  oC  the  Doge 
(The  kist  poor  privilege  they  leave  their  prince\ 
March  on  Saint  Mark's ! 

ISRAKL  BERTUCCIO. 

And  there  ? 

IIOGI. 

By  different  rout 
I<et  your  march  be  directed,  every  sixty 
Entering  a  i>eparate  avenue,  and  still 
Tpon  the  way  let  your  cry  be  of  war 
And  of  the  Onorsc  Meet,  by  the  first  dawu 
Discernffbcforc  the  port;  form  round  the  palace. 
Within  whose  court  will  be  drawn  out  iu  arms 
My  nephew  and  the  clients  of  our  house. 
Many  and  martial ;  while  the  l>ell  tolls  ou. 
Shout  ye,  «*  Saint  Mark ! — the  foe  is  on  our  waters  V 

CAUk.^DARO. 

I  see  it  now — hut  on,  my  noble  lord. 

DOGE. 

All  the  patricians  (locking  to  the  Council 
(Which  they  dare  not  refuse,  at  the  dread  si|;iial 
IValing  from  out  their  patron  saint's  proud  to^er), 
Will  tlien  be  gathiT'd  in  unto  the  harvest. 
And  wn  will  reap  thrni  with  the  sword  for  ^ickli*. 
If  some  few  should  be  tardy  or  absent  thoni, 
T  will  be  but  to  be  taken  faint  and  single, 
WMicn  the  majority  are  put  to  rest. 

CALE.1DA10. 

Would  that  the  hour  were  come :  ^e  will  not  .«w:otch. 

But  kill. 


MARIKO  FALIERO. 
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BBITBAM. 

Onc'o  more,  sir,  uritli  yonr  panlom,  1 
iio^  n'|M*nt  the  question  which  I  a^k'd 
hcrtuceio  added  to  our  cau%t 
i-at  ally  vrm  renders  it  more  sure, 
crcfore  safer,  uud  as  xucli  admits 
lawn  of  merry  to  a  portion  of 
-iim% — must  all  )>eri»|i  in  tliix  slaughter? 

C\I.K^nARO. 

n  encouter  me  and  mine,  be  iiure, 
*rry  they  have  Hhown,  I  show. 

COMSPIBATORS. 

All!  all! 
a  lime  lo  talk  of  pity?  when 
ir\  ecr  shown,  or  felt,  or  feijjn'd  it? 

ISBABL  BBtTl'CCIO. 

Bertram^ 
Ise  conipaMion  is  a  folly,  and 
re  to  thy  comrades  and  thy  cause  ! 
inu  not  !«ee,  that  if  we  sin^jle  out 
'or  escajM*.  they  lire  but  to  avenge 
Hen?  and  how  diHtintjuish  now  the  innocent 
>iu  the  (Tuilty  I  all  their  acts  are  one — 
le  emanation  from  one  bodvt 
er  knit  for  our  oppression !  T  is 
iliat  we  let  their  rhildren  live;  I  doubt 
if  these  even  should  be  set  apart : 
niter  may  resi-rve  some  single  cub 
i>ui  the  tigers  litter,  but  who  e'er 
I  Hi-ek  to  save  the  spotted  sire  or  dam, 
lo  |M*rish  by  their  fangs  ?  However, 
ihide  by  Doge  Faliero's  counsel : 
:n  decide  if  any  should  be  saved.  - 

DOCK. 

e  not — tempt  me  not  with  such  a  question — 
•  voiirM-Ut-s. 

ISIABL  BKRTUCCIO. 

Ton  know  their  private  virtues 
tter  than  we  can,  to  whom  alone 
piil>lir  vires,  and  most  foul  oppression, 
nado  thrm  deadly ;  if  there  be  amongst  them 
Ihi  deserves  to  be  repeal'd,  pronounce. 

noGK. 
OS  father  was  my  friend,  and  Lando 
,1  by  my  side,  and  Marc  t>>rnaro  shared 
nocse  ('iul)a<.sy ;  I  s:ived  the  life 
iii<>ro — shall  I  sn\c  it  twice? 
1  (hat  I  i-oiild  sjivr  them  and  Venice  also ! 
rM-  men,  or  their  fathers,  were  my  friends 
ii'v  iM'ciine  my  subjects;  then  fell  from  me 
(hIesN  lea\i>s  drop  from  the  o'erblown  flower, 
'ft  mr  a  lone  blighted  thorny  stalk, 
.1,  ill  it%  solitude,  can  shelter  nothing; 
tlirv  let  ine  wither,  let  them  perikh ! 

CAl.EMDARO. 

cannot  coexist  with  Venice'  freedom  ! 

OOflB. 

i<ni{;h  you  know  and  feel  our  mutual  mass 
iiiy  wrongs,  eten  ye  are  ignorant 
fatal  poison  to  the  springs  of  life, 
iman  ties,  and  all  that 's  gocMl  and  dear, 
»  in  thf  prc'^ent  institutes  of  Venire. 
r<i'  iiuMi  wcrr  inv  friends;  I  lovetl  them,  tliey 
iii'.i  liononnblv  my  regards; 
■r\rd  and  fought;  we  smiled  and  wept  in  concert 
pvrU'd  or  we  sorrow'd  side  by  side  ; 


We  made  alliances  of  blood  and  man  life; 

We  grew  in  years  and  honours  fairly,  till 

Their  own  desire,  not  my  amb|||pOf  made 

Them  rhuse  me  for  their  prince,  and  then  farewell! 

Farewell  all  sfteial  memory!  all  thoughts 

In  romnion !  and  sweet   bonds  which  link  old  friend 

shi)>s. 
When  the  survivors  of  long  years  and  actions. 
Which  now  belong  to  history,  soothe  the  days 
Which  yet  remain  by  treasuring  each  other. 
And  never  meet,  but  e<icli  beholds  the  mirror 
<  >f  half  a  century  on  his  brothers  brow. 
And  sees  a  hundred  beings,  now  in  earth, 
Flit  round  them,  whispering  of  the  days  gone  Ifj, 
.\iid  seeming  not  all  dead,  as  long  as  two 
( )f  the  brave,  joyous,  reckless,  glorious  band. 
Which  once  were  one  and  mafly,  still  retain 
A  breath  to  sigh  for  them,  a  tongue  to  speak 

Of  deeds  that  else  were  silent,  save  on  marble 

(Hme!  Oime! — and  miikt  I  do  this  deed? 

ISl  VBL  BRRTUCCIO. 

My  lord,  you  are  much  moveH :  it  is  not  now 
That  such  things  must  be  dwelt  upon. 

DOOB. 

Vour  patience 
A  moment — I  recede  not:  mark  with  me 
The  gloomy  vires  of  this  government. 
From  the  hour  that  made  me  Doge,  the  Doge  tibt  made 

mc — 
Farewell  the  past !  I  died  to  all  that  had  been, 
<>r  rather  they  to  me:  no  friends,  no  kindoes% 
.No  privacy  of  life — all  were  cut  off: 
They  came  not  near  me,  such  approach  gave  umbrage; 
They  could  not  love  me,  such  was  not  the  law ; 
They  thwarted  me,  'twas  the  state's  policy; 
They  baffled  me,  *t  was  a  patrician's  duty ; 
They  wrong'd  me,  for  such  was  to  right  tlie  state ; 
They  could  not  right  me,  tluit  would  give  suspicion  : 
So  that  I  was  a  slave  to  my  own  subjects; 
So  that  I  was  a  foe  to  my  own  friends  j 
Hegirt  with  spies  for  guards — with  robes  for  power— 
With  pomp  for  free«lom — gaolers  for  a  council — 
Inquisitor*  for  friends — and  hell  for  life! 
I  had  one  only  fount  of  quiet  left, 
And  that  they  {>oison'd !  My  pure  household  gods 
Were  shiver'd  on  my  hearth,  and  o'er  their  shrioe 
Sate  griuning  ribaldry  and  sneering  scorn. 

IIBiBL  BEBTl'CCIO. 

You  have  been  deeply  wrong'd,  and  now  shall  be 
Nobly  avenged  before  another  night. 

DOGE. 

I  had  borne  all — it  hurt  me,  but  I  bora  it — 
Till  this  lastt  running  over  of  the  cup 
t>f  bitterness — until  this  last  loud  insult. 
Not  only  unredress'd,  but  sanction'd ;  then 
And  thus,  I  cast  all  further  feeliags  from  me — 
The fecHngs  which  they  cru^hd  for  mm,  long,  long 
Uefore,  even  in  their  oath  of  false  allifimet! 
Even  in  that  vrry  hour  and  vowr,  thryalgaid 
Tlieir  friend,  and  made  a  sovrrrign,  as  boya  make 
Playthings,  to  do  their  pleasure  and  be  broken! 
I  Jwm  that  hour  have  seen  but  senators 
Tn  dark  suspicions  conflict  vith  the  Doge, 
brooding  with  him  in  mutual  liate  and  fear; 
They  dreading  he  should  snatch  the  tyr.mny 
From  out  their  gnKp,  and  he  aldiorring  tyitints. 
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I 
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To  me,  then,  date  OMn  have  no  private  life, 
Nor  claim  to  tiet  they  have  cut  off  from  others; 
As  senators  for  arbitriff  acu 
Ameuablef  I  look  on  them — as  such 
Let  them  be  dealt  upon. 

CALSN04BO.  * 

And  now  to  action ! 
Hence,  brethren,  to  our  posts,  and  may  this  be 
Tlie  last  ni|^t  of  mere  words:  I'd  h'm  be  doing! 
Saint  Harks  great  bell  at  dawn  shall  find  me  wakeful ! 

ISaABL  BIBTCCCIO. 

Disperse  then  to  your  posts;  be  firm  and  vigilant; 
Think  on  the  wrongs  we  bear,  the  rights  wc  claim. 
This  daj  and  night  shall  be  the  last  of  peril ! 
Watch  for  the  signal,  and  then  march :  I  go 
To  join  my  band ;  let  each  be  prompt  to  marshal 
His  separate  charge :  the  Doge  will  now  return 
To  the  palace  to  prepare  all  for  the  blow. 
We  part  to  meet  in  freedom  and  in  glory ! 

CALBNDAl*. 

Doge,  when  I  greet  you  next,  my  homage  to  you 
Sliall  be  the  head  of  Steno  on  this  sword  I 

DOGB. 

No ;  let  him  be  reserved  unto  the  last, 

Nor  turn  aside  to  strike  at  such  a  prey. 

Till  nobler  game  is  quarried :  his  offcuce 

Was  a  mere  ebullition  of  the  vice, 

Tlie  general  corruption  generated 

Ry  the  foul  aristocracy ;  he  could  not — 

He  dared  not  in  more  honourable  days 

Have  risk'd  it !  I  have  merg«^  all  private  wrath 

Against  him,  in  the  thought  of  our  great  purpose. 

A  slave  insults  me — I  require  his  punishment 

From  his  proud  master's  hands ;  if  he  refuse  it, 

The  offence  grows  his,  and  let  him  answer  it. 

CALBNDABO. 

Yet,  as  the  immediate  cause  of  the  alliance 
Which  consecrates  our  undertaking  more, 
I  owe  him  such  deep  gratitude,  that  fain 
I  would  repay  him  as  he  merits;  may  1 7 

DO«I. 

Tou  would  but  lop  the  hand,  and  I  the  head ; 

Ton  would  but  smite  the  scholar,  I  the  master; 

You  wofild  but  punish  Steno,  \  the  senate. 

I  cannot  pause  on  individual  liate, 

In  the  absorbing,  sweeping,  wbolt  revenge, 

Which,  like  the  sheeted  fire  froB  heaven,  nittst  blast 

Without  distinction,  as  it  fell  of  yore, 

Where  the  Dead  Sea  Iiath  qufnch'd  two  cities'  ashes. 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

Away,  then,  to  your  posts!  I  but  remain 
A  moment  to  accompany  the  Doge 
To  our  late  place  of  trust,  to  see  no  spies 
Have  been  upon  the  scout,  and  thence  I  Imsten 
To  where  my  allotted  band  is  under  arms. 

GALBNDABO. 

Farewell,  dvii,  WttSk  dawn. 

WUBL  BBBTDCCIO. 

>  ■ '  Success  go  witli  you ! 

CONSPIBATOBS. 

We  will  not  fail^away!  My  lord,  farewell! 

[The  Conspirators  salute  tlu  Doob  and  Isbabl  ^h- 

Tuccio,  and  retire^  headed  by  Philip  Calbnoabo. 

The  DoGB  and  Isbabl  Rbbti;cgio  remain. 


ISIABL  BimTUCClO. 

We  have  them  in  the  toil—it  cannot  fail ! 
Now  thou  'rt  indeed  a  sovereign,  and  wilt  make 
A  name  immortal  greater  than  the  apatct : 
Free  citixens  have  struck  at  king*  eff^Mnr ; 
Caesars  have  fallen,  and  even  patrician  hands 
Havt  cnuh'd  dictators,  as  the  popular  ateel 
Has  reach'd  patricians:  bnt  until  this  hoar. 
What  prince  has  plotted  for  his  people's  freedon? 
Or  risk'd  a  life  to  liberate  hi*  salijectsT 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  they  conspire 
Against  the  people,  to  abuse  their  hands 
To  chains,  but  laid  aside  to  carry  weapons 
Ag.iinsi  the  fellow  nations,  so  that  yoke 
On  yoke,  and  slavery  and  death  may  whet. 
Not  ijlut^  the  never-gorged  Leviathan ! 
Now,  my  lord,  to  our  enterprise ;  *t  is  great. 
And  greater  the  reward;  why  stand  you  rapt? 
A  moment  back,  and  you  were  all  impatience ! 

DOOB. 

And  is  it  then  decided  ?  must  they  die  1 

ISBABL  BBBTDCCIO. 

Who  ? 

DOGB. 

My  own  friends  by  blood  and  courtesy,  ' 
And  many  decda  and  days — the  senators  ? 

ISBAEL  BBBTDCCIO. 

You  passed  their  sentence,  and  it  is  a  just  one. 

D06B. 

Ay,  so  it  seems,  and  so  it  is  to  you  ; 

You  are  a  patriot,  a  plebeian  Gracchus — 

The  rebel's  oracle — the  people's  tribune — 

I  blame  you  not,  you  act  in  your  vocation  ; 

They  smote  you,  and  oppress'd  you,  and  despiaed  yos. 

So  they  have  me:  but ^ou  ne'er  spake  with  them; 

You  never  broke  their  bread,  nor  shared  their  salt ; 

You  never  had  their  wine-cup  at  your  lipa  ; 

You  grew  not  up  with  them,  nor  laugh'd,  nor  wept. 

Nor  held  a  revel  in  their  company  ; 

Ne'er  smiled  to  see  tliem  smile,  nor  claim'd  their  sjntk 

In  social  intercliange  for  yours,  nor  trusted, 

Nor  wore  them  in  your  heart  of  hearts,  as  I  have : 

These  hairs  of  mine  are  gray,  and  so  are  theirs. 

The  elders  of  the  council ;  I  remember 

When  all  our  locks  were  like  the  raven's  wing. 

As  w  c  went  forth  to  take  our  prey  around 

The  isles  wrung  from  the  hhe  Mahometan : 

And  can  1  see  them  dabbled  o'er  with  blood  * 

Each  stab  to  them  will  seem  my  suicide. 

ISBABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

Doge!  Doge!  this  vacillation  is  unworthy 

A  child ;  if  you  are  not  in  second  childhood. 

Call  back  your  nerves  to  your  own  purpose,  nor 

Thus  sliame  yourM^if  and  me.  By  heavens !  I  'd  rather 

Forego  even  now,  or  ^il  in  our  intent. 

Than  see  the  man  I  venerate  subside 

From  high  resolves  into  such  shallow  weakness ! 

You  have  seen  blood  in  battle,  shed  it,  both 

Your  own  and  that  of  others ;  can  you  shrink  then 

From  a  few  drnp^  from  veins  of  hoary  vampires. 

Who  but  give  back  what  they  havedrain'd  from  miUiom 

DOGE. 

Boar  with  me!  Step  by  step,  and  blow  on  blow, 
I  will  divide  with  you ;  think  not  I  waver : 
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To  wbirh  jrai  OBtj  •od  Ihe  aighl  mrc  cDwcnui, 

And  bnili  ivgardltu:  hIicd  iIk  bour  nrrinn, 

T  i>  luLqt  CO  Hum)  (h«  hnell,  mil  tU'ikt  ibt  bio  v. 

Anil  lifw  llw  liifliFit  OCDrmloeic  Irm 

[>o>n  ID  ilu-  «nh,  urod  wiih  iWir  Undinfl  fnii 


Vou^rl  tua-yn  go  lo  llii.  butclier-kark 

WhcDdl  »  owa,  yon  11  be  fnc  nnd  aurrj, 

Nul  [.  DBlgDiiy  ihn  «id  alJ  Iby  Mlsn 
In  [hit  tarpuuDS  nuucre,  thjill  bv, 
ShiU  m,  •xd  rHl— oh  God!  oil  Csd!  I  Ul 


And  ja  1  jiFi  DO  mm 
Hot  my  Dwa  fer Jlngt 
Bui  I  bin  ii  hill  willi 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE   t. 
J  0/  *e  faMiia.  tjo,i. 


I  •!!]  lo  rui,  ri^t  *«fi(  of  Uiit  Murf, 
Tin  goyiii  we  bKTi  bild  for  muT  luoarB, 
And  y*l.  I  luioimoiwby.  il  ebwrd  nieooi; 
Thm  cami  ji  hn.Um  acrou  my  ban, 
Whicl.  ia  till  liebl»l  mavimiai  of  ilu  diow. 
Thaufli  eye  lo  ip  and  baud  io  hand  uniiid, 
E'cn  vilh  Ihi  lady  of  my  Ion,  appnH*d  oie, 
And  ifanugb  my  ipmi  izUU  my  bl«id,  imlil 
A  damp  like  dolti  rwc  o'lniy  brov ;  I  uroie 
Ta  bdgb  tbi  ihou|;Li  away,  bm  'i  would  doi  In ; 


Lr.uiVnbr  Adria 


ihoughli  man  inoqull,  or  [or,«rula«. 
limp  wirhin  mt  cbambiT. 


Would  bavr  dipopuJHlr 


ily  DiiiTB  mi^b«d 


[Cotilnan  ^tK  lauier. 


Wbin  llii  lall  la 


lici'  glan,  and  lilnr  lampa 
along  ihc  UpiMcild  walU, 


Tbou  vail  and  di^ta-lalticrd  gallariet 
A  dulling  mau  onBufirial  ligbi, 
Which  thovM  all  lUflgi.  bul  nolbiag  ai 
Thin  Agi  Ruaying  IO  ncal  tbi  pa«, 

Al  Ihe  ud  labour  of  ihe  loilil.  and 
Full  niaay  a  glaocE  al  Ihi  loo  faithful  m 


Tlie  i;arLiu<k,  the  rose  odoun,  uikl  llie  flo'wen — 

The  sparkling  eyes  and  flashing  ornaments — 

The  nrhite  arms  and  the  raten  hair — the  hraidt 

And  bracelets;  swaolike  bosoms,  and  the  necklace. 

An  India  in  itself,  yet  daaling  not 

The  eye  like  what  it  circled;  tlie  thin  robes 

Floating  like  light  clouds  'twixt  our  gaze  and  heaven ; 

Tlie  many-twinkling  feet  so  small  and  sylphlike, 

Suggesting  the  more  secret  symmetry 

Of  the  foir  forms  which  terminate  so  well — 

All  the  delusion  of  the  dizzy  scene, 

lis  folse  and  true  enchantments — art  and  nature, 

Which  swam  before  my  giddy  eyes,  that  drank 

The  sight  of  beauty  as  the  parch'd  pilgrim's 

()u  Arab  sands  tlie  false  mku|e,  which  offers 

A  lucid  lake  to  his  eluded  ^Prit, 

Are  gone. — Around  me  are  the  stars  and  waters — 

Worlds  mirror'd  in  the  ocean,  goodlier  sight. 

Than  torches  glared  back  by  a  gaudy  glass ; 

And  the  great  element,  which  is  to  space 

What  ocean  is  to  earth,  spreads  its  blue  depths, 

Soften'd  with  the  first  breathings  of  the  spring ; 

The  high  moon  sails  upon  her  beauteous  way. 

Serenely  smoothing  o'er  the  lofty  walls 

( )f  those  tall  pUcf  and  sea-girt  palaces, 

Whose  porphyry  pillars,  and  whose  costly  fronts. 

Fraught  wirh  the  orient  spoil  of  many  marbles, 

Like  altars  ranged  along  the  broad  canal, 

Seem  each  a  trophy  of  some  mighty  deed 

Rear'd  up  from  out  the  waters,  scarce  less  streugriy 

Than  those  more  inussy  and  mysterious  giants 

Of  architecture,  those  Titaniau  fohrics, 

W^hich  point  in  Egypt':^  plains  to  times  that  liave 

No  other  record.     All  is  gentle :  nought 

Stirs  rudely ;  but,  congenial  with  the  night, 

>Vhatever  walks  is  gliding  like  a  spirit. 

The  tinklings  of  some  rigilant  mitars 

Of  sleepless  lovers  to  a  wakefoi^istress, 

And  cautious  opening  of  the  casement,  showing 

That  he  is  not  unheard ;  while  her  young  hand, 

Fair  at  the  moonlight  of  which  it  seems  part. 

So  delicately  white,  it  trembles  in 

Tlie  act  of  opening  the  forbidden  lattice. 

To  let  in  love  through  music,  makes  his  heart 

Thrill  like  his  lyre-strings  at  the  sight  ;~the  dash 

I'hosplioric  of  the  oar,  or  rapid  t^^|kle 

Of  the  far  lights  of  skimming  gooHns, 

And  the  responsive  voices  of  the  choir 

Of  boatmen  answering  back  with  rerse  for  verse; 

Some  dusky  shadow  chequering  the  Rialto; 

Some  glimmeriug  palace  roof,  or  tapering  spire. 

Arc  all  the  sights  and  sounds  which  here  pervade 

The  occan*bom  and  earth-commanding  city ; 

How  sweet  and  soothing  is  this  hour  of  calm  ! 

I  tliank  thee,  night !  for  thou  hast  chased  away 

Those  horrid  bodements  which,  amidst  the  throng, 

I  could  not  diauptl|^ftiid,  with  the  blessing 

Of  tliy  benign  tmSmpiSt  influence,  » 

Now  will  I  tqJjttMGch,  although  to  rest 

Is  almost  wnM^if  such  a  night  as  this 

[A  knocking  is  heard  from  Vfithout. 
Hark !  what  is  that?  or  who  at  such  a  moment? 

Knter  A!iTO?rio. 

ANTOMIO. 

My  lord,  a  man  without,  on  urgent  business, 
Implores  to  be  admitted. 


LIONI. 

Is  he  n  htntn^er  1 

▲irromo. 
His  face  is  muffled  in  his  donk,  bat  boch 
His  voice  and  gntnres  seem  fmmiliar  to  Be; 
I  craved  his  name,  bat  this  he  seem'd  reiuctanf 
To  trust,  save  to  yoarself ;  most  earnestly 
He  sues  to  be  permitted  to  approach  yon. 

Lioni. 
'T  is  a  strange  hour,  and  a  snsiMcioae  bearing! 
And  yet  there  is  sKght  peril:  't  is  not  in 
Their  houses  noble  men  are  stmck  at ;  still. 
Although  I  know  not  that  I  have  a  foe 
In  Venice,  't  will  be  wise  to  use  some  caption. 
Admit  him,  and  retire;  bat  caU  ap  quickly 
Some  of  thy  fellows,  who  may  wait  writhoat. — 
Who  can  this  man  be? 

Exit  .i.^TO.-<f  10,  mnd  returiu  wiA  Bbbtbam  mamffieU. 

BRaTlAM. 

My  good  lord  Lioni, 
I  have  no  time  to  lose,  nor  thon— dismiss 
This  menial  hence;  I  would  be  private  with  yon. 

Lionr. 
It  M^ems  the  voice  of  Bertram — go,  Antonio. 

[£xif  Attou'*. 
Now,  stranger,  what  wonld  yon*at  such  an  boar? 

BERTS  AM  (jrliKovering  himseif). 
A  boon,  my  noble  patron ;  you  have  granted 
Many  to  your  poor  client,  Bertram  ;  add 
This  one,  and  make  him  happy. 

LlOJfl. 

Thou  hast  known  me 
From  l)oylK>nd,  ever  ready  to  assist  thee 
In  all  fair  objects  of  advancement,  which 
lleseeni  one  of  thy  station ;  I  would  promise 
Oe  thy  request  was  heard,  but  that  the  hour, 
i'hy  bearing,  and  this  strange  and  hurried  mode 
Of  luing,  gives  me  to  snspect  this  visit 
Hath  some  inysterioos  import— >but  say  on— 
What  has  oeourr'd,  some  rash  and  sudden  broil  !-^ 
A  cup  too  much,  a  scuffle,  and  a  stab  ? — 
Mure  things  of  every'day;  so  tliat  thou  hast  not 
Spilt  noble  blood,  I  guarantee  thy  safety ; 
Itut  then  tliou  must  withdraw,  fbr  ang|ry  friends 
And  relatives,  in  the  first  burst  of  vengeance. 
Arc  things  in  Venice  dradlier  than  the  lavrs. 

aCSTBAM. 

.My  lord,  I  thank  you  ;  but 

uo.tii. 

Rut  what  7  You  liaie  ux 
Raised  a  rash  hand  against  one  of  our  order? 
If  so,  withdraw  and  fly,  and  own  it  not; 
I  would  not  slay — but  tlien  I  must  not  save  thee ! 
He  who  has  shed  patrician  blood 

BBBTBAM. 

I  come 

To  save  patrician  blood,  and  not  to  shed  it ! 

And  thereunto  I  must  be  speedy,  for 

Kach  minute  lost  may  losi>  a  life:  since  Time 

Has  changed  his  slow  scythe  for  the  two-edged  sword. 

And  is  al>out  to  lake,  instead  of  sand. 

The  du.st  from  sepulchres  to  fill  his  hour-glavs! 

(lO  not  tiiott  forth  to-morntw  ! 


I 


LlOM. 


What  means  this  menace? 


W'hercfore  not ' — 
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BEftTftAM. 

Do  not  seek  its  meaning 
Rut  do  ax  I  implore  thee; — Ktir  not  forth, 
^'hnte'er  br  stirring;  though  the  roar  of  crowds — 
The  rry  of  wotn<>n,  and  the  shrieks  of  babes — 
Thi>  ^nmns  of  men — the  clash  of  arms-^the  sound 
Of  rolling  dnim,  shrill  trump,  and  hollow  bell. 
Pen  I  iu  on«r  wide  alarum ! — Go  not  forth 
ITiitil  tlic  tocsin's  silent,  nor  et|p  then 
Till  I  return  I 

Liom. 
A(;ain,  wliat  does  tliis  mean? 
BEiraAM. 
A(;:nn,  I  tell  thee,  ask  not;  but  by  all 
Tlmu  holtle«t  dear  on  earth  or  heaven — bv  nil 

m 

The  souls  of  thy  great  Others,  and  thy  hope 
To  ciuiUate  tliera,  and  to  leave  behind 
Descendants  worthy  both  of  them  and  thee — 
Hy  all  thou  hast  of  blest  in  hope  or  memory — 
By  all  thou  hast  to  fear  liere  or  hereafter~> 
Uy  all  the  good  deeds  thou  hast  done  to  ine, 
<rO<)d  I  would  now  repay  with  greater  good, 
Rrniain  within — trust  to  thy  household  gods 
And  to  my  word  for  safely,  if  thou  dost  . 
As  I  now  counsel — but  if  not,  thou  art  lost ! 

L10.11. 
I  am  indeed  already  lost  in  wonder: 
Surely  thou  ra>est  I  wliat  have  /  to  dread? 
Who  are  my  foes?  or,  if  there  b«  such,  why 
Art  thou  leagued  with  tiiom T-^Chou .'  or,  if  so  leagued. 
Why  comest  thou  to  icU  me  at  this  hour. 
And  not  before? 

BERTRAM. 

I  cannot  aiLswer  this. 
Wilt  thou  go  forth  despite  of  this  true  warning  ? 

LIO!<l. 

I  ^as  not  born  to  shrink  from  idle  threats. 
The  cau<(e  of  ^hicli  I  know  not:  at  the  hour 
Of  council,  be  it  soon  or  late,  I  sluill  not 
Ite  found  among  the  absent. 

BBRTSAM. 

Say  not  so ! 
Once  more,  art  thou  determined  to  go  forth? 

MOMI. 

I  am;  nor  is  there  aught  which  shall  impede  me ! 

•EBTBAM. 

Then  Heaven  have  mercy  on  thy  soul ! — Farewell ! 

[Going. 
Liom. 
Stay — there  is  more  in  this  than  my  own  safely 
W^hich  makes  me  call  tliee  back ;  we  molt  not  part  thus : 
Dertram,  I  Imve  known  thee  long. 

BERTBAM. 

From  childhood,  signer* 
You  \iA\p  t>een  my  protector :  in  the  days 
Of  reckle^  Infancy  when  rank  forgets, 
Or,  rather,  is  not  yet  tauglit  to  remember 
Its  cold  prerogative,  we  play'd  together; 
Our  sports,  our  smiles,  our  tears,  ware  mingled  oft ; 
My  father  was  your  fatlter  8  client,  I 
His  sun's  scarce  loss  than  foster-brother;  yean« 
Saw  us  together — happy,  heart-full  hours! — 
Oil  God!  the  difference  'twixt  those  hours  and  this! 

LIOMI. 

lUrrtrani.  'lis  thou  who  hast  forgotten  tliem. 


BBBTBAM. 

Nor  now,  nor  ever ;  whatsoe'er  betide, 

I  would  have  saved  joti:  when  to  manhood's  growth 

We  sprung,  and  you,  devoted  to  the  state, . 

As  suits  your  station,  the  more  humble  Bertram 

Was  left  unto  the  labours  of  the  humble, 

Still  you  forsook  me  not :  and  if  my  fortunes 

Have  uot  been  towering,  't  was  no  fault  of  him 

Who  oft-times  rescued  and  supported  me 

When  stniggling  with  ihe  tides  of  circumstance 

Wliich  bear  away  the  weaker:  noble  blood         • 

Ne'er  mantled  in  a  nobler  heart  than  thine 

HaN  proved  to  me,  the  poor  plebeian  Bertram. 

Would  tliat  thy  fellow  senators  were  like  thee ! 

LIOMI. 

Why,  what  hast  thou  to  s«y  Bfaiust  tlie  senate  ? 

BEaraAM. 

Nothing. 

UONl. 

I  know  that  lliere  are  angry  spirits 
And  turbulent  mutterers  of  stifled  treason. 
Who  lurk  iu  narrow  places,  and  walk  out 
Mufiled  to  whisper  curses  to  the  night; 
Disbanded  soldiers,  discouteolcd  ruffians, 
And  desperate  libertines  wlio  brawl  in  taverns. 
Thou  henlest  not  with  such :  't  is  true,  of  late 
I  have  lost  sight  of  thee,  but  thou  wert  won( 
To  lead  a  temperate  life,  and  break  thy  bread 
With  honest  mates,  and  bear  a  cheerful  aspect. 
What  hath  come  touthec?  in  thy  hollow  eye 
And  hucletM  cheek,  and  thiue  unquiet  motions, 
Sorrow  and  shame  and  conscience  seem  at  war 
To  waste  thee. 

BBBTBAM^ 

Rather  shame  and  sorrow  hght 
On  the  accursed  tyranny  which  rides 
The  \ery  air  in  Venice,  and  makes  men 
Madden  as  in  the  last  h^rs  of  tlie  plague 
Wliich  sweeps  the  soul  deliriously  from  life ! 

LI03il. 

Some  villains  have  been  tampering  witli  thee,  Bertram ; 

This  is  not  thy  old  language,  nor  own  thoughts; 

Some  wretch  has  made  tliec  drunk  with  disaffection ; 

Rut  thou  must  not  be  lost  so;  thou  wert  good 

And  kind,  and  art  not  fit  for  such  base  acts 

As  vice  and  vilkiny  vonld  put  thee  to: 

Omfess— confide  lA  mc— thou  kooVst  my  nature— 

What  is  it  thou  and  tliine  are  bound  to  do, 

Which  should  prevent  thy  friend,  the  only  son 

<  )f  him  who  was  a  friend  unto  thy  father. 

So  that  our  good-will  is  a  lieritage 

We  should  bequeath  to  our  posterity 

Such  as  ouraeKes  received  it,  or  augmented ; 

I  say,  vbluit  is  it  thou  must  do,  that  I 

Should  tleem  thee  dangerous,  and  keep  the  house 

l.ikc  a  sick  girl  I 

BKRTBAM. 

Nay,  qisetliMiMVaofwtbcr: 
I  miut  be  gone. — — 

UONl.  * 

And  I  be  murder dl— say, 
Was  it  not  thus  thon  said'st,  my  gentle  Bertram  ? 

BSBTBAM. 

Who  talks  of  murder  ?  what  said  I  of  murder  I— 
T  is  false !  I  did  not  utter  such  a  word. 
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Ltom. 
Thou  didst  not ;  bat  from  out  tby  wolfidi  eyt, 
So  changed  from  iHiat  I  knew  it,  there  i^ares  forth 
The  gladiator.    If  my  life  *s  thine  object. 
Take  it — I  am  unarmed, — and  then  away ! 
I  tronld  not  hold  my  breath  on  such  a  tenure 
As  the  capricious  mercy  of  such  things 
As  thou  and  those  who  have  set  thee  to  thy  task-work. 

asaraAM. 
Sooner  than  spill  thy  blood,  I  peril  mine; 
Sooner  ttian  harm  a  hair  of  thine,  I  place 
In  jeopardy  a  thousand  heads,  and  some 
As  noble,  nay,  eran  nobler  than  thine  own. 

LIONI. 

Ay,  is  it  even  so?  Excuse  me,  Bertram ; 

I  am  not  worthy  to  be  sin^pd  out 

From  such  exalted  hecatombs — who  are  they 

That  are  in  danger,  and  that  makt  the  danger? 

axaraAM. 
Venice,  and  all  that  she  inherits,  are 
Divided  like  a  house  against  itself, 
And  so  will  perish  ere  to-morrow's  twili^t ! 

LIOWI. 

More  mysteries,  and  awful  ones !  But  now, 

Or  thou,  or  I,  or  both,  it  may  be,  are 

Upon  the  verge  of  ruin;  speak  once  out. 

And  thou  art  safe  and  prions ;  for  *t  is  more 

Glorious  to  save  than  slay,  and  slay  i*  the  darit  too— 

Fie,  Bertram !  that  was  not  a  craft  for  thee ! 

How  would  it  look  to  see  upon  a  sp^ar 

The  head  of  him  whose  heart  was  open  to  thee. 

Borne  by  thy  hand  before  the  shuddering  people  ? 

And  such  may  be  my  doom;  for  here  I  swear, 

Whate'er  the  peril  or  the  penally 

Of  thy  denunciation,  I  go  forth, 

Unless  thou  dost  detail  the  cause,  and  show 

The  consequence  of  all  which  led  thee  here ! 

aiaTiAiSi 
Is  there  no  way  to  save  thee?  minutes  fly. 
And  thou  art  lost!  (fcou/  my  sole  benefector, 
The  only  being  who  was  constant  to  me 
Through  every  change.    Yet,  make  me  not  a  traitor ! 
Let  me  save  thee — but  spare  my  honour ! 

Liom. 

Where 
Can  lie  the  honour  in  a  league  of  nuvder  7 
And  who  are  traitors  save  unto  theflateT 

MaraAM. 
A  league  is  still  a  compact,  and  more  binding 
In  honest  hearts  when  words  must  stand  for  law ; 
And  in  my  mind,  there  is  no  traitor  like 
H^whose  domestic  treason  plants  the  poniard 
Within  the  breast  which  trusted  to  his  truth. 

LlOffl. 

And  wAo  will  strike  the  steel  to  mine? 

'•SaTlAM. 

I  could  have  mm/^^  soul  up  to  all  things 

Save  this.     Thm^Boaiti  not  die !  and  think  how  dear 

Thy  life  is,  wliM  risk  so  many  lives. 

Nay,  more,  the  lift  of  lives,  the  liberty 

Of  future  generations,  not  to  be 

The  assassin  thou  miscall'st  me;— once,  once  more 

I  do  adjure  thee,  pass  not  o'er  thy  threshold ! 

Liom. 
It  is  in  vain — this  moment  I  go  forth. 


BUTlAlf. 

Then  perish  Venice  rather  than  my  firiend! 
I  will  disclose    emnare — betray— destroy— 
Oh,  what  a  villaia  I  become  for  chee ! 

Liom. 
Say  rather,  thy  friend's  sarionr  and  the  states!— 
Speak— pause  not— all  rewards,  all  pledgea  for 
Thy  safety  and  thy  welfare ;  wealth  such  as 
The  sute  accords  her  wihiesK  servanU ;  nay. 
Nobility  itself  I  gnaraiXe  thee, 
So  that  thou  art  sincere  and  penitent. 

BKaraAif. 
I  have  thought  again :  it  must  not  be — I  love  thee — 
Thou  knowest  it — that  I  stand  here  is  Che  proof. 
Not  least  thou^  last ;  but,  baring  done  my  duty 
By  thee,  I  now  must  do  it  by  my  coantry  !- 
Farewell ! — we  meet  no  more  in  life! — liareweil! 

LIOWI. 

What,  ho !  Antonio— Pedro — to  the  door ! 
See  that  none  pass— arrest  this  man !   ■  ■ 
Enter  Antohio  and  oAtr  armed  DomtesHes^  who  flcuc 

BiaraxM. 
^    Liom  (ooAtiitves). 

Take  care 
He  hath  no  harm ;  bring  me  my  sword  and  cloak, 
And  man  the  gondola  with  four  oars— quick — 

\^Bxit  Aarono. 
We  will  unto  Giovanni  Gradenigo's. 
And  send  for  Hare  Comaro : — Fear  not,  Bertram; 
This  needful  violence  is  for  thy  safety. 
No  less  than  for  the  general  weal. 

SKaraAM. 

Where  wouldst  tboa 
Bear  me  a  prisoner? 

LIONI. 

Firstly,  to  « The  Ten; » 
Next  to  the  Doge. 

SKSTaAM. 

To  the  Doge? 

LIONI. 

Assuredly; 
Is  he  not  chief  of  the  state? 

BxaraAM. 

Perhaps  at  sunrise — 

LIONI. 

What  mean  you? — but  we'll  know  anon. 

aaaraAM. 

Art  sure? 

LIONI. 

Sure  as  all  gentle  means  can  make ;  and  if 
They  fail,  you  know  «  Tlie  Ten*  and  their  tribunal. 
And  that  Saint  Mark's  has  dungeons,  and  the  dungeons 
"a  rack. 

BBaraAM. 
Apply  to  it  before  the  dawn 
Now  hastening  into  heaven. — One  more  such  word. 
And  you  shall  perish  piecemeal,  by  the  death 
Ye  think  to  doom  to  me. 

ile-efifer  Antonio. 

ANTONIO. 

Ilie  bark  is  ready. 
My  lord,  and  all  prepared. 

LIONI. 

Look  to  the  prisoner. 
Bertram,  I  *11  reason  with  thee  as  we  go 
To  the  Magnifico's,  sage  Gradcnigo.  [ExenmL 
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SCENE  11 

Sa»-  linel  iDil  t^.ibp  Calendaio. 

1  knew  ool  well  iIh!  caun|a  or  Oie  taiUi:      , 

To-day  uiEbi  lind  'mangu  ibem  a  iniior  in  lu, 

' 

w  DoDl  mml  hli  nephew  Biitdccio  Ftuua. 

A.  y»lerd*y  i  (bon«nd  In  Ihe  teoale; 

Ibc  people  of  Dur  liDUM  iu  mu.ltr! 

Tliry  muiI  en  fbr  ibeir  own  Bkn;  aue  drake  tiruck. 

n  ■myd.  iukI  »eH  Fm  ibc  -iB.inl, 

*  oar  p>Ja»  pmincu  m  S«a  PqIo.I 

1  for  your  lul  urden. 

H'ill  ur^  Ihc  reu  oo  like  to  -olvei;  Ihe  <iEl>l 
or  blood  10  iTDwda  begeit  ihe  ihirM  of  more, 

It  bid  been 

1  hill  ihcrc  bHQ  time  lo  hin  gal  lnocilicr 

And  you  will  find  a  turder  latk  lo  quelfc 

■>}o.nlicF.  V.ldiM.n«>,  <DDre 

Are  «p.ble  of  lurniDg  Ibem  .ride.- 

lk>.n>ylor<I,-|ubeIi»ulli.'; 

llo«eoe.IbeDigh<T 

t»»<U».,ofo»rmi<Uic 

Almo,.„pooli.ei,wn. 

■mh  or  rlui  diitriri  .re  too  rod. 

Oiek  in  qiHinl  u  bi.c  long  mUouin'd 

Then  ii  i>  lime  to  urike  upoD  [be  beU. 

Arelbemenpowedl 

Bylbi>1ime1hey.re; 

bm  whn,  oon  Ibe  tqiul  hu  b«D  prca. 
■n  Ihe  BcB  for  iDQb  m  cnterpriH: 

Bui  Ibey  haie  order*  ixoi  lo  .trike,  until 

They  bate  eommand  from  you  ihrou{]b  mo  in  perioii. 

dly  iUts  hff  ill  iBeir  priole  liiu, 

pnjudiH  .^.'ul  or/or  ihi.  Boblc. 
.  BUT  iodna  ibem  la  o^rdo  or  .pre 

ThcK  ilan  which  Iwinkle  yei  n'rr  all  Ihe  hea<ea>T 
1  am  Killed  and  bimiad  np.  and  beiog  m. 

>r(iiyioiiD>yafV.]d]ll.Hiio. 

1  Ik  IlK  bidding  of  Uidr  lord  .ilfaoul 

(uiibiDg  for  lote  or  hmU  Li[>  fDu; 
10  Ibem  M-rcrllo  or  Conuro, 

Now  leaiH  my  mind  more  atady.     1  hji.e  wepi. 
And  inmbbKl  al  ihc  tbonghi  of  ihii  dread  duly ; 

d«iigoor>Fou.rii 

hul  now  1  bnie  pm  down  all  idh;  paarion. 

m  Ihc  tuw  befoRi  1  cl>k  KiuK : 

And  look  Ibe  growing  lempeal  in  Ihe  (ace, 
A>  dotli  Ihf  pilol  of  sn  admiral  galley: 

Vet  (.ouldtt  ibou  ihink  it,  kiiuman  r)  ii  haih  been 

idt  ■  lliing  ui  roba. 

A  greater  uniggle  Id  me,  Ihan  wheu  oalioiu 

W(«rr™u|.|,- 

Wl«re  I  WM  leader  of  a  pbalaoi,  where 

Thoutandi  were  ture  to  periih-~r«,  lo  ipill 

«*.««..  I  will  ao.«r. 

The  rank  polluted  cnrrent  from  the  leiaa 
Of.  km  bloated  detpou  De<d«l  more 

Well. 

To  ueel  me  lo  .  putpo«.  .ueh  a>  made 

le  <t  IhrowD :  bul  Fbr  a  -^rlike  HTTicr. 

ki  Ibe  Gtld,  CDmiiicoJ  pic  id  my  puuDb; 

The  toili  and  dangen  rf  a  lifi  of  war. 

iwde  ihe  •iiD  ■!.)«  Ikrougb  ihe  boil  of  Uuu 

•■Uo.  bur«her<  iluok  back  [o  Ihcir  tcn». 

Subdue  Ike  furiei  wbich  to  wrung  pu  ere 

dli«>.<  >1J  lloiH,  like  Ibeir  tuadird: 

DOU. 

Willi  me^  Ihe  honr  of  agitalion  eime 

i 

dBBkiDg,  I  no.!  mirrcJ  you  roolied 

Pauion  had  loo  much  mom  lo  iway ;  bul  in 

ike  Ibe  bio-  w  mddenly. 

The  hour  of  aciinn  I  ha'e  i>laad  ii  aim 

A.  were  Ihe  dead  who  lay  around  me ;  ibia 

■"""■  SUch  blow. 

They  knew  who  made  me  .h.1  1  am.  and  Iniilcd 

be  tliuck  jiiddrnly  or  ne.er.     Wh™ 

o-.riM.Krd  Ibe  w»k  fal«  remorw 

Oiir  my  mood,  wbeu  ila  Bm  bum  wai  ipent. 

*  ynmd  iboal  my  ban,  loo  fondly  yieUine 

lul  Ibey  wert  Dol  aware  Oat  there  are  IbiDgi 

■tnl  lo  Ibe  fediogi  of  aU  dayi, 

Which  make  rmnge  ■  virtne  by  relleelioo. 

■OM  fiin  lo  ithkr;  aBd,  Gnllv,  Ihat 

And  nol  an  impuW  of  men  uger:  though 

The  law>  iteep,  jusliee  wakei.  and  injured  Kuli 

•>»>idly,  b^cuK  pf  all  Ibeie  men. 

Oft  do  a  public  right  with  private  wrong. 

\            1 
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And  justify  thrir  deeds  unto  themselvea.— 
MeChinks  the  day  bremks — U  it  not  so?  look, 
Tlujie  ey^  arc  clear  vitb  yuutki — tlie  air  puts  on 
A  moniing  freshness,  and,  at  least  to  me. 
The  sea  looks  grayer  through  the  lattice. 
Biaruccio  rAUuo. 

True, 
Tlie  mom  is  dappling  in  the  sky. 

DOCS. 

Away,  tlien! 
See  that  they  strike  without  delay,  and  with 
The  first  toll  from  St  Mark's,  march  on  the  palace 
With  all  our  lifHue's  streii(;th ;  here  I  will  meet  you— 
The  Sixteen  and  their  companies  iiiil  move 
lu  separate  columns  at  the  stclf-iuimc  moment-- 
lie  sure  you  post  yourself  by  tlie  |;real  gale, 
I  vould  not  trust  «»Tlie  Tcn»  except  to  us — 
The  rest,  the  rabble  of  patricians,  may 
(<lut  the  more  careless  swords  of  thoM*  lcn(jucd  with  us. 
Ucmcinl>er  that  the  cry  is  still  u  Saint  Mark ! 
The  Ccuoe&e  art*  come — ho !  to  tlie  rescue ! 
Saint  Blark  and  liberty!* — Now — now  to  action! 

■  ERTUCCIO  rAUKRO. 

Farewell  then,  noble  uncle!  we  will  meet 
In  freedom  and  true  sovereignty,  or  never! 

I»0CB. 

dome  hither,  my  Rertuccio — one  embrace — 
Speed,  for  tlie  day  grows  broader — Send  me  soon 
A  messenger  to  tell  mc  how  all  goes 
>yhen  you  rejoin  our  troops,  and  then  sound — sound 
The  storm-bell  from  Saint  Harks ! 

[Exit  Bertuccio  Faliero. 

DOGE  {solus). 

lie  is  gone, 
And  on  each-  footstep  moves  a  life. — T  is  done. 
Now  the  dcstn>yiog  angel  hovers  o'er 
Venice,  and  pauses  ere  he  {Kiurs  tlie  vial, 
E\en  us  the  eagle  overlooks  hU  prey,  * 

.'ind  for  a  moment  poised  in  middle  air. 
Suspends  the  motion  of  his  mighty  wings. 
Then  swoops  with  his  unerring  beak. — Thou  day ! 
That  slowly  walk'st  the  waters!  march — march  on — 
I  would  not  smite  i'  the  dark,  but  ratlier  sec 
Tliat  no  stroke  errs.     And  you,  ye  blue  sea- waves ! 
I  have  seen  you  dyed  ere  now,  and  deeply  too, 
\Vith  Genoese,  Saracen,  and  Ilunnish  gore. 
While  tlint  of  Venice  tlow'd  too,  but  victorious: 
Now  thou  must  wear  an  mimix'd  crimson;  no 
iiarl»aric  blood  cau  reconcile  us  now 
Untu  that  horrible  iiicarnadinr. 
But  friend  or  foe  will  roll  in  civic  slaughter. 
And  have  I  lived  to  fourscore  years  for  tliis? 
I,  who  was  named  preserver  of  the  cityT 
I,  at  whose  name  the  million's  caps  were  flung 
Into  the  air,  andVries  from  tens  of  thousands 
Rose  up,  imploring  Heaven  to  send  mc  blessings, 
And  fome  atMi'leofth  of  days— to  see  this  day! 
But  this  day  bkck  within  the  calendar, 
Sliall  be  succMded  by  a  briglit  millennium. 
Doge  Dandolo  nirvived  to  ninety  summers  . 
To  vanquish  empires  and  refuse  their  croiM; 
I  will  resign  a  crown,  and  make  the  state 
Renew  its  freedom — but  oh!  by  what  means? 
The  uoblr  eud  must  justify  them — What 
Art'  a  f(;vk  drop^  of  human  bloiid .'  't  is  false, 
The  bloo^l  of  tyrants  is  not  human;  tlicy, 


Like  to  incarnate  JMolocht,  feed  oa  ours. 

Until  *t  is  time  to  give  them  to  the  tomba 

Wliich  they  have  made  so  popuJoua.~CHi  worid ! 

Oh  men !  what  are  ye,  and  our  best  designs. 

That  we  must  work  by  crime  to  punish  crime  T 

And  slay  as  if  Death  liad  but  this  one  gate. 

When  a  few  years  would  make  the  sword  uiperflurie.' 

And  I,  upon  the  verge  of  tlie  unknown  realm. 

Yet  send  so  many  heralds  on  before  me? — 

I  must  not  pondtf  tliit. 

[A  patK 
Hark !  was  there  not 
A  murmur  as  of  distant  voices,  and 
i  he  tramp  of  feet  in  martial  unison  ? 
What  phantoms  even  of  sound  our  wishes  raise! 
It  cannot  be — the  signal  hath  not  rung — 
Why  pauses  it  ?  My  nephcu's  messenger 
Should  be  upon  his  way  to  me,  and  he 
Himself  perliaps  even  now  draws  grating  Lack 
lJ|>on  its  ponderous  hinge  the  steep  tower  portal, 
Where  swings  the  sullen  huge  cnracatar  bell. 
Which  never  knells  but  for  a  princely  death, 
Or  for  a  st^ite  in  peril,  pealing  forth 
Tremendous  bodemrnts ;  let  it  do  ita  office. 
And  be  iliis  peal  its  awfullest  and  last. 
.Sound  till  tlie  strong  tower  rock! — Wlut,  silent  siUI' 
I  would  go  forth,  but  that  mr  po»t  is  here. 
To  l>e  the  centre  of  re-unionlo 
Tlie  oft  discordant  elements  which  form 
Ijcngues  of  this  nature,  and  to  keep  compact 
The  wavering  or  the  weak,  in  case  of  conflict: 
For  if  they  should  do  battle,  't  will  be  here. 
Within  the  palace,  that  the  strife  will  thicken; 
Then  hero  must  be  my  station  a*  l>ecumc5 
The  master  mover. — Hark!  he  comes— he  comes. 
My  nephew,  brave  Bertuccio's  messenger. — 
What  tidings?  Is  he  marching?  Hath  he  sped?— 
They  here!— all 's  lost— yet  will  I  make  an  effort. 
Enter  a  Siu!<or  or  the  Nioht,^  wiCH  Cuanb,  etc. 

SIGMOR  or  THE  NIGIT. 

Doge,  I  arrest  thee  of  higii  treason ! 

DOGE. 

3le! 

Thy  prince,  of  ipimnou! — Who  are  ilicy  tliat  diire 
(Iluak  their  ovtn  treajum  under  such  an  order? 

siG.toR  or  THE  NiGBT  {%ho\ving  his  ord<r). 
Bi'hold  my  order  from  the  assembled  Ten. 

000  E. 

.\nd  where  are  tliey,  and  why^  assembled?  no 
Such  council  cau  be  lawful,  till  the  prince 
Preside  tliere,  and  that  duly 's  mine  :  on  thine 
I  charge  thee,  give  me  way,  or  marshal  me 
To  the  coimcil  chamber. 

SIGROa  or  THE  NIGHT. 

Duke,  it  may  not  be ; 
Nor  are  they  in  the  wonted  Hall  of  Council, 
But  sitting  in  the  convent  of  Saint  Saviour's. 

DOGE. 

You  dare  to  disobey  me  then  ? 

siunoR  or  the  night. 
I  serve 
Tlie  state,  and  needs  must  serve  it  foithfully. 
.My  warrant  is  the  will  of  tliase  vilio  rule  it. 

DUIiE. 

And  till  tli.nl  warrant  h:is  my  signature 
It  in  illegal  and,  a>  now  applied, 


MARINO  FALIEBO. 


T  K  iHH  in)'  sriin:  ro  rrphf ,  bm  aei— 

I  4111  |iljiml  bcrr  it  ifiuuil  upoa  ihy  ftnoa. 

Anil  HiKaijmli^inJmrornidtcide, 

I  inii-4  i-iia  liw.'— So  Hill  ilit  .Inrm-lMll  •aun.l. 

AJI  maj  br  «rJI  yn.—Kmtinin,  >p<-c<1— ipHd-^in.!  ■■ 

Our  falF»irrniI>iiii(in  tbe  bllaon,  and 

\%'u;  10  ilir  lamiuisli'd:  be  Ibij  prince  aul  pn>|ilr, 

ineyrtelttU  cf  St  Uarl%  lutU. 

irk.  SignorDf  ilic  iii|;bi!  ■ndjoa,  ychirclinf^ 
Im  oli'Ul  v<>ur  iiicri'AiiJi^  luiuiufcar, 
i.  ynur  Wll-5*cLI  <in,Ih«i  luity  pal ! 
<w,  kllim,  ulul  ruuim  for  yeur  Uta  t 

Coufiukui ! 
Jiul  111  juBt  anni,  uhI  giunl  iha  doar— all  i  luu 
iItm  Ihii  fniful  bril  be  •ikuccd  won. 


(£xil  a  part  oflht  Guard. 
i'.  if  ifaoD  SDDUl\t  ha*r  tli} nle lifr,  impJort  it; 
nl  lliy  niiirrabtc  rufUuii  fiinh; 


I  Tliry  •■>«  lliru  iu  Ibcir 


uiy.- 


illl. 


('w.1 :  Ike  bigli  iM^le  nir.  u  ,«jhW  Gnair 
Ikin  (Imusoil  llijrluvinyrmidDiii.— Jivton, 

And  Inrn  iiF  uiils  to  much  nbuuml  can  bnr 
Tii^It  upon  ltimnbeamtJI4)bc  frrc. 


i    Tbnu  hl«  iloni?  a  *onliy  .Iml,  dud  iMr 

lirbk-Hl.anliWy 
i  1^1  lliou  ■crl  V'lil  ' 
I  .UilH.uuid'id..... 
;  lluiktiibfiniil.i, 
I  Siiicc,  ibough  ihy  priwiirr,  I  am  iliy  pr 


lleflmeuntodk;        . 
,in.i  yri  ,u.w  near  niicrtm- 1  hobM  Jan  hitn. 
And  pruiully.  in  ibe  boor  of  Iriunph,  biu 
TomiHiMbiu: 

fntar  oMn-  Sicwii  Of  rai  Sioir  wfA  Biircc 

FALlUQJin'lrKirr. 

V-ctookliiuiinlhcMri 
Of  iwiing  fnm  tlw  Kiwrr.  whw*,»tbu  ordrr, 
At  ir\rir.tir6  fron  Ihr  Doge,  ibe  lignal 
Had  t)iu>  iKGun  'o  •>»">'l- 

Are  all  the  pwet 
Winch  lad  up  lo  ibc  jialacr  »dl  lecnredt 

They  are— briidH,  it  meiren  no! ;  (he  ehieFii 

Tlicir  follawrn  are  diipcrwd,  and  many  lakcn. 


Tbe  |;Ufry  lialii  dqdrlpil  from  our  liuibc. 


Iltnrim,  Ihe  Bcri.'unu.ik'  Wiib  iriial  tile  Inul. 

Itlark  nilli  a  douldr  tr^n.n,..  ,1a.  .i||  ^ 
llemardtiiiid  lionoun.  and  be  mampt  in  lucj 
Willi  tlH!  ijent  in  Iha  CapiIo^  vhleh  eaWed 

niiilc  Mauliw,  «'ho  horl'd  down  ilie  Gaola,  «■  , 


OOOK. 

He  saved  the  state. 
And  soud^t  but  to  reform  -what  he  reriTed — 
But  this  is  idle — Ck>iDe,  sirs,  do  your  work. 

FIRST   SIGIIOR. 

Noble  Bertuccio,  we  must  now  remove  you 
Into  an  inner  chamber. 

fBllTUCClO    rALIBSO. 
Farewell,  uncle ! 
If  we  shall  meet  again  in  life  I  know  not, 
But  they  perhaps  will  let  our  ashes  mingle. 

DO«t. 

Yes,  and  our  spirits,  which  shall  yet  go  forth. 

And  do  what  oar  frail  clay,  thus  clogg'd,  hath  fail'd  in ! 

They  cannot  quench  the  memory  of  those 

Who  would  have  hurl'd  them  from  tlietr  guilty  thrones, 

And  such  examples  will  find  heirs,  though  distant. 

ACT  V. 

SCENE  I. 

Ttie  Hall  of  C/ie  Council  of  Ten  assembled  vuiA  the 
additional  Senators,  wfco,  on  0ie  Triab  of  Ae  Con- 
spirators for  the  Treason  of  Masino  FalUso,  com- 
posed what  was  called  Ae  Giunta. — Guards^  Qffi- 
cers,  etc.,  etc, — Issaxl  Bxstuccio  and  Piilip  Calbn- 
DAao  as  Prisoners. — Bertsam,  Liom,  and  Witnesses, 
etc. 

The  Chief  of  At  7eis,  BimiiTKifDK. 

•imifTKNDK. 

There  now  rests,  after  such  conviction  of 
Their  manifold  and  manifest  offences. 
But  to  pronouoce  on  these  obdurate  men 
The  sentence  of  the  law  :  a  grievous  task 
To  those  who  hear  and  those  who  speak.     Alas ! 
That  it  should  fail  to  me,  and  that  my  days 
Of  office  should  be  stigmatised  through  all 
The  years  of  coming  time,  as  bearing  record 
To  this  most  foul  and  complicated  treason 
Against  a  just  and  free  .state,  known  to  all 
The  earth  as  being  the  Christian  bulwark  'gainst 
The  Saracen  and  the  schismatic  Greek, 
The  savage  Hun,  and  not  less  barbarous  Frank; 
A  city  which  has  open'd  India's  wealth 
To  Europe ;  the  last^Romaji  refuge  from 
O'erwhelming  Attila ;  the  ocean's  qoeen ; 
Proud  Genoa's  prouder  rival !     T  is  to  sap 
The  throne  of  such  a  city,  tliese  lost  men 
Have  risk'd  and  forfeited  their  worthless  lives — 
So  let  them  die  the  death. 

ISRAIL    aXRTUCCIO. 

We  are  prepared; 
Tour  racks  have  done  tliat  for  us.    Let  us  die. 

•INIIITKNDI. 

If  ye  have  that  to  say  which  would  obtain 
Abatement  of  your  punishment,  the  Giunta 
Will  hear  y<Mi;if  yoa  have  aught  to  confess. 
Now  is  your  time,  perhaps  it  may  avail  ye. 

ISRABL   BBRTUCCIO. 

We  sund  to  hear,  and  not  to  speak. 

BBNINTBNDB. 

Your  crimes 
Are  fully  proved  by  your  accomplices. 
And  all  which  circumstance  can  add  to  aid  them ; 
Yet  we  would  hear  from  your  own  lips  complete 


Avowal  of  your  treason :  oo  the  Terge 
Of  that  dread  gulf  which  none  repaaa ;  the  trafh 
Alone  can  profit  you  on  earth  or  haavea — 
Say,  then,  what  was  you  motive  7 

ISIABL  BSBTDCCIO. 

Juatioe! 

BBviirrBiinB. 

What 
Your  object? 

inABI.  BBBTDCCIO. 

Freedom! 

BBiriirrBiiDB. 

You  are  brief,  sir. 

ISIABL  BBBTUCCIO. 

So  my  life  grovi:! 
Was  bred  a  soldier,  not  a  senator. 

BBNirrBlfDB. 

Perhaps  you  think  by  this  blunt  brevity 

To  brave  your  judges  to  postpone  the  sentenoe  * 

ISBABL  BBRTVCCIO. 

Do  you  be  brief  as  I  am,  and,  believe  me, 
I  shall  prefer  that  mercy  to  your  pardon. 

BBlfUfTBirOB. 

Is  this  your  sole  reply  to  the  tribunal  ? 

ISRABI.  BBBTCCCtO. 

Go,  ask  your  racks  what  they  have  vmn^  from  ns, 

Or  place  us  there  again;  we  have  still  sonoe  blood  kfi. 

And  some  slight  sense  of  pain  in  these  wreneh'd  limbt. 

But  this  ye  dare  not  do ;  for  if  we  die  there — 

And  you  have  left  us  little  life  to  spend 

Upon  your  engines,  gorged  with  pangs  already— 

Ye  lose  the  public  spectacle  with  which 

You  would  appal  your  slaves  to  further  slavery! 

Groans  are  not  words,  nor  agony  assent. 

Nor  affirmation  truth,  if  nature's  sense 

Should  overcome  the  soul  into  a  lie. 

For  a  short  respite — Must  we  bear  or  die  T 

BBNIirTBICDR. 

Say,  who  were  your  accomplices  ? 

ISRABL   BBRTUCCIO. 

The  senate! 

BBJflNTBlfDB. 

What  do  you  mean? 

ISRABL    BBRTUCCIO. 

Ask  of  the  suffering  people. 
Whom  your  patrician  crimes  have  driven  to  crime. 

BBNIIITBtfDB. 

You  know  the  Doge?  * 

ISBABL   BBBTUCCIO. 

I  served  with  him  at  Zara 
In  the  field,  when  you  were  pleading  here  your  way 
To  present  office ;  we  exposed  our  lives. 
While  you  but  haiarded  the  lives  of  others. 
Alike  by  accusation  or  defence ; 
And,  for  the  rest,  all  Venice  knows  her  Dog^e, 
Through  his  great  actions,  and  the  senate's  insults ! 

BBNinrBNOB. 

You  have  held  conference  with  him? 

ISB4BL    BBBTUCCIO. 

I  am  weary — 

Even  wearier  of  your  questions  than  your  tortures : 
I  pray  you  pass  to  judgment. 

BBNINTBNDB. 

It  is  coming. — 
And  yoo,  too,  Philip  Cnlendaro,  what 
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u  to  say  nrhy  you  should  not  he  doom'd? 

CALKTfDARO. 

ift-ns  a  mnn  of  many  itnrd% 

»-  iia%o  f(>w  left  vorili  the  utterance. 

BBNnTBNDB. 

rr  applicntinn  of  yon  engine 
ingc  your  tone. 

CALR^DABO. 

Mof»t  trur,  it  will  do  m>; 
IT  application  did  so;  but 
lot  cliuugo  my  words,  or,  if  it  did 

BBNIXTEXDB. 

lien  ? 

CALBNDARO. 

Will  my  avowal  on  yon  rack 
ood  in  Liw  ? 

BBNINTENDB. 

AsKurrdiy. 

CALB.^DABO. 

Whoe'er 
Iprit  be  whom  I  acruse  of  tn-ason? 

BF^ilNTENDE. 

It  doubt,  he  will  bo  brouf^bt  up  to  trial. 

CALBHDABO. 

I  this  testimony  would  he  perish? 

nB?fI>iTE^DK. 

r  confritsion  be  delail'd  and  full, 
stand  here  in  peril  of  hift  life. 

CALRNDARO. 

)ok  well  to  thy  proud  iielf.  President ! 

the  rternily  which  yaw  us  before  me, 
-  that  thouy  and  only  thou,  slialt  be 
liior  I  drnounre  npim  that  rack, 

strotch'd  there  for  the  second  time. 

UMB  OF  TUB  GIUNTA. 

rr^ideni,  "t  w*»ro  best  to  proceed  to  jud(;ment ; 
is  no  more  to  be  drawn  from  these  men. 

RRNl.tTBriDR. 

py  mm!  prepare  for  instant  death, 
ilure  of  your  crime — our  law — and  peril 
iir  now  siumis  in,  leave  not  an  liour'«i  respite — 
«'.  lead  them  forth,  and  upon  the  balcony 
red  cninmns,  whrre.  on  festal  Thursday,  ^ 
^\^^•  stands  to  behold  the  chase  of  bulls, 
■in  be  juslifiod  :  and  leave  exposed 
*avrrint»  rrlirs,  in  the  place  of  judjjmcnt, 
full  \irw  of  the  assembled  people! 
(a\cn  have  mercy  on  their  souls! 
rns  Gii'TiTA. 

Amen! 

ISRAEL   BERTrCC.tO. 

-s,  firewell!  we  sluill  not  all  again 
n  one  place. 

RRMINTRMnR. 

And  lest  they  sliould  essay 
•  up  the  distracted  multitude — 
s!  let  their  mouths  ]>«•  gaggd,?  even  in  the  act 
cution. — Lrad  them  hence! 

CALRMDARO. 

What!  must  we 
en  Nay  f.irewell  to  mmiw  fond  friend, 
.i\i'  a  last  word  with  our  confc*M)r? 

RKMNTKNOE. 

st  is  wailin;;  in  the  nnie-cliainber; 

ir  your  frieiitU.  such  interviews  would  be 

il  to  them,  and  useles.'t  all  lo  you. 


CALBKDAIO. 

I  knew  that  ve  were  ffagg'd  in  life ;  at  least, 
All  those  who  had  not  heart  to  risk  tlu*ir  lives 
Upon  their  open  tliuughu ;  but  still  I  deem'd 
That,  in  the  last  few  moments,  the  same  idle 
Freedom  of  speech  accorded  to  the  dying. 
Would  not  now  be  denied  to  lu;  but  since 

ISRAEL  BBRTUCCl'o. 

E%-en  let  ihem  have  their  way,  brave  Calendaro  I 
What  matter  a  few  syllables?  let 's  die 
Without  the  .slightest  show  of  favour  firom  them; 
So  shall  our  blood  more  readily  arise 
To  heaven  against  them,  and  more  testify 
To  their  atrocities,  than  could  a  volume 
Spoken  or  wriUcn  of  our  dying  words ! 
They  tremble  at  our  voices — nay,  they  dread 
Our  very  silence— let  tliem  live  in  fear!— 
Leave  them  unto  their  thoughts,  and  let  us  now 
Address  our  own  above ! — Lead  on ;  we  are  ready. 

CALEHDARO. 

Israel,  hadst  thou  but  hearken'd  unio  me, 

It  bad  not  now  been  thus;  and  you  pale  yiilain, 

The  coward  Bertram,  would 

ISRAEL  BBRTDCCIO. 

Peace,  Calendaro! 
What  brooks  it  now  to  ponder  upon  this? 

BERTRAM. 

Alas!  I  fain  you  died  in  peace  with  me: 
1  did  not  seek  this  task;  't  was  forced  upon  me: 
Say,  you  forgive  me,  though  I  never  can 
Retrieve  my  own  forgiveness — frown  not  thus ! 

ISR\RL  BBBTUCCIO. 

I  die  and  pardon  thee ! 

CALETfDARO  {spittintf  at  kim). 
I  die  and  scorn  thee ! 
[Exeunt  Israel  Bertuccio  and  Philip  Calen< 
DARO,  GuardSy  etc. 

BB.XiriTENDE. 

Now  that  these  criminals  have  been  disposed  of, 

T  is  lime  that  we  proceed  to  pass  our  sentence 

Upon  the  greatest  traitor  upon  record 

In  any  annals,  the  Doge  Faliero  ! 

The  proofs  and  process  are  complete;  the  time 

And  crime  require  a  quick  procedure:  shall 

lie  now  be  call'd  in  to  receive  the  award! 

TUB  CIU.<«TA. 

Ay,  ay. 

BBNIXTIIIDI. 

Avogadori,  order  that  the  Doge 
Be  brought  before  tlie  coimcil. 

ONE  or  TBI  GIUNTA. 

And  the  rest. 
When  shall  they  be  brought  up? 

bb?iintexdb. 

When  all  the  chiefs 
Have  lieen  disposed  of.     Some  have  fled  to  Chioxxa; 
But  theiw  arc  thousands  in  pursuit  of  theaiy 
.\nd  Nuch  precaiuion  la'en  on  terra  firma. 
As  well  as  in  the  islands,  that  we  hope 
None  will  escape  lo  uller  in  stninge  lands 
His  libellous  tale  of  treasons  'gainst  the  senate. 

Enter  t/ic  Doge  as  Prisoner, u-ith  Guards,  etc.,  etc. 

ni;MIMK!«l»F.. 

D"i;e — f<»r  '»nch  still  you  are,  and  by  the  law 

Must  be  consider'd,  till  the  hour  shall  come 

When  you  must  doff  the  ducal  bonnet  from 
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That  head,  vhich  coaU  not  wear  a  crown  more  nobla 
Than  empires  can  confer,  in  quiet  hooonr, 
But  it  mutt  plot  to  oferthrov  your  pecn. 
Who  made  you  what  you  are,  and  quench  in  blood 
'a  city's  glory — we  have  laid  already 
Before  you  in  your  chamber  at  full  lengthy 
By  the  Avogadori,  all  the  proofs 
Which  haye  appeared  against  you;  and  more  ample 
Ne'er  reared  their  sanguinary  shadows  to 
Confront  a  traitor.    What  have  you  !•  aay 
In  your  defence? 

DOGI. 

What  shall  I  say  to  ye, 
Since  my  defence  must  be  your  condemnation? 
You  are  at  once  offenders  and  accusers, 
Judges  and  executioners ! — Proceed 
Upon  your  power. 

■INIimiCDB. 

Your  chief  accomplices 
Having  confess'd,  there  is  no  hope  for  you. 

OOOB. 

And  who  be  they? 

■iNiimifDi. 
In  number  many ;  but 
The  first  now  stands  before  you  in  the  court, 
Bertram,  o(F  Bergamo, — would  you  question  him? 

•oos  {looking  at  him  eontempUtousIf), 
No. 

BiinimifDi. 
And  two  others,  Israel  Bertuccio, 
And  Philip  Galendaro,  have  admitted 
Their  fellowship  in  treason  with  the  Doge ! 

Does. 
And  where  are  they! 

■INIirrKNDK. 

Gone  to  their  place,  and  now 
Answering  to  Heaven  for  what  they  did  on  earth. 

DOOK. 

Ah!  the  plebeian  Brutus,  is  begone? 
And  the  quick  Gassius  of  the  arsenal? — 
How  did  they  meet  their  doom? 

MNIRTtNDB. 

Think  o(F  your  own ; 
It  is  approaching.    Yon  decline  to  plead,  then? 

DOOS. 

I  cannot  plead  to  my  inferiors,  nor 

Can  recognise  your  legal  power  to  try  me  : 

Show  me  the  law ! 

BUfiirrsNDi. 
On  great  emergencies, 
The  law  must  be  remodell'd  or  amended: 
Our  fathers  had  not  fiz'd  the  punishment 
Of  such  a  crime,  as  on  the  old  Roman  tables 
The  sentence  against  parricide  was  left 
In  pure  forgetf ulness ;  they  could  not  render 
That  penal,  which  had  neither  name  nor  thought 
In  their  great  botoms:  who  would  have  foreseen 
That  nature  could  be  filed  to  such  a  crime 
As  sons  'g^nst  sires,  and  princes  'gainst  their  realms? 
Your  sin  hath  made  us  make  a  law  whieh  will 
Become  a  precedent  'gainst  such  haught  traitors. 
As  would  with  treason  mount  to  tyranny; 
Not  even  contented  with  a  sceptre,  till 
They  can  convert  it  to  a  two-edged  sword! 
Was  not  the  place  of  Doge  sufficient  for  ye? 
What's  noblor  than  the  signory  of  Venice? 


The  signory  of  Vemee !  You  betray'd 

Tom— jo«,  ^o  sit  there,  traitors  us  jo  are ! 

From  my  equality  with  you  in  birth. 

And  my  superiority  in  action. 

You  drew  me  firom  my  honourable  toils 

In  distant  lands — on  flood — in  field— in 

fou  singled  me  out  Kke  a  victim  to 

Stand  crown'd,  but  bound  and  helpiesa,  at  the  altar 

Where  you  alone  could  minister.     I  knew  Dot>- 

I  sought  not — wish'd  not — dream'd  not  the  dectson,     i 

Which  reach'd  me  first  at  Rome,  and  I  obey'd; 

But  found  on  my  arrival,  that  besides 

The  jealous  vigilance  which  always  led  yon 

To  mock  and  mar  your  sovereign's  best  intents. 

You  had,  even  in  the  interregnum  of  I 

Hy  journey  to  the  capital,  curtaiTd  i 

And  mutilated  the  few  privileges 

Yet  left  the  duke^  all  this  I  bore,  and  would 

Have  borne,  until  my  very  hearth  was  sCain'd 

By  the  pollution  of  your  ribaldry. 

And  he,  the  ribald,  whom  I  see  amongst  yoa-— 

Fit  judge  in  such  tribunal ! — — > 

BiMirriNoa  (t'ntcmqrd'n^  him). 

Michel  Sceno 
Is  here  in  virtue  of  his  office,  as 
One  of  the  Forty;  « The  Tea*  having  cmved 
A  Ginnta  of  patricians  from  the  senate 
To  aid  our  judgment  in  a  trial  arduona 
And  novel  as  the  present,  he  was  set 
Free  from  the  penalty  pronounced  apoa  tiiBB^ 
Because  the  Doge,  who  should  protect  the  law. 
Seeking  to  abrogate  all  law,  can  claim 
No  punishment  of  others  by  the  statutes 
Which  he  himself  denies  and  violates ! 

DOOI. 

Bis  PUNisHMiNT !  I  rather  see  him  ikermp 
Where  he  now  sits,  to  glut  him  with  my  death. 
Than  in  the  mockery  of  castigation. 
Which  your  foul,  outward,  juggling  show  of  j 
Decreed  as  sentence!  Base  as  was  his  crime, 
T  was  purity  compared  with  your  protection. 

■IRINTKNDI. 

And  can  it  be,  that  the  great  Doge  of  Venice, 
With  three  parts  of  a  century  of  years 
And  honours  on  his  head,  could  thus  allow 
His  fury,  like  an  angry  boy's,  to  master 
All  feeling,  wisdom,  fkith,  and  fear,  on  such 
A  provocation  as  a  young  man's  petulance  ? 

D06K. 

A  spark  creates  Ae  flame ;  't  is  the  last  drop 
Which  makes  the  cup  run  o'er,  and  mine  wm  fall 
Already:  you  oppressed  the  prince  and  people; 
I  would  have  freed  both,  and  have  faird  in  both: 
The  price  of  such  success  would  liave  been  glory, 
Vengeance,  and  victory,  and  such  a  nanae 
As  would  have  made  Venetian  history 
Rival  to  that  of  Greece  and  Syracuse 
When  they  were  freed,  and  flourish'd  ages  after. 
And  mine  to  Gelon  and  to  Thrasybulus: 
Failing,  I  know  the  penalty  of  failure 
Is  present  infamy  and  death — the  future 
Will  judge,  when  Venice  is  no  more,  or  free; 
Till  then,  the  truth  is  in  abeyance.     Pause  not ; 
I  would  have  shown  no  mercy,  and  I  seek  none  • 
My  life  was  staked  upon  a  mighty  hasard, 


p 


MAHINO  PALIERO. 


Aoa  b'ing  l«l.  akr  «I»|  1  *QuU  bar.  u>lui> '. 

4I.L 

Saw  fou  nu;  flock  rDDDd  uiiM.ind  mmplc  ua  ii. 

Ai  T°u  iHYe  doac  upon  dt  b«rl  '■bile  H.iDg. 

Ob,.daiinbkl.norV(Dicc: 

Which  .ould  admit  th.  wih,  in  U»  full  Impe 

You  da  «■>(«•  Ihra,  )ud  Ddn.it  [b>  jtucicc 

OfourlrihuulT 

Wh.1  etorr  lo  Ih.  ehuw  VtMiian  dame. ! 

Sii  hen!,  da  veil  id  act  in  Ibeir  vocalioa. 

Mow.  rillaiD  Slew. !  it  ihU  •roman  fail, 

T>'cic  DM  ■ilhbcldi  Uii  bull  «u  mine  to  bapc 

I'll  pardon  Ih«  Ih}  lie,  and  ifay  oope. 

H.r  fwrntr  imila  >pia  >1  Ihu  lou  I.Dur. 

Tht  Ducaiu  tnbir. 

Vou  do  □«  ihfD  ia  auebi  amign  our  cquily  1 

Udy !  Iliii  jiut  Irihunal  ba>  n«>lKd, 

Thougb  the  nqunl  be  Unagt,  lo  gnnl  it,  and. 

1  •■»  rttigii'd  »  ibr  •<>»[ ;  bul  in  DU  .lill 

Whatever  be  it.  purport,  lo  aecoid 

Hi'*  HUHihiae  of  tbt  Uood  of  brifhur  da;!. 

A  pa  Ileal  bearing  nilh  the  due  mprct 

And  >a>  DOI  onrixlienl.     Pra j  foo.  .pue  mt 

Wbicb  B»  jout  anenlty.  j-nr  imdIi,  lod  linua : 

Bul  you  lum  p«le-bo:  there,  look  IO  tbe  lady ! 

Eicfpt  10  mrn  ■  Iriil  lo  debalc. 

Placeacbairiuuutly. 

I  ib>ll  bul  aofntr  tbal  obieb  will  otfmi  Toa. 

And  pinw  ifour  nKBiet— t  luM  tlim&j  : 

T ..  <n».  ihor  hJUd  «n>  .bouU  pcU  no  «bo ; 

T  i.  pa.1.  1  pray  you  pordon  me,  1  .il  not 

Bui   vills  ban  on— Day,  mare,   Ihcy  have  loogiKt ; 

and  if 

VNiJebeiamhiafoet. 

The™  -.ere  oo  o.her  -..jfor  irall.  lo  owlnp  ih.ni, 

aumodiDt. 

Your  ptea^nre,  lady  1 

Yri  could  not  bur  io  .ilmce  lo  youf  en>n 

t  .leap  in 


mighty  for  youi 


that  you  eicipe. 
Such  Diy  defence  would  be,  had  I  full  leopr 
To  nuke  it  famouB;  for  me  tmrnll  are  Ainga, 
Add  dyiag  men'i  are  Ihingi  vbieh  lop^  ouUive 
ige  tbem ;  bury  mine, 


If  ye  w, 

And  diougb  too  oft  ye  made  me  liie  in 
Ul  me  die  calmlyi  you  may  gram  me  i 
]  deny  nothing — defend  nothing — iwUl 
I  uk  of  you,  bul  <ilenee  foe  myidf, 
And  lentence  from  ibe  caurl ! 

Tliia  foU  I 

The  lorlun  lo  elicit  Ibe  abole  truth. 

riaily  lince  I  «a>  Doge-  but  if  you  vill 


"sitb, 


Ih. 

be  walb.  ban  rcach'd  me.  and  I  come 
F  tbe  wonli  aien  at  Ibe  wont;  fofp?e 
iptoeu  of  my  entranei  and  mj  bearing. 
■I  cannol  ipeak— I  auMI  ibape 
■lion— bul  yon  antwer  it  ere  ipoken, 
»  aterted,  and  with  gloomy  browi — 
Ihii  it  tbe  silence  of  Ibe  grane ! 

,  and  ipare  lhy«lf  tlie  repetiuon 


L^dy '  Ihe  natural  diuncitoo  of 
Tby  Ibaugbti  at  inch  a  momeat  nuks  I 
Merit  ror|iieae»;  eUe  a  Jouhi  like  lhi> 
Agaioil  a  jail  and  panmount  irihuiul 


alify  cumpliapca 
iliii  Ibe  general  will) 
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AlfOIOUNA. 

Ay,  bnt  he  motC  not  die  *  Spare  his  few  yean, 
Which  (rief  and  sliame  iriil  toon  cut  down  to  days ! 
One  day  of  baffled  crime  must  not  eflfiaee 
Near  sixteen  Instres  crowded  with  brave  acts. 

BiifiinrjuiDK. 
His  doom  most  be  fuifiil'd  without  lemiasioo 
Of  time  or  ptoalty— *t  is  a  decrae. 

ANSIOUm. 

He  hath  been  guilty,  but  there  any  be  merey. 

BiNiirrKiiOB. 
Not  in  this  ease  with  justice. 

ANGIOLINA. 

Alas !  signor, 
He  who  is  only  just  is  cruel;  wlio 
Upon  the  earth  would  live,  were  all  judged  justly? 

BKRIimNDB. 

His  punishment  is  safety  to  tlie  state. 

ANOIOLINA. 

He  was  a  subject,  and  hath  served  the  slate ; 
He  was  your  genemi,  and  lialh  saved  the  sUte ; 
He  is  your  sovereign,  and  hath  ruled  the  sUte. 

OIU  or  TBI  CODRCIL. 

He  is  a  traitor,  and  betray  d  the  state. 

AIIGIOLIir4. 

And,  but  for  him,  there  now  had  been  no  state  < 

To  save  or  to  destroy; and  you  who  sit 

There  to  pronounce  the  death  of  your  deliverer, 

Had  now  been  groaning  at  a  Moslem  oar, 

Or  digging  in  the  Hunnish  mines  in  fetters ! 

OJIB  or  THK  COUNCIL. 

No,  lady,  there  are  others  who  would  die 
Rather  than  breathe  in  slavery ! 

ANOtOLIIIA. 

If  there  are  so 
Within  the$e  walk,  thou  art  not  of  the  number: 
The  truly  brave  are  generous  to  the  follen! — 
Is  there  no  hope! 

BBNIirrBICOB. 

Lady,  it  cannot  be. 
ARGiOLiNA  {turning  to  tfte  dogb). 
Then  die,  Faliero !  since  it  must  be  so ; 
But  with  the  spirit  of  my  Other's  friend. 
Thou  hasr  been  guilty  of  a  great  offence, 
Ilalf-caocell'd  by  the  liarshness  of  these  men. 
1  would  have  sued  to  them — have  pray  d  to  them — 
Have  begg'd  as  fomish'd  mendicants  for  bread — 
Have  wept  as  they  will  cry  Unto  their  God 
For  mcnry,  and  be  answer'd  as  thry  aaswer — 
Had  it  been  ficiiog  for  thy  name  or  mine, 
And  if  the  cruelly  in  their  cold  eyes 
Had  not  announced  the  heartless  wrath  irithin. 
Then,  as  a  prince,  address  thee  to  thy  doom ! 

D06B. 
I  have  lived  too  long  not  to  know  how  to  die ! 
Thy  suing  to  these  men  were  but  the  bleating 
Of  the  lamb  to  the  butcher,  or  the  cry 
Of  seamen  to  the  surge :  I  would  not  take 
A  life  eternal,  granted  at  the  bauds 
Of  wretches,  from  whose  monstrous  villanies 
I  sought  to  free  the  groaning  nations ! 

MICDBL  STENO. 

Doge, 
A  word  with  tliec,  and  ^ith  this  noble  lady. 
Whom  I  have  grievously  offended.    Would 


Sorrow,  or  dnme,  or  pe—pfr  on  myipnt, 
Gould  cancel  the  inexoimble  past  I 
But  since  that  cannot  be,  as  GhriatianB  let  a* 
Say  farewell,  and  in  peace:  with  full  contrition 
I  crave,  not  pardon,  but  compassiou  from  yon. 
And  give,  however  weak,  my  prayers  for  both. 

ANGIOLIRA. 

Sage  Benintende,  now  chief  judge  of  Venice, 

I  speak  to  thee  in  answer  to  ycm  signor. 

Inform  the  ribald  Steno,  tbtt  his  vords 

Ne'er  weigh'd  in  mind  with  Loredano's  dnngjIHir 

Further  than  to  oreale  a  moment's  pity 

For  such  as  he  is ;  would  that  others  had 

Despised  him  as  I  pity!  I  prefer 

My  honour  to.  a  thousand  Uves,  could  snch 

Be  multiplied  in  mine,  but  would  not  havo 

A  single  life  of  others  lost  for  that 

Which  notbini;  human  can  impugn — the 

Of  virtue,  looking  not  to  wliat  is  called 

A  good  name  for  reward,  bat  to  itself. 

To  me  the  scorner's  words  were  as  the  wind 

Unto  the  rock:  but  as  there  are — alas ! 

Spirits  more  sensitive,  on  wluch  snch  thin^ 

Light  as  the  whirlwind  on  the  waters;  souls 

To  whom  dishonour's  shadow  is  a  substance 

More  terrible  than  death  here  and  hereafter; 

Men  whose  vice  is  to  start  at  vice's  scoffing. 

And  who,  though  proof  againat  all 

Of  pleasure,  and  all  pangs  of  pain,  are  feeble 

When  the  proud  name  on  which  they  pinnacled 

Their  hopes  is  breathed  on,  jealous  as  the  eagle 

Of  her  high  aiery;  let  what  we  now 

Behold,  and  feel,  and  suffer,  be  a  lesson 

To  wretches  how  they  umper  in  their  iplaaii 

With  bemgs  of  a  higher  order.    Insecu 

Have  made  tlie  lion  mad  ere  now ;  a  shaft 

r  the  heel  o'erthrew  the  bravest  of  the  brave ; 

A  wife's  dishonour  was  the  bane  of  Troy; 

A  wife's  dishonour  unkinged  Rome  for  erer ; 

An  injured  husband  brouglit  the  Gauls  to  GlusiuBi, 

And  thence  to  Rome,  which  perish'd  for  a  time; 

An  obscene  gesture  cost  Caligula 

His  life,  while  earth  yet  bore  his  cruelties ; 

A  virgiu's  wrong  made  Spain  a  Moorish  province; 

And  Steno's  lie,  couch'd  in  two  wortliless  lines, 

Hath  decimated  Venice,  put  in  peril 

A  senate  which  liath  stood  eight  hundred  yean, 

Discrown'd  a  prince,  cut  off  his  crowuless  hea<l. 

And  forged  new  fetters  for  a  groaning  people! 

lAst  the  poor  wretch,  like  to  the  courtesan 

Who  tired  Persepolis,  be  proud  of  this. 

If  it  so  please  him — 't  were  a  pride  lit  for  bim! 

But  let  him  not  insult  tlie  last  hours  of 

Ilim,  who,  whate'cT  he  now  is  wo'  a  hero. 

By  die  iutrusion  of  his  very  prayers ; 

Nothing  of  good  can  come  from  such  a  source, 

Nor  veuld  we  aught  with  him,  nor  now,  nor  ever: 

Wc  Utore  him  to  himself,  that  lowest  deptb 

Of  human  baseness.     Pardon  is  for  men. 

And  not  for  rqptiles — we  have  none  for  Steno, 

And  uo  resoiiimcnt;  things  like  him  must  sting. 

And  higher  beings  suffer;  'I  is  the  charter 

Of  life.     The  man  who  dies  by  the  adder'R  fang 

May  have  the  crawler  crush'd,  but  feels  no  an|;er : 

'T  wa&  the  worn^'s  nature;  and  some  men  are  worms 

In  soul,  more  than  the  Uving  things  of  tombs. 


MARTMO   FAIJERO. 


>■  [I.  » 


■>»)■ 


.  CDDiplrle  llul  vliieli  yon  dnm  your  July, 
up  an  iH^iTiwI  upun  (bii  duly, 

>  it  lill,  md  yEl  I  miulrodon  it; 

t  by  force,  my  faUAbandi  tidiL — Procflal! 
Kiiy.  fear  doi  rither  ifarick,  w  'iflli,  or  leqt ! 
Tbaugli  my  heiin  bunt,  il  ibill  be  •ilcat.--Sp«k ! 


Thul  'i  hinb— I  voald  hiir  fiiin  rBcrtsd  ilii:  luuit 

»Tn>l»,  vhicb  I  bold  by  iB'»tmmI 
Fnni  L«*r<niCF,  ihe  Cnunl-b<>hnp  oE  dDifOi, 
u  fipf  perpeLiul  lo  inyvrtf  mtd  bvirs, 

My  pnlacc  gpd  my  iiraiom.  lo  your  Ibrfpil) 
en  my  rauon  and  my  kiuuneo. 


Couni  of  Vil  di 
And  ignii-  lime  GcB 
Noble  Vrnetian,  mi 


il  of  Ihe  f\tei  aDd  Army. 
I  wilh  liigh  employmtDU, 


MeundrrthetUle'ibai 

Ipprrilaflitoowii  life:  but  Ihe  cnuDCJl 
PoilpoiK-H  hu  IrUl  ^  the  pmcnt.     If 


AiHl  by  Ibioe  a*n  conFeuiDH.  of  lb«  goill 
Of  irenchery  Hnd  Induon.  yel  ouheard  of 
rnfil  ihi«  tritl — ibe  decree  it  d^mh- 

TJiT  nanir  14  ru«t  from  out  her  rrcDnlt,  lavc 

iiJi  i4nhi|iulm,  pmitencr,  and  fiHti^  foe*, 
id  lUe  grrat  memy  of  oud,  ai  lubjeei 

IT  Uif«  Bud  cauDlry  from  thy  -wickfllueu. 

ir  iiliKi-  vlii-rein  »  Done  Ihan  (bonldii  be  painted, 

iifi  lUiiif-  Ulufiriotiu  predecetfon.  ia 

i>ii|;  uv,  1  ihne  dim  nardi  eq(j™icd  beneatb,- 
"  TUii  place  it  of  Mirioo  Filiero, 


Wbell  the  beboldor 


Dot  loipenk  unin  Ihe  pea|de;  Ibey 

But  ibeie  in  cloted.  the  Ten,  ibe  AvDiiador 
Tlie  Ciuuu,  end  the  cbirf  men  of  Ihe  l'i>ny 
Alone  lill  be  bebobk'n  of  ihydoom, 
Aud  they  are  ready  to  attend  Ihe  Tloet. 

Doge.  Ihou  hut  liiedond  tbaa  ibalt  Ai 


u>  mm  ■«  tou  It,.  ™ue^^i  «  your       tory. 

A  ».cr,iBn  1  tut  tM  moawui  woicu  preccuis 
Tlie  aeparauuB  of  tb«  bead  and  trunk, 

Time  mull  reply  Id  iblli  our  •dm  viUjud||e 

Thai  duel  .Town  aud  h«d-.diall  be  united. 

Tlieir  hiben'  jiidcBieiil,  which  I  uov  pronounce. 

A.  Done,  clad  in  the  dual  robs  and  up. 

To  plot  viib  petty  iniion:  ooi  w  *e, 

Thou  ibilt  be  led  lience  to  the  GianI  ■  Suircaie, 

Wberr  iliuu  and  all  our  priuceaan  Inmiedi 

The  prince.     Thy  vile  accomplieei  liaie  died 

And  tlH-tc,  iIk  ducal  crown  be^g  Gni  inumiid 

The  do«'<  dmlh.  and  Ilie  wolf. ;  but  thou  .ball  fall. 

I.'pon  the  iiMii  ilicre  it  >a>  Gni  ouumed. 

At  Fallt  Ihe  Hon  by  Ibe  hutuen,  pn 

Thy  head  .hjll  be  tmick  off ;  and  lleaxn  lu>e  mtrcy 

ITpoq  lb,  »ul  1 

And  mouFD  eicn.tbe  inerilable  dcslh 

,.,..,rc;..,..„,„..,t 

Provoheil  by  thy  wild  ■nib  and  regal  Berccueii. 

Let  it  be  brief,  and  we  ounel>n  will  be 

Tliy  i;uide>  uoW  Ihe  place  where  SrU  we  were 

(hiited  to  thee  oa  lliy  •uhjeeii,  and 

1  eim  endure  il.— Aud  Ibe  limel 

Thy  lenate ;  and  muu  now  be  p-cied  from  Ibop 

WiiUio  an  hour  Ihou  mutl  br  iu  hit  prseuce. 

A.mchtore.eron>he«lf-«mc*pol.— 
Guard.!  hi™  Ibe  ttogc'i  CKort  to  hu  tb»B)ber. 

1  am  alr»dT;iuid  my  blood  will  TIM 

«i 
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SCENE  II. 

The  Doge's  Apartment. 
The  DoGiaf  jnisontr^  and  tike  Ducbbss  attending  him. 

DOGK. 

Nov  that  the  priest  is  gone,  *t  were  useless  all 

To  linger  out  the  miserable  minutes ; 

But  one  pang  more,  tlic  pang  of  parting  from  diee. 

And  I  ^11  leave  the  few  last  grains  of  sand. 

Which  yet  remain  of  the  accorded  hour, 

Still  falling— I  have  done  irith  Time. 

4H0I0LI1IA. 

Alas! 
And  I  have  been  the  cause,  the  unconscious  caase ; 
And  for  this  funeral  marriage,  this  black  union, 
Which  thou,  compliant  vith  my  fatlicr's  wish, 
Didst  promise  at  his  death,  thou  hast  seal'd  thine  own. 

DOGI. 

Not  so :  there  was  tliat  in  my  spirit  ever 
Which  shaped  out  for  itself  some  great  reverse ; 
The  marvel  is,  it  came  not  until  now — 
And  yet  it  was  foretold  me. 

ARGIOLINA. 

How  foretold  you  ? 

DOGI. 

Jjonff  years  ago — so  long,  they  are  a  doubt 

In  memory,  and  yet  they  live  in  annals  : 

When  1  was  in  my  youth,  and  served  the  senate 

And  signory  as  podesta  and  captain 

Of  the  town  of  Treviso,  on  a  day 

Of  festival,  the  sluggish  bishop  who 

Convey'd  the  Host  aroused  my  rash  young  anger, 

By  strange  delay,  and  arrogant  reply 

To  my  reproof;  I  raised  my  hand  and  smote  him, 

Until  he  reel'd  beneath  his  holy  burthen  ; 

And,  as  he  rose  from  earth  again,  he  raised 

His  tremulous  hands  in  pious  wrath  towards  Heaven. 

Thence  pointing  to  the  Host,  which  had  fallen  from  him, 

He  tum'd  to  me,  and  said,  «  The  hour  will  come 

When  he  thou  hast  o'erthrown  shall  overthrow  thee : 

The  glory  shall  depart  from  out  thy  house. 

The  wisdom  shall  be  shaken  from  thy  soul. 

And  in  thy  best  maturity  of  mind, 

A  madness  of  the  heart  sbnll  seize  upon  thee ; 

Passion  sliall  tear  thee  when  all  passions  cease 

In  othrr  mcUf  or  mellow  into  virtues; 

And  majesty,  which  decks  all  other  heads, 

Shall  crown  to  leave  thee  headless ;  honours  shall 

But  prove  to  thee  the  heralds  of  destruction. 

And  hoary  hairs  of  shame,  and  both  of  death, 

But  not  such  death  as  fits  an  aged  man.w 

Thus  saying,  he  pass'd  on. — That  hour  is  come. 

I  ANGIOLINA. 

I   And  with  this  warning  couldst  thou  not  have  striven 
To  avert  the  fatal  moment,  and  atone 
By  penitence  for  that  which  thou  hadst  done ! 

DOGI. 

I  own  the  words  went  to  my  heart,  so  much 

That  I  remember  d  them  amid  the  maze 

Of  life,  as  if  they  form'd  a  spectral  voice. 

Which  shook  me  in  a  supernatural  dream; 

And  I  repented ;  but 't  was  not  for  mc 

To  pull  in  resolution :  what  must  be 

I  could  not  change,  and  would  not  fear.     Nay,  more, 

Thou  canst  not  have  forgot  wliat  all  remember. 

That  on  my  day  of  landing  here  as  Doge, 


On  my  return  from  Rome,  a  mitt  of  inch 
Unwonted  density  went  on  before 
The  bucentaur,  like  the  colamnal  elond 
Which  usher  d  Israel  out  of  Egypt,  till 
The  pilot  was  misled,  and  disembark*d  as 
Between  the  pillars  of  Saint  Blark'a,  where 't  is 
Tlie  custom  of  the  state  to  put  to  death 
Its  criminals,  iiutead  of  touching  at 
The  Riva  della  Piitglia,  as  the  -wont  is, — 
So  that  all  Venice  shodder'd  at  the  omen. 

'     ANOtOLlNA. 

Ah !  little  boots  it  now  to  recollect 
Such  things. 

DOGI. 

And  yet  I  find  a  comfort  in 
The  thought  that  these  things  are  the  work  of  Fate; 
For  I  would  rather  3field  to  gods  than  men. 
Or  cling  to  any  creed  of  destiny, 
Rather  than  deem  these  mortals,  most  of  whom 
1  know  to  be  as  worthless  as  the  dust. 
And  weak  as  worthless,  more  than  instroments 
Of  an  o'er-ruling  power;  they  in  thenuelves 
Were  all  incapable — they  could  not  be 
Victors  of  him  who  oft  had  conquer'd  for  diem ! 

ANGIOLINA. 

Employ  the  minutes  left  in  aspirations 
Of  a  more  healing  nature,  and  in  peace 
Even  with  tliese  wretches  take  thy  flight  to 

DOGI. 

I  am  at  peace:  the  peace  of  certainty 

That  a  sure  hour  will  come,  when  their  sons* 

And  this  proud  city,  and  these  azure  waters. 

And  all  which  makes  them  eminent  and  bri|^ 

Shall  be  a  desolation  and  a  curse, 

A  hissing  and  a  scoff  unto  the  nations, 

A  Carthage,  and  a  Tyre,  an  Ocean-Babel ! 

AROIOLIHA. 

Speak  not  thus  now :  the  surge  of  passioo  still 
Sweeps  o'er  thee  to  the  last ;  thou  dost  deceive 
Thyself  and  canst  not  injure  them — be  calmer. 

DOGI. 

I  stand  within  eternity,  and  see 

Into  eternity,  and  I  behold — 

Ay,  palpable  as  I  see  thy  sweet  face 

For  the  last  time — the  days  which  I  denoonce 

Unto  all  time  against  these  wave-girt  walls. 

And  they  who  are  indwellers. 

GUAiD  (coming  forward). 

Doge  of  Venice, 
The  Ten  are  in  attendance  on  your  highness. 

DOGI. 

Then  farewell,  Angiolina  ! — one  embrace — 

Forgive  the  old  man  who  luith  been  to  thee 

A  fond  but  fatal  husband — love  my  memory — 

1  would  not  ask  so  much  for  me  still  living. 

But  thou  canst  judge  of  me  more  kindly  now, 

Seeii|iimy  evil  feelings  are  at  rest. 

Bcstm,  of  all  the  fruit  of  tlie^  long  years. 

Glory,  and  wealth,  and  power,  and  fame,  and  nanse. 

Which  generally  leave  some  (lowers  to  bloom 

Even  o'er  the  grave,  1  have  nothing  left,  not  even 

A  little  love,  or  friendship,  or  esteem, 

No,  not  enough  to  extract  an  epitaph 

From  ostentatious  kinsmen  ;  in  one  hour 

I  have  uprooted  nil  my  former  life. 

And  outlived  every  thing,  except  tliy  heart. 


'  I 
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Th^  purr.  1I.C  good,  <1«  fcnUo,  whicb  ■  ill  ufl 

Rui  recoiled  Ibe  people  arc  wilboul. 

Willi  uDimpairJ  bul  aol  a  clamorom  grief 

Slill  k«p Thou  lutnl  a  lalt-AU, !  du  ftiou, 

Slu  !«lh  no  biuib.  no  pulH  •  Goonit  1  kod  your  .id- 

I  ipeik  10  Time  nod  la  l^Iemily, 

1  nnnol  leav>  Ler  Il>u>.  lod  fcl  lii  bcrier, 

OF  wliich  1  puw  •  ponioD,  tun  to  ttuii. 

S.o.e  ..tPf  lifrl™  raommi  .p.™  ■  ping. 

1  hafleo,  lei  my  i oiue  be  u  ■  <piril 

I  (lull  hr  Willi  Ihi  Elirnil— Ull  lier  wainta— 

Upon  you !  Ve  blue  wa.e. '.  wbicb  bore  my  bnnner, 

<>nc  look !— Iiow  com  licr  liniid !  oi  cold  u  mine 

Ye  wind*  t  which  HuiUT-d  oer  » if  you  lo,cd  il, 

Shall  br  ire  tlx  m:over>.— Gciiily  irod  her. 

And  GU'd  my  nellins  uili ..  Ibey  were  wafted 

And  ukf  my  l«*l  ihanki.— 1  tm  rtodj  now. 

To  many  ■  triumph !  Tlioo,  my  Bitite  einh. 

[ni..««ci>^n(ii</Ai>siDi.i>4<ii(A'<i«Iiiir^ 

Wbich  t  ba,e  bled  for,  and  Ihoq  foreign  eanli. 

round  lAtir  mi,lr«,,  «.!«>  h^faioUd.- 

n'hicb  drank  Ihii  willing  blood  frwn  miBy  ■  WDUDd  1 

ficunt  I/i>  [fooi.  Guard.,  tK.,  «(c. 

Ve  iIODei,  in  which  toy  gsre  wilt  not  (ink.  bul 
Heekup  10  Heareo!  Ve  ikiei,  wbleh  will  reee  ■»  i'  '• 

SCENE   111. 

Tliou  un  1  wbicb  >bln»l  on  ihew  ihlogi,  lod  Thou! 
Wliu  kindleil  and  wbo  quencheit  mu:— Attcll 

Tl-r  Cofrt  of  Iht  D-ral  Falter:    Ihr  oulir  gale,  are 

i^iil  againil   tfic  pioplt. — Tkt   Doai  enter!  in  All 

t  poriih.  but  uoi  unateoged  ;  far  aget 

FI0.1  up  from  Ihe  abyii  of  lime  id  be. 

And  ibow  ihcK  eyea,  befon  Ibey  cloic,  tbe  doom 

lity  arrivt  Hi  Iht  lop  0/  lAi  -GliKil't  SUinmH- 

Of  ibl>  proud  cily,  and  1  leaie  oiy  ca™ 

(where  Ae  Dagei  tooi  Aeealluji  Hie  Eiieulianer  il 

Oo  her  and  ben  tor  ever : Yea.  ibc  boun 

>(ulion«(  rtiTf  tuit^i  hii  nuord.  On  arrii..i.j,  <■  CW*/ 

Are  uleolly  engcnderitig  of  Ibe  day. 

o/rte  rn  lake,  aff  Ae  J«coI  co,>om  the  Doj.I 

When  «he  wbo  buili  giinil  Alliji  a  bulwark, 

^nd. 

Uoio  a  bastard  Allito,  wilhoiil 

So,  now  ihe  Doge  i>  DoIliioG,  nod  al  laiE 

Slicddini,  >o  much  blood  in  her  !.<■  deFrnce 

lamagjunUohiioFilicro. 

T  i>  well  lo  be  w,  Ihoueb  bal  for  ■  moraeal. 

Shall  pour  in  laeribce.— She  iball  be  boughl 

Hen  urn  1  cnwn'il,  niid  bin,  bur  wiluM,  lleawD ! 

And  Hild,  ind  be  an  appana(;e  (0  ifaoie 

Who  >hall  de>pi<e  bcr!-She  ^all  .loop  10  be 

Tim  itaiDiDH  ouKkery,  Ibo  ducal  biuble, 

A  proiioce  for  aa  empire,  petty  lawn 

Tluo  t  received  ihe  Foul  omamenl. 

Id  lieu  of  capiial,  wilh  alavH  for  MUle>, 
BcBuan.  for  nobles  P-ndm  for  a  people:  " 

ThouUembk><,Falien>: 

Then,  -hen  ilie  Hebrew  ■.  in  Ihy  palace^  ■■ 
The  IIUD  io  Ihy  bigh  place*,  and  Ihe  Greek 

T  ii  wilb  aje,  lhen.9 

Walki  o'er  thy  man,  and  .mile>  on  ii  for  hit ! 

When  Ih,  palrician.  beg  iheir  biller  bre,«l 

Faliem  •.  bui  ihou  augbi  funher  lo  coauanid. 

In  oarrow  Mreela,  and  in  Iheir  •hameful  need 

Coupalible  wilb  juxict,  lo  rhe  unale! 

Make  Iheir  BobUily.pL,  for  pity! 

Tlicu.  when  Ihe  few  who  iiilt  reiain  ■  wreck 

1  wonld  cnmnumd  my  neplic-  lo  Iheir  merej, 

Of  Ibrir  ereal  hlhen'  herilage  xhall  fawn 

VycoBMri  ID  tbeir  jmiice^  ft.f  mnhipki 

My  doUi.  aod  wch  1  dealb,  migh.  »iile  -11 

Proud  of  aome  name  Ihey  luTe  dlagraeed,  or  iiprang 

Tbcyihell  be  cared  br; 

From  an  adullercA  boeilful  of  her>iili 

Wiib  «»e  large  gondolier  or  foreign  »ldkr, 

Shall  bear  aboul  dieirbaaurdy  in  triumph 

13nb«rd-of !  jy,  Ilicre'i  nolo  liinory 

Thy  wnt  an  in  Ibe  Inweil  ae.le  oF  beioff, 

J^aiaa  ihe  people  ;   bul  lo  lel  lh«n  frm 

And  wbo  u.  ibey  wbo  fell  in  .ueb  .  came! 

ooai.                               - 
Tbe  KiDtf  of  Speru,  aud  the  Doge  of  Vonie.-      F 

Defy  all  code,  lo  image  or  to  name  ibem  -. 

Agii  and  Faliero  1 

All  thine  inlirnianee  .ball  be  her  •heme 

■  ■■■KTHDI. 

Enlnil'd  on  ihy  leu  linuoin  daughlen,  grown 

Ha.1  llioo  more 

Toul-corlodo/           __^^_            ^ 

When  all  iha  iU>  of  cornioerd  ilalH  iball  cliiig  ibee. 

Vice  wilboul  iplendour,  >ia  wilhoul  reUef 

MayUpcakt 

Tboumaytli 

E.en  from  ihe  elo"  of  I0.B  to  waoib  il  oer. 
Bui  in  ii>  .lead  coane  Ibu.  of  babiiude. 

i 


a8o 


BTRON'S  WORKS. 


Depraving  nature's  frailty  to  an  art;-— 

When  these  and  more  are  licavy  on  thee,  when 

Smiles  without  mirth,  and  pastimes  'without  pleasure, 

Youth  without  honour,  age  without  respect. 

Meanness  and  weakness,  and  a  sense  of  woe 

'Gainst  which  thou  wilt  not  strive,  and  dar  st  not  murmur, 

Have  made  thee  last  and  vrorst  of  peopled  deserts; 

Then,  in  the  last  gasp  of  thine  agony. 

Amidst  thy  many  murders,  think  of  mine  / 

Thou  den  of  drunkards  with  the  blood  of  princes!  ^* 

Gehenna  of  the  waters  !  thou  sea  Sodom ! 

Thus  I  devote  tliee  to  the  infernal  gods ! 

Thee  and  thy  serpent  seed  !  . 

[Here  the  Doge  turns^  and  addresses  the  Exe- 
cutioner. 

Slave,  do  thine  office ; 
Strike  as  I  struck  the  foe !  Strike  as  1  would 
Have  struck  tliose  tyrants !  Strike  deep  as  my  curse! 
Strike — and  but  once  ! 

[The  DoGi  throws  himself  upon  his  knees^ 
and  as  the  Executioner  raises  his  sword 
the  scene  closes. 


SCENE    ]V. 


The  Piazza  and  Piattitta  of  Saint  Mark's.—The  Peo- 
ple in  crowds  gaAered  round  the  grated  gates  of  the 
Ducal  Palace^  which  are' shut. 

riasT  ciTizKir. 
I  have  gain'd  the  gate,  and  can  discern  the  Ten, 
Robed  in  their  govrns  of  state,  ranged  round  the  Doge. 

SECOND  CITIZEN. 

I  cannot  reach  thee  with  mine  utmost  effort 
Hovr  is  it  7  let  us  hear  at  least,  since  sight 
Is  thus  proliibited  unto  the  people, 
Except  the  occupiers  of  those  bars. 

riaST   CITIZEN. 

One  has  approach'd  the  Doge,  and  novr  they  strip 

The  ducal  bonnet  from  his  head — and  novr 

He  raises  his  keen  eyes  to  heaven.     I  see 

Them  glitter,  and  his  lips  move — Hush !  hush !  No, 

T  was  but  a  murmur — Curse  upon  the  distance ! 

His  vrords  are  inarticulate,  but  the  voice 

Swells  up  like  mutter'd  thunder;  vrould  vre  could 

But  gather  a  sole  sentence ! 

SECOND  CITIZEN. 

Hush !  vre  perhaps  may  catch  llie  sound. 

riaST  CITIZEN. 

•  T  is  vain. 

I  cannot  hear  him. — How  his  hoary  hair 
Streams  on  the  vrind  like  foam  upon  the  wave  ! 
Now — now — he  kneels — and  now  they  form  a  circle 
Round  him,  and  all  is  hidden — but  I  sec 

The  Ufted  sword  in  air Ah!  hark!  it  falls! 

[7%e  people  murmur. 

THUD  CITIZEN. 

Then  they  have  mnrder'd  him  who  vrould  have  freed  us. 

FODITH  CITIZEN. 

He  was  a  kind  man  to  tlie  commons  ever. 

FIFTH  CITIZEN. 

Wisely  they  did  to  keep  their  portals  barr'd. 
Would  wc  had  known  the  work  they  vrere  preparing 
Ere  we  were  summon'd  here ;  we  vrould  have  brought 
Weapons,  and  forced  them ! 

*  SIXTH  CITIZEN. 

Arc  you  sure  he's  dead? 


pimtr  CfTizKH. 
I  savr  the  svofd  fall — Lo!  what  have  we  hereT 
[filler  on  the  Balcony  of  the  Palace  ^mhichfromlsSaht 
Mark's  Place  a  Chief  of  tbs  Tbh,''  mA  a  kloeij 
sword.    He  waves  it  Arice  before  iRte  PeefU,  nut 
exclaims^ 
«  Justice  hath  dealt  upon  the  mighty  TVaitor !» 
[The  gates  are  opened;  Ae  populace  rusk  iu  tomerit 
the  «  Giant's  Staircase^n  where  the  execution  htt 
taken  place.     The  foremost  of  Aews  exdouu  fe 
those  behind^ 
The  gory  head  roHs  down  the  «  Giant's  Steps  !• 

[  The  curtain  ftJh.  \ 


NOTES. 

Note  I.  Page  24^*  li°^  ^9* 

I  MBOta  Um  tardy  bithap  at  Trtvia*. 

An  historical  facL    See  Marin  Sanato's  Lives  of  tbe 
Doges. 

Note  2.  Page  aSi,  Hne  69. 

A  (joadoU  vilk  on*  oar  odIj. 

A  gondola  is  not  like  a  common  boat,  but  is  as  eauiv  \ 
rowed  with  one  oar  as  withglwo  (though  of  courc  im  ! 
so  swiftly),  and  often  is  so  from  motives  of  pri«acy,  and 
(since  tlie  decay  of  Venice)  of  economy. 

Note  3.  Page  260,  Hne  65. 

They  thiok  thaaMclvea 
Eagagcd  in  tccrtC  to  the  Sigaorj. 

An  historical  fact. 

Note  4«  Pagl®  269,  line  8. 

Wiihia  ear  palaco  pradacia  aiSaa  Polo. 

The  Doge's  private  family  palace. 

Note  5.  Page  270,  line  io5. 

■  Signer  of  the  Kight.a 

«I  Signori  di  Notte»  held  an  important  chaige  ia 
the  old  Republic. 

Note  6.  Page  373,  line  \Z. 

Fnul  Tkar»day. 

«  Giovedi  Grasso,Ti*  *^fat  or  greasy  Thursday,*  which 
I  cannot  literally  translate  in  tlie  text,  was  tlie  day. 

Note  7.  Page  273,  line  67. 

Goardsl  let  iheir  Dooihibc  g«|;Q'd,  rren  in  the  act. 

Historical  fact.    See  Sanuto,  in  the  Appendix  to  thii 
tragedy. 

Note  8.  Page  275,  line  59. 

Say,  coatcrtpt  fathers,  tball  ihc  be  adaiSttad  } 

The  Venetian  senate  took  the  same  title  as  the  R<^ 
man,  of  «  Conscript  Fathers. » 

Note  9.  Page  279,  line  3<>. 

*T  ia  with  age,  then. 

This  was  the  actual  reply  of  Bailli,  mairc  of  Paris,  to 
a  Frenchman  who  made  him  the  same  reproach  on  his 
way  to  execution, in  the  earliest  part  of  their  ievoJati<«. 
I  find  in  reading  over  (since  tlie  completion  of  tbi« 
irn^jedy),  for  the  lirst  time  tlicse  six  years,  «  Venii^  ' 
Preserved,!*  a  s^ular  reply  011  a  different  occasion  kt 
Roiiauli,  and  olfler  coincidences  arising  from  the  sub-  1 
jeci.  I  need  lianlly  remind  the  gentlost  render,  thai 
such  coincidences  must  be  acciilontal,  froin  ilu*  \rvi 
facility  of  their  detection  by  reference  to  so  (topular  a 
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piny  on  Ihi  tap  Mtd  in 


Tiller  look  ig  ihc  biitiicicaJ,  of  the  p(Ti«]  prapliMinI, 
jr  mbtt  nf  the  frw  JMra  prpwding  ll«l  piriod.  Vnk 
imire  olcnlslcd  Ibfir  ■  notlrc  henrmerile  MDrtlrid,!-  ■! 

Icen  mi  looil  mililia,  on  vhil  Bulljorily  I  kon  nol; 
bill  it  It  prrlmiH  llif  dbI;  |iui  of  (he  populiIHia  oal 
uicil.    V(uii«  once  caouincd  no  hiuidnd  iheu- 


Ib  migliDr  parlt.  quDda  i  gni 
■nccor*!.     E  cr     ■* 


mulcK 


iwi  impmlili,  »1td  con  Ifeillnm  fhih.  i 
Ltu|tHCaiKLKUftn,ili  dud  dpi  do^  Quimim 
ftani  del  Gouiglio  dv'  l*iT|;aiiv    /Iflnt.  rL«  in 

tdii  di  Uonglj,  chv  drblriin  dart  i  iCanlini  |wr  k- 
■I  Da(|(,  DOB  mnndoti  Ihhu  prlM.  gli  4h1k>  Du- 

cominiii.  cbi  u  il  Dact,  chc  Bii  cletlo,  fnw 

di  V»eam,  i  uvj  pouam  pronvdHV  M  uia  ri- 

K  quiDdo  fHK  i]  l>os«  vnoHibtCK  ti«  Viccdaf« 

di  Vtaer  le  Dage, 


•end  drl  I 
;    Ctfi  de'  Uu> 


lio  ic  Coaiglier 


Fwt  iDd  Cmki,  ind  Ibe  UuD 

Nol.  M.  Pgerig»,liM 

t  fim  GFlf  DngiM,  /vf  nbdii 
banihh«d  «il]i  ibcir  pyrq  puT  oat—fiire 

•dl  loliut  niutHH  mil  af   lifly  loil 

»»,  boMc*  IiTD  wlio  Ml  in  InllbTi 

o  ihe  nlb-n  of  Hahno 

dalo,  di«l  of  icialian.     Marino  Kilicra  him- 
vlF  pcriBl»d  ai  reUicd,     Amonc«<  hi^  i 


I  prrfilD  Mirino  Falino  Doge. 


b'  CaDnglier 

li  ilciumbrs 


liiUvd,  «>■  drpDHd,  Bl 


luml  B 


I  Jic  coaqiund  Ibc  Mom,  Bod  «i 
113.  Pa);e]So.liu70. 


E  nibilo  turoBO  upcdiic  leHcre  il  d< 
It  era  ■  nana  Ontore  il  Lt^lo  di  Papa  In- 
to VI.  (h' nain  ArigDoiR.  Fh  pm 
Caniiglia  d'clcHcn  dodiel  anbucisdori 
lariDo  Falicn  Dt^ge,  il  ipule  loin  da  Ham 
.  OiiogiliB.  il  Podwu  ouDdb  Taddeo  Ciut 
igliuDki  inconlm,  ton  qiiiodici  GBnunioli.  E  pai  ie- 
ime  a  S,  QemrnK  nil  Bucintoro,  nam  un  pan  culigo, 

Doge  CO"  gnDluniDini  hIIc  piaile  vrmiiTO  di  longo  In 

'    .|uHUTtma'Sd'0lIabn!dE]i]S4'    E doicnilo  •mm' 

Ian  alia  riia  dclla  Paglii  ftr  ^o  oalino  aadanMii  aii 

UmopDre  alls  Htb  ddia  Piana  in  mmn  alk  due  «■ 

rio.     E.-6,laiaBlliaaienor>llBChiMailiS>DKBr« 
alia  iBiidnrionr  di  qwllo.    Em  in  qnnlo  tempo  Canerl 

furoiin.SerCiavanaiCfln»riiii,[Sei'AndrHGlDi(iDi*a!, 
.  Rw  Michrle  Monmidi,  Ser  »moM  Oandolo,  Ser  K. 
ifo.  Ser  Marino  Gndcnigo,  Srr  Harce  BnlSno, 
.Id  FaliciK,  Ser  GioTUni  Quiriai,  St  Lareuio 
0.  ^er  Hbho  Brnbn,  gefr  Slcfano  BcIcgdo.  Scr  Fi 
0  LomlaM,  Ser  Marino  Vmitra,  Scr  Giovanni  Mo. 
barigo.  Ser 


I. 
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I,  e  li  Imvato  ambaaciadore  ■  Roma.     E  ■  d]  g,  d 


:o  Ceiii, 


Schism  Harcdla,  Ser 


BerPai 

Ser  Toni>na» 
Polo,  Ser  Ml 


UoDBIo,  Ser  Berti 
lien  Diwdo,  S 

■Ibi,  See  Jacop 


Pinni, 
Tri<iuiHj,  Ben 
Ser  Marco  Ca- 


idro,  Sen  Schiaie  Polani,  Ser  Han 
lo.  Sera  Stchno  Markni.  Si 
Orio  IVH]uali)|D,  Ser*  Andn 


>,  Srr  Pielro  Tri.iuno.  e  Ser  Tomoujio  Viadro. 
del  Doge :  die  i  Cantiijlicri  nno  ndano  ^11  Oralo 


■  rraltaleJiMoK 


FtUtra  Dosi.  b 
I  •cauio  il  Giotf 
0  la  CacciB.     E 


^ 
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•       « 

tempi  dopo  facta  la  Gaccia  t  andaTa  in  Palauo  del  Doge 
in  una  di  quelle  sale,  e  con  donne  fiLcerasi  una  festic- 
ciuola,  dove  si  balhva  fino  alia  prima  campana,  e  ve- 
niva  una  colaiione;    la  quale  speaa  'facetra  Blcsaer  lo 
Doge,  quando  ▼*  era  la  Dogareua.     E  poscia  tutti  anda- 
vano  a  casa  sua.     Sopra  la  qnal  festa,  psre,  ch«  Scr  Mi- 
cbcle  Steno,  molto  ^ovane  e  povero  gentiiuomo,  ma 
ardito  eascutOfU  quale  era  innamorato  in  certa  doniella 
della  Dogaressa,  esuendo  sul  Solajo  apprexso  le  donne, 
facesae  cert'  atto  non  contoniente,  adeo  che  il  Doge  co- 
mandb  ch'  e'  fosse  buttato  gi&  dal  Solajo.    E  cosi  qnegli 
scudieri  del  Doge  lo  spimero  giu  di  quel  Solajo.  Laonde 
a  Ser  Micbele  panre,  che  fosscgli  stata  fatta  troppo 
grande  ignominia.     £  non  conftiderando  altramente  il 
fine,  ma  sopra  quella  passione  fomita  la  festa,  c  andali 
tutti  via,  qoelh  notte  egli  and6,  e  sulla  cadrega,  dove 
sedeva  il  Doge  nella  Saia  dell'  Udienza  (perchc  allora  i 
Dogi  non  tenevano  panno  di  seta  sopra  la  cndrega,  ma 
sedevano  in  una  cadrega  di  legno)  scrinse  alcune  parole 
disoneste  del  Doge  e  della  Dogaressa,  cioe :  Marin.  Fa- 
Uero  dalUi  btUa  moglie :  jiltri  la  gode^  ed  egli  la  man- 
Hene.    £  la  mattioa  furono  vedute  tali  parole  scritlc. 
E  parve  una  brutu  cosa.     E  per  la  Signoria  fu  com- 
messa  la  cosa  agli  Avvogadori  del  Comune  coo  grande 
efficacia.  I  quali  Awogndori  «ubito  diedcro  taglia  grande 
per  venire  in  cbiaro  della  vcrita  di  chi  avea  scritto  tal 
lettera.     E  tandem  si  seppe,  che  Michcle  Sleno  avealc 
scritte.      E  f u  per  li  Quaranta  preso  di  riienerk);  e  ri- 
tenuto  oonfe«U>,  che  in  quella  passione  d'  essore  stato 
spinto  giu  dal  Solajo,  prescnte  la  sua  amante,  egli  aveale 
scritte.     Onde  poi  fu  placitato  nel  detto  Consiglio,   e 
parve  al  Consiglio  si  per  rif^petto  all'  et^,  come  per  la 
caldena  d'amorc,  di  condannarlo  a  compiere  due  mesi 
in  prigione  serrato,  e  poi  ch"  e  fosse  bandito  di  Vcnciia 
e  dal  di«tretto  per  un  anno.  Per  la  qual  condennagionc 
tanto  piccola  il  Doge  ne  presc  grande  sdegno,  paren- 
dogli  die  non  fosse  stata  fatta  quella  estimozione  della 
cosa,  che  ricercava  h  sua  dignita  del  Ducato.  £  diceva, 
ch'  eglino  doveano  averlo  fatto  appiccare  per  la  gola,  o 
saltern  bandirlo  in  perpetuo    da  Venezia.     E  pcrch^ 
(quando  dee  succedere  un'  cffelto  h  neccssario  die  vi 
concorra  la  cangione  a  fore  tal'  effetto)  era  destinato,  che 
a  Messer  Bfarino  Doge  fosse  tagliata  la  testa,  pcrciu  oc- 
corse,  che  entrata  la  ^uaresima  il  giorno  dopo  die  fu 
condannato  il  detto  Scr  Michcle  Steno,  un  gentiluomo 
daCa  Barbaro,  di  natura  collerico,  andasse  all' Arsenate, 
domandasse  certe  icose  ai  Padroni,  cd  era  alia  prescnza 
de'  Signori  I'Ammiraglio  dell'  Arsenale.     II  quale  intesa 
la  domanda,  dissc,  che  non  si  poteva  fare.     Quel  gen- 
tiluomo  venne  a  parole  coll'  Ammiraglio,  e  dicdegli  un 
pugno  su  un'occhio.     E  pcrche  avea  un'ancllo  in  dito, 
coir  anello  gli  ruppe  la  pellc,  e  fece  sangue.  E  I'Ammini- 
glio  cosi  baituto  e  insanguinato  andb  al  Doge  a  lamcn- 
tarsi,  acciocch^  il  Doge  facesse  fare  grnn  punizione  con- 
tra il  detto  da  Ca  Barbaro:  II  Doge  disse:  Che  vuoi  che 
Ufttccia  ?  Guarda  le  ignominiose  parole  scritte  di  me,  e 
il  modo  ch'h  stato  jsunito  quel  ribaldo  di  Michele  Steno, 
che  le  scrisse.     E  quale  stima  hanno  i  Quaranta  fatto 
della  pertona  nostra  ?     Laonde  I'Ammiraglio  gli  disse  : 
Messer  io  Doge,  se  tH>i  volete  farvi  Signore,  e  fare  ta- 
gUare  tutti  quesU becchi  gentiluomini a  peiti^  mibasta 
I'animo,  dandomi  voi  ajuto,  di  farvi  Signore  di  guesta 
Terra.     E  allora  voi  potretc  castiyare  tutti  costoro.  In- 
tPKO  questo,  il  Doge  disse,  Come  si  pub  fare  una  simile 
cosa  7  E  co^i  entrarnno  in  ragionamento. 

« II  Doge  mandb  a  chiamere  Ser  Bertuccio  Faliero  suo 


nipote,  il  quale  stava  con  loi  in  Plahmo,  e  entrarooo 
in  questa  macchinaiione.  Ne  si  partirono  di  li,  ehemaiv 
daroBO  per  FilippoCalendaro,  nomo  maritcimo  e  di  gno 
seguito,  e  per  Bertuccio  Israello,  ingegnere  e  nomo  ava- 
tissimo.      E  consigliatisi  insieme  diede  ordine  di  efats- 
mare  alcnni  altri.     E  cosi  per  alcuni  giomi  U  non«  h 
riducevano  insieme  in  Palazzo  in  caaa  del  Doge.  E  chia- 
marono  a  parte  a  parte  altri,  -widtUeet  Nicob  F*> 
giuolo,  Giovanni  da  Gnfii,  Stefano  Fagiano,  Nircob 
dalle  fiende,  Riccolb  Bipndq,  e  Stefano  Trivisann.    E 
ordino  di  fiare  sedici  o  diciasaette  Capi  in  diversi  lao|>hi 
della  Terra,  i  quali  avessero  cadaun  di  loro  quarant'ii»- 
mini  prowigionati,  preparati,  non  dicendo  a*  detti  «Boi 
quaranta  quello,  che  volesaero  fire.     Ma  che  il  giom* 
stabilito  si  mostrasse  di  far  quistione  tm  lore  in  divem 
luogbi,  accioccli^  il  Doge  ficesse  sonare  a  San  Slarro  le 
campanc,  le  quali  non  si  posaono  suonare,  s'  ^i  net 
comanda.     E  al  suono  delie   campane  questi  sedici  • 
diciassctte  co'  suoi  uomini  veni&sero  a  S!$an   Uarco  alk 
strade,  die  biittano  in  Piazza.     E  cosi  i  iM>bili  e  priosaij 
cittadini,  che  vcnissero  in  Piazza,  per  sapcre  del  romorr 
do  ch'era,  li  tagliassero  a  pezzi.     E  seguito  questo,  cbc 
fosse  chiamato  per  Signore  Messer  Marino  Faliero  Dogt. 
E  formate  le  coiie  tra  loro,  stabilito  fu,   che  quesio  rl> 
vess'  esscre  a*  i5  d'Aprile  del   i355  in  giorno  di  llcrco> 
IcdI.     La  quale  macchinazione  irattata  fu  tra  loro  rznto 
segrotaracntc,  die  mai  ne  pure  se  ne  soapetto,  non  dw 
se  ne  sapcsse  cos'  alcuna.     Ma  il  Signor'  Iddio,  che  ha 
sempre  ajutaio  questa  gloriosissima  citta,  «■  che  per  le 
santiinonie  e  giustizie  sue  mai  non  I'lia   abbandonafa, 
ispirb  a  un  Beltramo  Borgamasco,  il  quale  fu  m<tto 
Capo  di  quarant'  uomini  per  uno  de'  detti   congiunii 
(il  quale  intese  qunlclie  parola,  sicche  conriprese  Teffeto, 
che  doveva  succedere,  e  il  qual  em  di  ca*ia  di  Ser  Xic- 
colb  Lioni  di  Santo  Stefano)  di  andare  a  di   *  *  *  *  d'Aprik 
a  ca$a  del  detto  Ser  Niccolb  Lioni.      £  gli  disAc  ogoi 
cosa  dell*  ordin  dato.     II  quale  intese  le  cose,  rimasr 
come  morto;    e  inte&e  molle   particoiarila,    il   dcuo 
Beltramo  il  pregb  die  lo  tencsse  scgreto,   e  glielo  dute. 
acciocchJ:  il  detto  Ser  Niccolb  non  si  partisaedicasaa  di 
1 5,  acciocch^  cgli  non  fosse  morlo.  Ed  egli  volendo  par 
tir&i,  il  fcce  ritencrc  a  suoi  di  casa,  e  serrarlo  in  una  ca- 
mera.    Ed  e.sso  andb  a  casa  di  M.  Ciovanni  Gradenigo 
Nasouc,  il  quale  fu  poi  Doge,  che  stava   anch'  egli  i 
Santo  Stefano;  e  dissegli   la  cosa.     La  quale  parra- 
dogli,  com'cra,  d'una  grandissima  importanza,  tulii  e 
due  andarono  a  casa  di  Ser  Marco  0>niaro,  che  scan 
a  San  Felice.     E  detlogli  il  tutto,  tutti  e  rre  dclibera- 
rono  di  venire  a  casa  del  detto  Ser  Niccolb  Lioni,  fd 
esamiiiarc  il  detto  Beltramo.     E  quello  csarainato.  iu- 
tesc  le  co$e,  il  fcrero  sinrc  serrato.  K  andarono  tutti  e  tn* 
a  San  Salvatorc  in  sacrislia,  e  niandorono  i  loro  fomijilt 
a  chiamarc   i  Consiglirri,  gli  Avvog.idori,  i   Capi  dr 
Dieci,  e  que'  del  Consiglio.     K  ridotti  insieme  diisero 
loro  le  cose.    1  quali  riniasero  morti.  E  delibcrarono  di 
mandare  pel  dctio  Beltramo,   e  fattolo  venire  cauu- 
mcnte,ede$aminatolo,  c  <kcrificate  le  cose,  ancorcb^  ne 
seniissero  gran  passione,  pure  pensarono  la  prov\-isione. 
E  mamlarouo   pc'  (^ipi  de'  (Quaranta,   pe*  Signori  di 
notte,  p^  Capi  de'  Sesticri,*'e  pc  Cinque  dflla  Pace.    E 
ordiunio,  ch'  eglino  co'  loro  uomini   lrova«sero  degli 
altri  buoni  uonu||^  e  mandasscro  a  casa  de'  capi  de 
congiuraii,  tit  supra^mettcf^sero  loro  le  niani  uddoj^Mi. 
E  tolscro  i  drtti  le  Maesirerie  dell'  iVrsenale,  accioccbr  i 
provvisionati  dc'  congiurali   non   ))Otesscro   offenderii. 
E  si  ridiusero  in  Palazzo  verso  la  sera.      Dove  ridotii 
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caaSlAmI 


n,  ill  giuou  al  dclli>  Coiwuliu  *  e»- 

urano  iiunli .  Ser  tiiovaiuii  Ma«ni|^, 

dfl  Swirro  <li  &>u  Marco ;  ScV  Alnon  Vnim  dj  Saiiia 
Cailcllei  Srr  Tammuo  VuJro, 

irl  SalWro  di  Canengini  Scr  Gioniuii  Suuida,  dri 
wiirn  dl  Una  Crocci  Srr  Pwirti  Tri>iua(>,  dc)  Se- 
KitrodiStnPiolo,  5(Tl>uul>D«Biirba  il  Gnuda,  del 
wlitn  <l'[>HodurD.  ClI  Avvogadori  del  Camuw  fu- 
i>Di>  Sn  Zufndii  MuriHioi.  t  Sec  Onn  Puquiligo,  a 
|uc>ti  non  baliollarono.  Que* del  Ctiiuielia  di'  Died,* 
unao :  tier  Ciooiuii  Xircello.  Ser  TammiM  Saauda. 
'  Sir  M-cboleiio  I>olliDo.  Capl  M  deiio  CoEHiglia  da' 
liaci^  Sir  Luca  ila  Leggr,  aSer  Pielro  di  MoiUi,  Iai|ui- 
>■•«■  .lal  dallD  Couiglw :  Scr  Maieo  Polanl,  Scr  tUnoo 
kcnicra.  Sar  Uada  LomhinU),  Ser  Ejicolella  TriviHoe 
la  Sam'  Angivla.  Qaaii  claurro  In  huii  uiu  Giuuia, 
lella  nolle  ridalti  quati  lul  rompar  del  gioTBo,  di  lEDti 

lidii,  pa  enDiulura.  unii  pec<>  clie  DelloKra  pallol- 
lola.  E  ucn  «i  taUero  ilriipa  da  Ot  Falian.  E  cac- 
M>Jo  Filiera,  a  un'  allru 


■•  fiwa  deL  Conii 

Ui  FoLian  da  San 

•audrl  Doga.  Equal 

li,  IVacunioc 


diUaC 


I,  Scr'  AndnaEnuo.  Procuralore,  Ser 
Liomcdo  CiuUipiui,  Pncuraliire,  Ikr'  Andrea  CoBCa- 
riai,  5<r  Smoat  Dsndolo.  Set  Nieeoli  Volpa,  Ser  Cid- 
•aoiii  UmUuu.  Scr  MarcD  Diedo,  Scr  GiaiBmi  Cra- 
dnipo.  Ser'  Andrea  Cumara,  Caialicre,  Stc  Marco  So- 
Ruun,  Ser  Ilu).icri  da  M<Hla,  Scr  Gauoo  HarnHo,  8ar 
Marino  HwihSdo,  Seie  Sicfano  Belegno,  Scr  N.ccoU 
Lioni.  Scr  Fllippo  OriD,  Scr  Uarco  Trivliaua,  Scr  Jl- 
capo  Bnoadiao.  Scr  Giovanni  F«carini.     E  dil 

HtaMT  Muino  Faliiro  Oof,:,  >l  quale  andaii  pi 
lam  con  pan  fleale,  genliluoinini,  e  ahn  buona  | 


ilciio  ConiiElio  de'  Dicci.  cbe  Filippo  Calan- 
' Ihrlucri  liraeUo  roucraappiecali  alia  c(Jc 
:  UlrDoitc  del  I'llaoD,  ncUc  quali  Ma  a  tc 
[i  fola  ddia  Caccia.     E  csi)  furona  appic 
labile  id  hnrca.     E  ocl  ^mo  kedcdif* 


in  dalle  Bcode.     Far< 


ilGuai 


nCinu 


E  a  dl  1 6  d'  Aprils,  (poma  di  Veucrdi,  Fu  Bnian 
•cl  deiu  Consigbo  dc'  Dicci,  di  lagliare  la  inu  a  lin- 
er Marina  FalicTD  UoQe  <ul  palo  delb  teaU  di  piam, 
Invc  i  Uogi  B>n™no  II  prima  MeramcnlD,  quande  aiua- 
AHD  prima  in  Poluxo.  E  coil  terralo  il  Palauo,  b 
naliina  tcfucuLc  0  on  di  lem.  hi  tagliau  la  Ictta  al 
IrllD  Doge  ■  dl  17  d'  Aprile.  B  prima  h  bcmim  Fu 
olla  di  it>iJialdetIoDiiec,B>BDlicbcTcniiaeeiadalU 
cala.  E  conipioia  la  giiuiioa.  pare  clie  un  Opo  de' 
ticci  aodanc  alle  Calnnoc  del  Palaiio  Kpn  la  Piain, 

tula  falta  la  grail  gimUiiM  dtl  TrmdilliTt.  E  apcrU  la 
lorta,  tulli  cnmrmia  deniro  eon  gran  hiria  a  tedera  il 
>0(|c»  eh'  ent  fUia  gLuillfiaio.  E*  da  npcro*  ehe  a  fun 
a  delta  giniriiia  bob  f  u  Scr  Giannni  Sanodo  il  Conai- 
;lirn*.  pereliienBBilaIaacaiapfl'diFe[[odellapeiioiu, 
iccM  fnrona  quatlordiei  (oli.  ehe  balkMUnuis,  eiot 
inqna  CoDuglieri,  e  naoc  del  Coaiiglia  da' Dirri.  KFu 
trno,  cbe  m<ll  i  bcni  del  Doge  faawro  COBfitfBlL  Del 
jiniiuie,  e  cihI  dcgli  allri  tndilori.  E  fu  eonee 
il  dcllo  Doge  pel  dello  Ooniiglia  de  Dicci,  ch  egli  pa. 
etieorduiare  del  auo  per  dueali  due  roila-  Abcd 
■rc«o,  cbe  lulli  i  CoBiiclieTi.  e  AwogadoridelComuDc, 
|ua'  del  ConaigliD  de'  Dieci,  e  della  Giunia,  th'  t 


l^nU  in  'iu  loro,  tundi 
IDC  a  al  MO  lino.     Eel 

lal  licenia  ■*  tnoi  fl(Jiuaa 
li.  Eiiandiofudalalki 
rlla  Caocellcria.  ciot  dr 
prendtfe  le  dcpoiuiiHi 


ra  de'  Conpaalelli,  Serinu  de'  Si- 


pdire  uelU  HH  area  a  San  Giovaaai  a  P>oK  k 

quale  ol  pceacBIa  t  in  quell  andilo  per  luaaokClue- 

ila  di  Sania  Maria  della  Puce,  5iiu  fore  pal  Veicon 

Gabriello  di  Bergamo,  a  un  caBoBe  di  p«ln  cm  queatc 

nel  gnn  CoDiiilio  Baa  (litualofaltoalcuiibricn,  nw 

Mmrini  Falttn,  lUetpitati pra  crimCmiiii.  Epan.clii 
la  HU  can  fove  dala  alia  China  di  Sam'  Apenolu,  la 
qual  en  quelle  gnnde  tnl  poata-    T«neii 


di  a  Fali, 


IFalier 


CDB  dinari  dalU  Chiea.  Kh  tnglio  re^i 
Iruai.  chi  •olenao.  ehe  Fow  ihho  nel 
t:  MariHUt  faUlTB  Dhm.    Tcaierilai  ■■■  c 

I  oiaai  degon  al  lun  merilo,  il  quale  i  qu 
I  poBlo  >u  la  lua  lepollura : 


a84 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


«  Nod  TOglio  restar  di  scrirere  qaello  che  ho  lefto  in 
una  cronica,  eio^,  che  Marino  Faliero  trovandosi  Po- 
desta  e  Gapitano  a  Treviso,  e  doTeado«i  fan  una  pro- 
(^fftionef  i\  tmcovo  Ktette  troppo-  a  for  renire  il  Corpo 
di  Cristo.  II  dctto  Faiicro  era  di  tanla  nuperliia  e  ar- 
roganza,  che  diode  un  buffet  to  al  prefato  Ve»covo,  per 
modo  ch'  egli  quasi  cadde  in  terra.  Perb  fu  permemo, 
che  il  Faiicro  perdctte  Tintelletto,  •  fece  h  mala  morte, 
come  ho  scritto  di  topra.* 

Croniea  di  SAftiiCo— Muratori  S.  S.  Rerum  Italicarum 
— vol.  zxii.  6a8 — iHg, 

If. 

MCCCLIV. 
MARINO  FALIERO,  DOGE  XLIX. 

Or  the  eleventh  day  of  September,  in  the  year  of  our 
Lord  1354,  Marino  Faliero  was  elected  and  chosen  to  be 
the  Duke  of  the  Commonwcahh  of  Venice,  lie  was 
Count  of  Valdemarino,  in  the  Marches  of  Treviso,  and 
a  Knight  and  a  wealthy  man  to  boot.  As  soon  os  tlie 
election  was  conpleled,  it  was  resolved  in  the  Great 
Council,  that  a  depulaiiou  of  twelve  sliould  be  di^ 
patched  to  Marino  Faliero,  ^the  Duke,  who  was  then  on 
his  way  from  Rome ;  for,  when  he  was  cho^n,  he  was 
ambassador  at  the  court  of  the  Holy  Father,  at  Rome, 
— the  Uoly  Father  himself  held  his  court  at  Avignon. 
When  Messer  Marino  Faliero  the  Duke  was  about  to 
land  in  this  city,  on  tlio  fifth  day  of  October,  t3.'>4t  i^ 
thick  haie  came  on,  and  darkened  the  air;  and  he  was 
enforced  to  land  on  the  place  of  Saint  Mark,  betwceu 
the  two  columa<t  on  the  spot  where  evil  doors  are  put 
to  death;  and  all  thought  that  this  was  the  worst  of 
tokens. — Nor  must  I  forget  to  write  that  which  1  have 
read  in  a  chronicle. — When  Messer  Marino  Faliero  was 
podesta  and  Captain  of  Treviso,  the  bishop  delayed 
coming  in  with  the  holy  sacrament,  on  a  day  when  a 
procession  was  to  take  pkce.  Now  the  said  Marino  Fa- 
liero was  so  very  proud  and  wrathful  that  lie  buffeted 
the  bishop,  and  almost  struck  him  to  the  ground.  And 
therefore.  Heaven  allowed  Marino  Faliero  to  go  out  of 
his  right  senses,  in  order  that  he  miglit  bring  himself  to 
an  evil  death. 

When  this  Duke  had  held  the  dnkedom  during  nine 
months  and  six  days,  he  being  wicked  and  ambitious, 
sought  to  make  himself  lord  of  Veniee,  in  the  manner 
which  1  have  read  in  an  ancient  chronicle.  Wlien  the 
Thursday  arrived  upon  which  they  were  wont  to  hunt 
the  bull,  the  bull-hunt  took  place  as  usual ;  and  accord- 
ing to  the  usage  of  those  times,  after  the  bull-hunt  had 
ended,  they  all  proceeded  unto  tlie  palare  of  the  Duke, 
and  assembled  together  in  one  of  his  lialls;  and  they 
disported  themselves  with  the  women.  And  until  the 
first  bell  tolled  they  dancrd,  and  then  a  banquet  was 
served  up.  My  Ijonl  the  Duke  paid  the  expenses  there- 
of, provided  he  had  a  Duchess,  and  after  the  banquet 
they  all  returned  to  their  homes. 

Now  to  this  feast  tlirre  came  a  certain  Sor  Michelo 
Steno,  a  gentleman  of  poor  cstnio  and  very  youn(t,  but 
crafty  and  daring,  and  wlio  loved  one  of  the  damsels  of 
the  Diicho<s.  Sor  Miclicio  stood  amongst  the  women 
upon  the  solajo ;  and  ho  boliavod  indiseroetly,  so  that 
my  I^rd  tlio  Diikc  ordered  that  ho  should  ho  kicked  off 
the  sohijo;  and  the  esquiro.s  of  the  Duke  lliiiig  him 
down  from  the  solajo  accordingly.    Scr  Michclc  thought 


that  such  aaaflFront  was  beyond  all  bearing ;  and  whea 
the  feast  vras  over,  and  all  other  persons  had  left  the 
pala^,  he,  contuuung  heated  with  anger,  went  to  the 
hall  of  audience,  and  wrote  certain  unseemly -words  re- 
lating to  the  Duke  and  the  Duche«.%  upon  Cke  chair  ia 
which  the  Duke  was  used  to  sit ;  for  in  those  days  the 
Duke  did  not  cover  his  chair  with  cloth  of  sendal,  bat 
he  sat  in  a  chair  of  wood.     Ser  Michele  wrote  thereoa : 
— mMarin  Falier,  thehu^nd  of  Uie  fair  wife ;  ofken 
kiss  her,  hut  he  keeps  her.»   In  the  morning  the  wonk 
were  seen,  and  the  matter  was  considered  to  be  very 
scandalous;  and  the  Senate  commanded  tl&e  Awogadari  ■ 
of  the  Commonwealth  to  proceed   tlierein  with  the ' 
greatest  diligence.     A  largesse  of  great'amount  was  van- 1 
mediately  proffered  by  the  Avvogadori  in  order  to  dis-  < 
cover  who  had  written  these  words.     And  at  length  it 
was  known  that  Michele  Steno  liad  written  them.    It 
was  resolved  in  the  Council  of  Forty  that  he  shoaU  k 
arreated;  and  he  then  confessed,  that  in  a  fit  of  vcU"  | 
tion  and  spite,  occasioned  liy  his  being  thrust  off  the  ' 
solajo  in  the  presence  of  his  mistrc&s,    lie  had  writtea 
the  words.     Therefore  the  Coimcil   debal<?d   tliereou. 
And  tlw  Council  took  hi«  youth  into  cousideraiion,  aaJ 
tliat  ho  was  a  lover,  and  therefore  they  adjudged  that  • 
he  should  be  kept  in  close  confinemoat  during  tvo 
months,  and  that  afterwards  he  should  be  banished  frdoi 
Venice  and  the  state  during  one  year.     In  consequrnee  ; 
of  this  merciful  sentence  the  Duke  became  exceediagli 
wroth,  it  appearing  to  him  that  the  Council  had  not 
acted  in  such  a  manner  as  was  required  by  the  mpect 
due  to  his  ducal  dignity;  and  he  said  tliat  they  ou^hi 
to  have  condemned  Ser  Michele  to  be  hanged  bv  the 
neck,  or  at  least  to  be  banished  for  life. 

Now  it  was  foted  that  my  Lord  Duke  Marino  was  1« 
have  his  head  cut  off.     And  as  it  is  neccs.<Ary  whenajnf 
effect  is  to  be  brought  about,  tliat  the  cause  of  such  e^ 
feet  must  happen,  it  therefore  came  to  pass,  that  oniW 
very  day  after  sentence  had  been,  pronounced  on  Scr 
Michele  Sieno,  being  the  first  day  of  Lent,  a  gentlesua 
of  the  house  of  Rarbaro,  a  choleric  gentleman,   wcat 
to  the  arseual  and  roquiretl  certain  things  of  ilie  mas- 
ters of  the  galleys.     This  he  did  in  the  presence  of  the 
admiral  of  the  arseual,  and  he,   hearing  tlie  reque<t,  : 
answered, — No,  it  cannot  be  done. — High  words  aroie  | 
between  the  gentleman  and  the  admiral,  and  tlie  g»- 
tleman  struck  him  with  his  fist  just  above  the  eye ;  and 
as  he  happened  to  have  a  ring  on  his  finger,  the  ring 
cut  the  admiral  aud  drew   blood.     The  admiral,  all 
bruised  and  bloody,  ran  straight  to  the  Duke  to  com- 
plain, and  with  the  intent  of  praying   him  to  inAict 
some  heavy  punishment  upon  the  gentleman  of  Ca  Bar- 
baro. — oWhat  wouldst  thou  have  me  do  for  thee** 
answered  tlie  Duke; — « think  upon  tlic  Uiameful  gibe 
which  hath  been  written  concerning  me  ;  and  think  on 
the  manner  in  which  they  have  punished  that  ribald 
Michele  Steno,  who  wrote  it ;  aud  see  how  the  Council  I 
of  Forty  respect  our  person. » — I'pon  this  the  admiral 
answered; — «  My  Lord  Duko,  if  you  would  wish  10  make  | 
yourself  a  prince,  aud  to  cut  all  those  cuckoldy  gentle-  ■ 
inou  to  pioces,  I  have  the  lioart,  if  you  do  but  help  me,  ! 
to  make  you  priuce  of  all  lUh  slate  ;  and  then  you  may 
punish  llicui  all.»— Iloarini;  this,  the  Duke  s;iid  ; — hHi'V  ' 
ran  sucira  matter  be  brought  about ?» — aud  so  tlury 
discouri^d  llicrron. 

The  Duko  railed  fur  lus  nephew,  Ser  liertuccio  Faliero, 
who  lived  with  him  in  the  palace,  and  they  communed 


J     HARIHO  FALIEKO. 


•cm  for  niilip  Calmdin,  ■ 
for  Bmuccio  linpJIo.  vlit 
euniiine.  Tbm,  taking  et 
1b«y  itgmd  ui  nil  In  lo 


mHarc 


And  11  tb(  noDod 


,  IhniiiEh  Ih 


Fi^thilicDukriiliomcia 
iR  m»P  we«  mIM  ia  milBly! 
<-..nT>iini  Jm  (>irFu,  Stchnn 
If,  Mc.'dIo  Rlanilo,  and  Slr- 
icrnM  iliji  «»i»n  ar  mrd- 
Dwd  ia  iiriouK  pirU  dF  tlie 

■nikeaf- 
id  ifaciT,  in  onlcr  Uuii 
fbV  talline  lbs  belb  of 
rung  but  by  Lhe  order 

of  Uie  hfUt.  ibrH  aii- 

1  irliicli  opoi  upon  the 


p  iheir  m™  other  good  men  snd  true,  »ho  *m 
«ed  to  the  Kcwwi  of  ilie  rmglndm  of  llie  coo- 
r  and  Kiurr  Ihcfn.  And  Lb«y  vcured  Ilip  (ore- 
nun  of  ilwBrKinl.  inordFTIlut  Ibe  CDin|unl«n  ini|lil 
miHbief.    Towsrdi  nljIilMI  Iha;  unnblnl  ia 

■  u>hI  Uie  gnlra  of  (It*  (tuadnngle  of  the  fulaet 
a\at.  And  they  wot  to  tbe  lutper  ol  lh>  brll- 
■Dd  hriude  the  tolling  ot  (he  bdl>.  All  thi> 
iriied  into  effect.  Tlie  brfDrr^neBtioited  «■>- 
n  T«e  tenred,  and  thF^  vets  broaghl  10  Uu 
i  iDd  ■■  tbe  Council  nf  Trn  uv  that  ilir  Voke 
led  ihii  i»«iiy  of  ih*  lei 


IF  into  ihe  Pia*,  id  know  ihe  fsuk  of  the  riot,  diea 
eoBtpimort  verT  Id  cut  them  Id  piecei;  and  Ihit 
k  being  finiiLed.  my  I.Drd  Marino  Faliero  tbe  Duke 
.  to  be  pftKloimed  the  Lord  of  Venice.  Thin^  luvin^ 
n  Ibut  Hilled,  ihey  agreed  lo  fotlil  iheir  inieni  on 
WednetdiT,IheBFlFeo(hdiy  of  April,  in  Ibe  year  i3SS. 
Inertly  did  Ibey  ptol,  that  no  one  everdreaml  ol 


leaf  hrioglnf  the  plolloli^t 
I  Ibe  bLldwing  maoner.  Thii  Bel  iranut,  vho  belonged 
I  SerMcFoUi  Lioni  ofSiuilo  StefaDn.lHdhevd. 
r  (wo  dF  whal  VB>  Id  laka  place;  and  *o,  in  Ibe  before. 
leniiDDeil  niDmb  of  April,  he  wcpl  1p  the  boiuc  pf  rli 
'bre^aid  Ser  Niceolo  LiDUl*  and  told  him  all  tbe  porti 
ilan  of  the  plol.  Ser  Siccolo.  when  he  heard  a 
iFw  ihinjp,  lai  tlrock  duul.  a<  ii  irere,  viih  affrigli 

I  keep  ir  all  lecret ;  and  if  he  told  Ser  Kii^cdIo,  il  vi 
I  order  lliil  Ser  Niccc^  nlghl  nop  al  boue  on  lli 
fifiKiuh  of  April,  and  iIiih  lave  bii  life.  Bdlnna  «■ 
'  utSer?ficcD]o  ordered  bifkerraBtt  lo  lay  band* 


VeniFi-a  da  Saain  Uarina,  of  the 

SerTommiH  ViadrD.oFlheSeMiero  of  Caoercgin,- Ser 

GiDnoni  Sanodo,  of  ihe  Seiticro  of  Santa  Croce  i  Ser 
Triviunp,  oF  Ihe  Settierp  of  San  Paolo ,  Ser  Pin- 
f  Barbo  il  Crande,  oE  Ibe  Settien  of  Otudura. 
Inogadori  of  ihe  <>ipimontie«llh  were  Zufrcdo 
mi.  and  Ser  Orio  PiiiipiaU||a;  and  lline  did  not 
.     Tbute  pf  Ibe  Council  of  Ten  yita  Ser  tiioTwmi 

Uarcello,  Ser  Totnuuw  Saupdo,  and  Ser  Hiclielnio  Dol- 
iha  bradi  of  tin  aFsmaid  Cpunoil  of  Tan,  Ser 
da  Irte'-  ">^  ^'  fi'"^ 


of  M 


.     SerNi 


lo  then 


idU«,„ 


San  Velii 


ai  Gndenigo  NaK 


leoFlii 


h  bin 


lo  go  back  lo  ihi 
te  Ihe  uid  Bellru 
ba<<ii|i  ([aeiiianed  him,  and  beard  all  ibai  he 
My,  ihey  left  him  in  conBnemeni.  And  Iben  t 
■lim  urai  into  tin  aenuy  of  San  Silialore,  a 
Ijieir  raob  ro  lummon  tbe  CovueiBon,  tbe  Aivoipidori, 
iheCipide' Uieci.andlhawaf  tbeGrcDlCoui    " 

When  all  were  aHembled,  Ibe  vhole  ilary 
la  IbTD.  Tliey  acre  ilrurk  dead,  a)  il  « 
affrigbl.  They  delenniued  lu  i^id  for  Beliti 
<■■«  broagblin  before  tbcm,     Tbey 


iieeadiii^y  Iroubled,  ycl  they 


,  aliboa 


And  iheyaeui  for  ihc  Capl  de' 


men  of  the  uaie  iboal 
purpoHoFfoiuuliBtion  a 
ihey  ihoald  not  be  alloved  lo 
TTit  eouMellon  i 


o  Ihein,  Fiv 
n,  but  Ibat 


I,    ot  >l 


'Srflier 


%  Ser  Cionmni 
«i  Ser  AlnMto 
I  nf  Caalelloi 


iheaFonwidCouneil.     And 

Ser  Marco  Polani.  Ser  Ma- 

rino  Vcniero,  Sec  Lando  Loabarfo, 

and  S«r  SiwJeno 

cbote  a  junlo  of  iitenty 

loblemi 

oF  Vcnlee  from 

1  and  llie  aided. 

b«llot.    Andihsy 

wonld  nM  admit  any  one  o 

UFalH 

TO.     AndSieeolo 

Foliero 

■ere  eipelled  from  U>e  Couneil,  beea 

Id  Ibe  funily  of  Ihe  Doge 

And 

ereaiiag  thejunin  oFlveniy 

'aimuc 

p™i«l  thronah- 

oncIbenlJIIe.     Tbefollowin 

.en  Ihe  mcnhen  of  ihe 

ion..  Ser  Lionardo  Cina. 

,,...i,.>.,l.,'<.',Ni-vl..r.'DSaran>o,SerllinieridaMa*la, 
r  Uii^ipy  Mjr.'L'Uu.  Ser  Marino  Horoitni,  SetSlefano 
'lF(jnD.  Ser  llicrolo  Ijoni,  Ser  (llippo  Orio.  Rer  Marco 
iriwna,  SerioeopaVngidinB.  Ser  Gionuini  Fouarioi. 
Tbne  Kenly  wtre  aceordinnly  called  in  lo  iIh 
CooncU  of  Ten:  and  Ibey  leoi  for  my  Lord  Marian 
Faliero  the  Dukr;  and  my  Lord  Harino  vai  Ihen  cnu- 
wning  in  ibe  palace  wilh  people  of  gnat  etditc,  gi*- 
lltnen,  and  oiher  good  men,  none  of  -wlion  haeir  yM 
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with  several  Mamen,  and  people  of  varioiu  ranlu. 
Tliese  were  examined,  and  the  truth  of  the  plot  was 
ascertained. 

On  the  ftizteenth  of  April,  jud(pnent  was  given  in  the 
Council  of  Ten,  tliat  Filippo  Calendaro  and  Bertuccio 
Israello  should  be  hanged  upon  the  red  pilbrs  of  the 
balcony  of  the  paluce,  from  which  the  Duke  is  wont  to 
look  at  the  bull-hunt :  and  they  were  hanged  with  gags 
in  their  moutlis. 

The  next  day  the  following  were  condemned : — Kic* 
coIo  Zuccuolo,  Nicoletto  Blondo,  Nicoletto  Doro,  Marco 
Giuda,  Jacomello  Dagolioo,  Nicolcito  Fidcle,  tlie  son  of 
Filippo  Calendaro,  Marco  Torcllo,  called  Israello,  Stefano 
Trivi&ano,  tlie  money-changer  of  Santa  Marglicrita,  and 
Antonio  dalle  Deode.  These  were  all  taken  at  Chioiza, 
for  ihey  were  endeavouring  to  escape.  Afterward**,  by 
virtue  of  tlie  senlence  which  wa^  passed  upon  tlieni  in 
the  Council  of  Ten,  they  were  hanged  on  succesMve 
days,  some  singly  and  some  in  couples,  upon  the  co- 
lumns of  tlie  palace,  beginning  from  the  red  columns, 
and  so  going  onwards  towards  the  canal.  And  other 
prisoners  were  discliarged,  because,  although  they  liad 
been  involved  in  the  conspiracy,  yei  they  had  not  assisted 
ill  it :  for  they  were  given  to  understand  by  some  of 
the  heads  of  the  plot,  that  they  were  to  come  armed 
and  prepared  for  the  service  of  the  state,  and  in  order 
to  secure  certain  criminals,  and  they  knew  nothing  elic. 
Nicoletto  Alberto,  the  Guardiaga,  and  Bartolommeo 
Ciriuola  and  his  son,  and  several  others,  who  were  not 
guilty,  were  discluirged. 

On  Friday,  the  sixteenth  day  of  April,  judgment  was 
also  given,  in  the  aforrsaid  Council  of  Ten,  that  my 
Lord  Marino  Falicro,  the  Duke,  should  have  his  head 
cut  off,  and  that  the  execution  should  be  done  on  the 
landing-place  of  the  stone  staircase,  where  the  Dukes 
take  their  oath  when  they  tint  enter  the  palace.  On 
the  following  day,  the  seventeenth  of  April,  the  doors 
of  the  palace  being  shut,  the  Duke  liad  his  head  cut  off, 
about  the  hour  of  noon.  And  the  cup  of  cMtate  was 
taken  from  the  Duke's  head  before  he  came  down  stairs. 
When  the  execution  was  over,  it  is  said  that  one  of  the 
Council  of  Ten  went  to  the  columns  of  the  palace  o>er 
against  the  place  of  8t  Mark,  and  tliat  he  sliowed  the 
bloody  sword  unto  the  people,  crying  out  with  a  loud 
voice — «  The  terrible  doom  hath  fallen  upon  tlic  trai- 
tor!» — and  the  doors  were  opened,  and  the  people  all 
rushed  in,  to  see  tlie  corpse  of  the  Duke  who  had  been 
beheaded. 

It  must  be  known,  that  Ser  Giovanni  Sanudo,  the 
councillor,  was  not  present  when  the  aforesaid  M*ntcnce 
was  pronounced;  hecuiise  he  was  unwell  and  rvmiiiued 
at  home.  So  that  only  fourteen  balloted ;  that  is  to 
say,  five  councillors,  and  nine  of  the  Council  of  Ton. 
And  it  was  adjudged,  tliat  all  ihc.lands  and  chattels  of 
tlie  Duke,  as  well  as  of  the  other  traitors,  should  he 
forfeited  to  the  state.  And,  as  a  grace  to  the  Duke,  it 
wfis  resolved  in  the  Council  of  Ten,  lliat  he  should  be 
allowed  to  dispov  of  two  thousand  ducats  out  of  his 
own  property.  And  it  was  resolved,  that  all  the  coun- 
cillors and  all  the  .Vvvogadori  of  the  commonwrnlth, 
those  of  the  Council  of  Ten,  and  the  members  of  the 
junta  who  had  assisted  in  passing  sentence  on  the  Duke 
and  the  other  traitors,  should  have  the  privilege  of  car- 
rying arms  both  by  day  and  by  night  in  Venice,  and 
from  Grado  to  (iavazere.  And  they  were  also  to  be 
allowed  two  footmen  carrying  arms,  the  aforesaid  foot- 


men IWiog  and  boutUng  with  them  in  ihair  own  houn, 
And  be  who  did  not  keep  two  footmen  mighl  traarfw 
the  privilege  to  his  sons  or  hia  bratbera;  but  oak  m 
two.  Permission  of  carrying  arms  waa  also  granted  !■ 
tlie  four  Notaries  of  the  Chancery,  that  is  to  tMj,  of  ik 
Supreme  Court,  who  took  the  depositions;  aad  tkn 
were  Amedio,  Nicoletto  di  I.«orinOy.  SicffiaaeUo,  tai 
Pietro  de  Gompostelli,  the  secretaries  of  the  Signoii  ii 
Notte.  I 

After  the  traiton  had  been  hanged,  and  the  Dake  W ' 
had  his  head  cut  off,  the  sute  remained  in  great  tnsi 
quillity  and  peace.    And,  as  I  have  rend  in  a  chronickl 
the  corpse  (^  the  Duke  was  removed  in  a  barge,  vii  { 
eight  torches,  to  his  tomb  in  the  church  of  San  GieoM '. 
e  Paolo,  where  it  was  buried.     The  tomb  u  now  a 
that  aiftle  in  the  middle  of  the  little  church  of  Suk 
Maria  dcUa  Pace,  which  was  built  by  Bifthop  Gabrid  if 
liergamo.     It  is  a  coffin  of  stone,  with  these  wncds  » 
graved  thereon  :  «  Heic  jacet  Domunus  Jftf  n'naulUcSf 
Dux.* — And  tliey  did  not  paiut  bis  portrait  in  the  bl . 
of  the  Great  Couucil : — But  in  the  place  where  it  oafM  , 
to  have   been,  you  see  these  wordt : — «  Bic  est  Itat 
Marini  FaUtro  decapitati  pro  crtmitiifrus»^-and  it  is 
thought  that  his  house  was  granted   to  the  churdi  rf 
Sant'  Apostolo;  it  was  tliat  great  one  near  the  bridft 
Yet  this  could  not  be  the  case,  or  else  the  family  boofk 
it  back  from  the  church;  for  it  still  belongs  to  CaFa- 
liero.    I  mnst  not  refrain  from  noting,. tliat  some  wishii 
to  write  the  following  words  in  the   place  whin  ks 
portrait  ought  to  have  been,  as  aforesaid  :^-^  JVariaai 
FaUtro  Dux,  temeritai  me  cepit,  ptenaa  Ims,  decaplalM 
pro  criminibus.» — Others, also,  indited  a  couplet, 
of  being  inscribed  upon  his  tomb. 

•  Dus  VeactoBi  JK«i  hric,  pairiam  qai  pn>d«r« 
SctptrA,  decBt,  ccbaub,  pcrdidii.  aiqua   rapal.a 

[  I  am  oMioed  for  ihis  ««r«IUiit  trjaaUlioa  of  lh«  aid 
Mr  r.  Cohen,  to  wbom  ibo  reader  will  tind  hivftclf  iadcbtfd  far  ■••»• 
•ion  that  1  could  not  nytalf  (ihougfa  sttmr  manj  }*ar»*  iaictHant 
with  luliaa,  bar*  gi*ca  hy  aoy  acaai  ao  parcl]f  aad  «a  faiiyaflf  l 


III.  : 

«  Al  giovane  Doge  Andrea  Daudolo  succedetle  on  vcf- 
cliio,  il  quale  tardi  si  pose  ol  timone  della  repukblka,  1 
ma  sempre  prima  di  quel,  die  facea  d'  uopo  a  lui,  ed  ab 
patria:  egli  e  Marino  Falicro  pcrMinuaggio  a  me  iM» ! 
per  anlica  dimesticherza.     Fitlsa  era  1'  opintone  intocai 
a  lui,  giacche  egli  si  mostrb  fomito  piii  di   conggis 
uhe  di  senuo.     Non  pago  delhi  prima  dignita,  enlrb  cm 
siuistro    piede    nel    pubblico    Palazzo  :    imperciocdie  < 
questo  Doge  dci  Venrti,  mugistnito  sacro  in  tutli  i  «r> ! 
coli,  die  d:igli  anticlii  fu  sempre  vencrato  qual  nuroe  is  \ 
quella  citta,  1'  allr'  jeri  fu  decolialo  nel   vcstibolo  dell'i-  i 
stenso  Pulazxo.     Discorrrrci  fin  dul  principio  le  cjtvt 
di  un  tale  eveuto,  se  coaH  vario.  cd  amhiguo  noa  m  { 
fo«sc  il  grido.     Ncssuno  pero  lo  scusa,  tutti  affermaoo,  I 
die  egli  ahbia  voluto  cangiiir  qualchc  oosa  neil'  onhac  | 
della  repubblica  a  lui  tramandato  dai  maggiori.    Qe 
desiderata  egli  di  piuT  lo  son  d'avviso,  clie  cgH  abbii 
uttcniito  cio,  chn  non  si  conceilcttc   a   ncssua  altro 
incnlre  adeinpiva  gli  iifficj  di  legato  presso  il  Poniefirr, 
e  sulle  rive  del  Rodano  trattnva  la  p:icc,  che  io  prim 
di  lui  avcvo  indarno  teutato  di  conchtiulere,  gli  fii  coo- 
ferito  r  nnnre  del  Ducato,  che  nc  cliic<lov.i,  ne  s'  a<<pr]- 
Mva.     Tornato  in  patria,  pensb  a  qiiello,  cui  nesMiae , 
non  pose  mente  giammai,  e  |s(iffri  quelle  che  a  ninsp  i 
accade  niai  di  soffrire :  giacch^  in  quel  luogo  celelNT-  • 

i 


\ 


cfaiiniunia.  (blUiKiiiKiinrniumqurlll,  tUr 
9VC  i  iDoi  aniciwli  innDO  hceroli  inndi<.imi 
I  mnu  aUr  pompr  trianhli,  iri  cf  li  In  mtci- 

!■  Kill.  F  nuccliili  Ml  proprio  hd|ui  Ic  io|;li. 

*Wfl  tpMM  va<if  illiHiri  oitie  ufiTiii  fBiiriii.o  dtlle 
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■  It^rai  ind  ihit  hu  paiuoiu  T(n  too  lidlnn.  Tli' 
IMllrr  iiid  ignmol  ■emuit  oF  Dr  Moore  hll.  m  ilu 
CraUDd.  P«nrfb  nyi,  »  thai  tl>m  luri  b*m  nc 
giwIM  i:.tBf  in  hi>  limn,  (.ar  Uwi  liUnllr),  -umi. 
wmpi,.  la  tuly.     Ue  alio  diffcn  («„  (b,  hi.iofi.o  it 

itulnd  afalllcnne,  wbiui  drcud;  iIm  aihrr  aceotmii 
ay,  Ihu  llw  depuiatiao  of  lbs  Vcnnina  koiu  nri 

for  ns  lo  decide,  and  u  irf  m  Rmi  imponauM,     Hiil 


•■pclUpo^ii  Rfrorirera.  cliefldJ 


-■II  vumtrqw  popoJo  priiKipfllaac 


it  gntp,  pcrclio  (lalla 
wo  |in>cnul||a 

ani  li  iwurpu  iwt  udii  aoai  uu 

■cmoiraD  Duci,  m*  Daanll  Km  dclla  llcpublillci 
TuiUUDD^  c^rcb^  rlulLUBihi  l«  publiccbc  cwt^tloT' 
abmoci  ill  (jo.cnuir  modoliuiinamruli  i  privul  no. 

Uintii,     Fiaggi  M  Pttrarta.  idL  it.  p.  3i3. 

The  ibmrp  luliiD  innilalioii  From  Ibc  Laiin  ipiti 
or  Pclrarrb  pni.M— 

(Xly,  Tbal  Harino  Falino  wai  ■  feneatl  frlrod  of 
Petrareb*:  ■  arnica  dimalichena,*  old  ioLinucy,  it  ir 
pliratF  ut  the  povl. 

liif.  Thai  PTInrcb  Ihooghl  Ihal  he  had  man  »i 
ngt  Ibaa  iniuluol,  .  piu  di  ronajjio  chc  di  icnno.- 


Peiranb;  I 


Mihno  Falim- 
Deitherwiiflbl  Doreiipeci 


iMj.  Thai  he  karf  a  Trpuuiion  for  vEidaai,  enljr 
foifcifed  l*y  rhe  la.*I  (Tilprpnse  of  hit  lifr,   *  il  uirp^ 

tuurpnl  tor  iQ  maoy  ynr«  a  felw  Fame  of  vikdom^w 
laihrr  a  difficuli  ta^k  t  ihoold  Ihink.     tVoptc  an  (e- 

Fwttm  (lieie,  ood  ihc  oilier  hiiiorinl  iwin  which  I 
h"r  coUecud,  11  may  be  inretTeil  Ihal  Marino  Faliero 
ponnted  many  of  ihe  i]ualiti«.  bui  tioi  Ihc  tiKfaa  of 


I,  clc.     EdilioB  de  I'ani, 


HUCCCXIX. 

•  A  CM  ainqim  li  frAju 
irirail  cooiro  letlerfj,  k 


t  ILbene  de  maun,  qu'on  aimii  loDg-itmpi  n 
roe  Ic  charme  principal  de  la  wciiiuJ  da  Veni 
'enue  un  d^iordre  (randalatu  i  le  lien  iJu  narii 
lint  ucr£diiu«pay>nllial[i|Be  que  danio 
mi  eiiilei  el  relifinun  prrnctleal  de  le  t 

uil  a'avaii  jamaif  eiiat^»  ci lea moycfli da  n 

igue*  aiec  impudEm-  par    Ici  epoui,  iui 

mtfalemnii  eomimpui.     Ces  divorcra  eoln 


Knit  obHHre  den  aiieodre  li 
u  que  le  UihuDal  dMgnenit. 


ra  V" 


loFBcii 


loulcf  In  foU  qu'U  ne 
u  dome  Ic 


lunil  pai  i^el^, 
de*  fortuKi,  la  perle  d«  jeuoei  jeni.  In  diioirdn  do- 

■ecmetlail  k  «>  >ujeU:  cm  cbuaa  de  Veniae  tniMa 
iniunea.     Hai>  Inir  abicncMK  >uf Hull  pu  poor 

la  plm  hoDIeoie  Jiceoee.     Ij!  dnordre  pMMn 
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i]ae  icar  fortune  BuraLl  pii  nrndrr  ddn^mui.     Drpnii^ 

Kuluinrnl  dq  mbrcfl  iraGqurr  de  la  tirgiDil^  dfl  b^iin 

cull  (ptrBniit  par  La  ^i^nplprc  ^iid  afEcwr  public*  el 

■•  Lett  parioirft  do*  couvcnu  uu  ^Laienl  reafrnndd  ]c« 
r>JI«  nnblrs,  Iv.  ni»iH>n.  drt  Fnuniunci,  qKoiqui!  la 
l«li.o y  rmr.'iinl  .nian.u^'incril  uu  nni"J  nomhri!  de 

rii'IF  di-  vi-m-^,  n  dans  crt  d.-m  ..a,\r:ili  fi  dlim  nn 
.'t.iil  ri;nkiiiLn(  lilirc,  Li  iiiu.1.|u.:.  lc<  fulUlions  la 
i;Blan[rrte,  ntiiu-ni  pa»  pliH  LnErnljirfldaiiq  Le^fiarliiirf 
qmc  (liini  le«  catiiii.  Tl  y  aiait  un  jpvnd  UDinbrr  dr 
rnnim  dotting  inx  reiiuiuiii  publiques,  oA  Ic  jru  clalt 
la  prinripnlc  occDpjilian  tic  Ld  iH>ritflL<.     Ci^liitl  uu  ^in- 

rotiL'  dr  rimi-L^lralurr,  iiikpliinml  le  li.iwird,  pankaut  dm 


Eilrael  from  tht  nutor^ef  the  KtpuiliitfrrsUchj 

b.  uiv.  p,<)i,  eic.     I'vUKdil.  iSig, 

'  To  tbne  illocki,  h  frHjoCDlly  palolnl  by  Ihe 
(■oymnncnl  apuinit    lb>    clrrBy-,— lo    Ilic    roniinual 

lb»e  (nlerpriKt  ca  rricd  on  by  ibe  nuu  of  Ike  noblH 

cuiilEiiipl  For  ancicnl  doclrion ;  UiiiMi  Hit  cxcia  cf 

Iwatlrd  oF  a>  ibr  prlocipul  eliarai  of  YcDotiin  tociuiy, 
lull  ririjcucniicd  iiiln  uandalou,  liceaclaiunfB ;  llic  lie 


paklhec 


ilLaddn 


if  nuUily,  iinin«lp>tly  alleged  by  Ibe 
fnarripd  pair,  wuadinillcdvJtbetuiLL  facility  Jjy  pricvd 
and  maeiilnlln,  alike  rornipl.  TbMe  di?arco,  ttlL'd 
under  aoolbcr  euidu,  becaiu:  no  firquanl,  tbal  die  iod^t 
iinporunl  aci  af  ciiil  tnciely  «di  diuoiarnl  id  be 
amrnabU:  lo  a  iiibunal  of  cicrplinie^  and  to  mlrsiu 
ilir  npcnxcandalof  audi  prorccdioBH  licoanie  llieofHcn 
of  ibp  police.  \o  irtiihc  CouucU  orTco  decreed,  i]»ii 


Ihejiid^  in 

SooniFlprwanlilbeHme  council  tummanrd  all  noH 
dF  Ihal  oslun  before  ilwIF.'  Tbi'  infriDEnml  a 
ccclniaaLical  jnriidiGlioa  hanR|f  occ««ioDed  wnr  rr 
moDii[raDce  fmia  lame,  ihc  council  r«tiiacd  aaiy  la 
rigitt  of  rrjeeliof  iTif  pclilioo  oF  llie  iriarned  ftrmai 
and  eoiurnled  lo  refer  lucli  ciuin  lo  (be  holy  ofliiti 


ibcr 


i;ond  mnmk  I' 


lov«l  the  4il^ 


vcn  lK>n<<l>r<l  Fi 

enough  ID  r«l» 

vliole  pflopU;  bnucUl  up  in  (be  jpd4  -. 
teanuaiou*  jinniioune«.  Zlcpravily  rmch^  Lhr  iff- 
iHnnnm  Dp  pritnle'fiinjilin,  lud  even  into  (he  flAeitf. ' 
find  (liry  Fanml  ilienuelve*  oblitjcil  (o  re^^al,  and  nr- 
ID  indrmnifyf  women  tho  wimelimeii  gajnedppw.- 

rmployed  in  llie  ruin  oF  mta  -whoK  fertuan  nufli 
baic  reiidcred  Ihem  rian|jrnHU.  Since  llial  (imt  1k<!>-  I 
liaoineuhu  gone  on  incraiiag,  idiI  tc  baieten  ■■•■ 
Ihem,  no(DolyvlliD|)iheinniiceDceoF  their  daa^im  I 
hul  lelling  il  by  a  eontnn,  miilfaealicaird  by  dv  a; 

nhieb  vat  Kcured  by  ihe  prolcclian  oF  Ihe  lavi* 

-  The  parlours  of  llie  cwKenu  oF  onble  ladies  i^ 
lliFbDaseioFlbecnurtcHBi.Ihaunh  (lie  police  «r>fil.'i  | 

Bwembliofnriocielyin  Vruice;  and  in  (h«e  no  pUtn.  J 
u>  dirfcrrnl  Fmm  oirli  olher,  llierr  wna  equal  fnnksL ' 

nf  raiinot  for  [he  purpaw  oF  putilic  Busembliev  itef 
(jamini;  ins  llie  priiieipal  punuii  oF  ihe  campiny  li  j 
-wan  a  Mrange  •icht  10  "PT  prnoMof  cillicr  Hi.ina'Uri  I 
nr  grave  pepjinagei  ill  llwir  miiBiurrial  robet,  round  ' 
loble,  invoking  cliaocr,  and  givlnp  way  ■<  one  nwanl 

hope,  and  Ilinl  Milhoul  ulterin^  a  ijn^lr  vnrd. 

•  Tlwrieli  bad  privuc  eatiuois  bul  Ihey  liirdivB)- 
ni'to  in  Ihem;  and  I  be  vim  vliom  iliry  abudowJ 
Found  conipenudon  in  ibe  liberty  Ihey  enjoynl.  Vi 
corrupiion  of  monk  lud  depriicd  lliem  nf  ihei/rir-l 


nli)>!  paitliiiaiDiiiMnaFllie  nirria^  oF  Ihe  Doeniiitj 
llie  Ailrialic,  •bofanghl  Idi  fK|)aie  viih  ^r  {nt<«; 
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morablc  action  off  Liisa.    I  came  home  in  the  squadron 
viih  ihr  prizps  in  181 1,  and  recollect  to  liavc  heard  Sir 
William  llosto,  and  the  other  officers  engaged  in  that 
glorioiDi  conflict,  speak  in  tlic  higfaMt  terms  of  Ptesqna- 
ligo'.s  behaviour. '   There  is  the  Abbate  MoreHi.    There 
is  AUisc  Vueriui,  who,  after  a  long  and  honoorabie 
diplomatic  career,  finds  some  coiftolation  for  the  wrongs 
of  his  country,  in  the  pursuits  of  Bterature,  with  his 
nephew,  Vittor  Benzon.  the  son  of  the  edebrated  beauty, 
tlie  heroine  of  «  La  Biondina  in  Gondoletta.a    There  are 
tlie  patrician  poet  Morosini,  and  the  poet  Lamberti,  the 
author  of  the  «  Biondina,*  etc.  and  many  other  estima- 
ble productions;  and,  not  least  in«n  Englishman's  csli- 
inaiion,  Madam  Michelli,  the  translator  of  Sluikspeare. 
Tlicre  are  the  young  Dandulo,  and  the  improvvisiaiore 
(«irrer,  and    Giuseppe  Albrizsi,  the  accomplished  son 
of  nn  accomplished  mother.     There  is  Aglietti,  and, 
were  there  nothing  else,  tliere  is  the  immortality  of 
Canova.     (^icognara,  Mustoxithi,  Bucati,  etc.,  etc.  I  do 
not  reckon,  because  tlie  one  is  a  Greek,  and  the  others 
were  bom  at  least  a  hundred  miles  off,  which,  througli- 
oat  Italy,  constitutes,  if  not  a  fortigner,  at  least  a 
stramjer  (Jore$ti«re). 

VI. 

Extrait  He  rouvrage—Histoire  UUerairt  d'Halie,  par 
P.  L.  Gingueni^  torn.  ix.  chap,  xunri.  p.  i44*  ^^^ 
tion  de  Paris,  MDCGCXIX. 

«  II  y  a  une  prediction  fort  singulis  sor  Venise:  'Si 
lu  lie  changes  pn«,'  dit-elie ii  cette  republique  altiere,  'ta 
Kl>rrie,  qui  drja  s'enfuit,  ne  comptera  pas  un  si^cle  apr^s 
b  millieme  annee.' 

■  En   foisant  remonter  T^poqne  de  la  liberte  Veni- 

tiennc  jusquii  Tetablissement  du  gouvemement  sous  le- 

quel  la  rrpublique  a  fleuri,  on  trouvera  que  Iclection 

du  premier  Doge  date  de  697,  et  si  Ton  y  ajoute  un 

si^clc  aprcs  mille,  c'est-a-dirc  onie  cents  ans,  on  trou- 

vera  encore  que  le  sens  de  la  prediction  est  litterale- 

ment  cclui*ci:  'Ta  liberte  ne  comptera  pas  jusqu'a  I'an 

1797.'     Bappelez-vous  maintenant  que  Venise  a  cessc 

d'etre  libre  en  I'an  ciitq  dc  la  B\*publique  fran^ise,  ou 

en  1799;  vous  vcrrez  quil  n'y  eut  jamais  dc  prediction 

plus  precise  ct  plus  ponctuellement  suivie  de  Teffet. 

Vou«  notcrcz  done  comme  tr^  remarquables  ccs  trois 

>crs  de  I'Alamani,    adrcsses   a  Venise,    que   pcrsonnc 

pourtant  n'a  remarques: 

■  Sr  BOB  nngi  pcatirr,  Taa  Mro|  mU 
N»B  c«Birn  uftA  'VmWXnima  ■■■• 
Toa  libnrtb,  rhr  va  tm^MmAa  m  volo.* 

Bicu  drs  propheties  out  passi^  pour  telles,  et  bien  des 
i;cn«  out  etc  appeles  prophites  k  meilleur  marcli^.n 

VII. 

Extract  from  Jtfte  Literary  Bittory  of  Italy,  by  P.  L. 
Oingu^,  vol.  ix.  p.  i44*  ^ri*  ^i'*  *^i9* 
«>  These  \fi  one  very  stngalar  prophecy  concerning 
Venice:  *1f  thou  dost  not  diange,'  it  says  to  that  proud 
republic,  *  iliy  liberty,  which  isabeady  on  the  wing,  will 
not  reckon  a  ccntnry  i^re  than  the  thousandth  year.' 

« If  vke  carry  back  tlic  epocba  of  Venetian  freedom  to 
the  csiablifthnicnt  of  the  government  underwhich  tftie  re- 
pul)lic  flourished,  we  shall  find  that  the  date  of  tlie  elec- 
tion of  the  first  Doge  it  (197 ;  and  if  we  add  one  century 
to  a  thousand,  tliat  is,  eleven  hundred  years,  we  sliall 
find  the  sense  of  the  prediction  to  be  hterally  this:  'Thy 


liberty  will  not  last  till  1797.'  Recollect  tluit  Venice 
ccaaed  to  b«  free  in  the  year  1796,  the  fifth  year  of  the 
French  republic ;  and  you  will  perceive  tluit  there  never 
was  prediction  more  pointed,  or  more  exactly  followed 
by  the  event.  Ton  vill,  therefore,  note  as  very  remark- 
able the  three  lines  of  AUmaimi,  addressed  to  Venice, 
which,  however,  no  one  has  pointed  out: 

*  8«  BOB  CBBgi  p«B«i«r*  Tbb  mcoI  •ole 
Rbb  roBtark  Mpn,  1  Brfll— Iwb  bbb* 
Ta*  iibwit.  flk*  la  faffvaJ*  a  vala.* 

■any  propheaiM  kave  paiaed  for  such,  and  many  men 
have  been  called  prophets  for  much  lew.* 


K  th«  Do|/«  prBfihacy  wan  raaiaftBUa.  laak  ta  iIm  aliata. 
by  AUawaai  two  baBdiW  aaJ  Mvcaly  yran  afo. 


Tax  author  of  «  Sketches  Descriptive  of  Italy,*  etc. 
one  of  the  hundred  tours  lately  puUidiad,  is  extremely 
anxioas  to  disclaim  a  possible  chai^  of  plagiarism 
from  wChilde  Harold*  and  «Beppo.*  He  adds,  tliat 
still  less  could  this  presumed  coincidence  arise  from 
u  my  conversation,*  as  he  had  repeatedly  declined  an 
introduction  to  me  while  in  Italy. 

Who  this  person  may  be  I  know  not,  but  lie  must 
have  been  deceived  by  all  or  any  of  those  who  «  repeat- 
edly offered  to  introduce*  hini,  as  I  have  invariably 
refused  to  receive  any  English  with  whom  I  was  not 
previously  acquainted,  even  when  they  had  letters 
from  England.  If  the  whole  assertion  is  not  an  inven- 
tion, I  request  tliis  person  not  to  sit  down  with  the 
notion  that  he  could  have  been  introduced,  since  there 
has  been  notliing  I  liave  ao  carefully  avoided  as  any 
kind  of  intercourse  with  his  countrymen, — excepting 
the  very  few  who  were  a  considerable  time  resident 
in  Venice,  or  had  been  of  my  previous  acquaintance. 
Whoever  made  him  any  sach  offer  was  possessed  of 
impudence  equal  to  that  of  making  such  an  assertion 
without  having  had  it.  The  ^ct  is,  that  I  hold  in  utter 
abhorrence  any  contact  with  the  travelling  English,  as 
my  friend  the  Consul  General  lloppner,  and  the  (x>un  • 
tess  Benzoni  (in  whose  house  the  Conversazione  most- 
ly frequented  by  them  is  held),  could  amply  testify, 
were  it  worth  while.  I  was  persecuted  by  these  tourii4s 
even  to  my  riding-groimd  at  Lido,  and  reduced  to  tlie 
most  disagreeable  circuits  to  avoid  them.  At  Madame 
Benzoni's  I  repeatedly  refused  to  be  introduced  to 
them ; — of  a  thousand  such  presentations  pressed  upon 
me,  I  accepted  two,  and  both  were  to  Irish  women. 

I  should  hardly  have  descended  to  speak  of  snch 
trifles  publicly,  if  the  impudence  of  this  m  sketclier* 
had  not  forced  me  to  a  refutation  of  a  disingenuous 
and  gratuitously  impertinent  assertion  ;'-ao  meant  to 
be,  for  what  could  it  import  to  tlie  reader  to  be  told 
that  the  author  «  had  repeatedly  declined  an  introduc- 
tion,* even  had  it  been  true,  which,  for  the  reasons  I 
have  above  given,  is  scarcely  possible.  Except  Lords 
I^UMlown,  Jersey,  and  Ijiuderdale;  Messrs  Scott, 
Hammond,  Sir  Humphry  Davy^the  late  M.  Lewis,  W. 
Bankcs,  Mr  lloppner,  Thomas  Voore,  I/ord  Kinnaird, 
his  brother,  Mr  Joy,  and  Mr  IlobhouM*,  I  do  not  n*- 
collcct  to  lia\c  excliangcd  a  woul  with  anotlier  Englbh- 
roan  since  I  left  tlieir  country;  and  almost  all  tliese  I 
had  known  before.  The  others,— and  God  knows  there 
were  some  hundreds, — who  bored  me  with  letters  or  vi- 
*Ui,l  refused  to  haw  any  communication  with,  and  sliall 
be  proud  and  happy  when  that  wi«h  becomes  mutual. 


ago 
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AN  HISTORICAL  TRAGEDY. 


PREFACE. 

In  publishing  the  Tragedies  of  SardanapaluSy  and  of 
The  Two  Foscarif  1  have  only  to  repeal,  that  they  were 
not  composed  with  the  most  remote  viev  to  the  stage. 

On  the  attempt  made  hy  the  mana{;ers  in  a  former 
instance,  the  public  opinion  has  been  already  expressed. 

With  regard  to  my  ovn  private  feelings,  as  it  seems 
that  they  are  to  stand  for  nothing,  I  shall  say  nothing. 

For  the  historical  foundation  of  the  compositions  in 
question,  the  reader  is  referred  to  the  Notes. 

The  author  bat  in  one  instance  attempted  to  pre- 
serve, and  in  the  other  to  approach  the  «  unities ;»  con- 
ceiving tliat,  with  any  very  distant  departure  from 
them,  there  may  be  poetry,  but  can  be  no  drama.  He 
is  avrare  of  the  unpopularity  of  this  notion  in  pre- 
sent English  literature;  but  it  is  not  a  system  of  his 
own,  being  merely  an  opinion  which,  not  very  long 
ago,  was  the  law  of  literature  throughout  the  world, 
and  is  still  so  in  the  more  civilized  parts  of  it.  But 
«  Nous  avons  chang5  tout  cela,»  and  are  reaping  the 
advantages  of  tlie  change.  The  writer  is  far  from  con- 
ceiving that  any  thing  he  can  adduce  by  personal  pre- 
cept or  example  can  at  all  approach  his  regular,  or  even 
irregular  predecessors:  he  is  merely  giving  a  reason  why 
he  preferred  the  more  regular  formation  of  a  structure, 
however  feeble,  to  nn  entire  abandonment  of  all  rules 
whatsoever.  Where  he  has  failed,  the  failure  is  in  the 
architect, — and  not  in  (heart. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


In  this  tragedy  it  has  been  my  intention  to  follow  the 
account  of  Diodorus  Siculus,  reducing  it,  however,  to 
such  dramatic  regularity  as  I  best  could,  and  trying  to 
approach  the  unities.  I  therefore  suppose  the  rebellion 
to  explode  and  succeed  in  one  day  by  a  sodden  con- 
spiracy, instead  of  the  long  war  of  the  history. 


DRAMATIS  PERSON.^:. 

MEN. 

SiROANAPALDS,  King  of  Ninevehand  Assyria^  etc. 

Arbaces,  Hie  Mede  who  nspired  to  tlie  Throne. 

Beleses,  a  Chaldean  and  SooVisayet. 

Salemknss,  the  Xing's  Rrotlter-iu'law. 

Altada,  an  Assyrian  Officer  of  the  Palace. 

Pania. 

/amf.s. 

Sfero. 

Balk  A. 

WO.MKN. 
Zarina,  the  Queen 
Myrrba,  an  Ionian  female  Slave,  and  tke  favotirite 

of  SaCDAN APALUS. 

JVomen  composing  tiie  Harem  o/'Sarpinapalus,  Gutard$f 
Attendants,  Chaldean  Priests,  Medes,  etc.,  efe.  ' 

Scene— a  Hall  in  the  Royal  Palace  of  Nineveh. 


SARDANAPALUS. 

ACT  I. 

SCENE  1. 
A  Ball  in  the  Palace. 

SALEM E.YES  {solus). 

Ha  hath  wronged  his  queen,  but  still  he  is  licr  lord; 

He  hath  wrong'd  my  sistar,  still  he  is  my  brother; 

He  hath  wrong'd  his  peo]^,  still  be  is  their  soTercign, 

And  I  must  be  his  friend  as  well  as  subject ; 

He  must  not  perish  thus.     I  will  not  see 

The  biood  of  Nimrod  and  Semiramis 

Sink  in  the  earth,  and  thirteen  hundred  years 

Of  empire  ending  like  a  shepherd's  tale ; 

He  must  be  roused.     In  his  effeminate  bean 

There  is  a  careless  courage,  which  corruption 

Has  not  all  quench'd,  and  latent  energies, 

Beprest  by  circumstance,  but  not  destroy'd — 

Steep'd,  but  not  drown'd,  in  deep  voluptuousness. 

If  born  a  peasant,  he  had  been  a  man 

To  have  reach'd  an  empire;  to  an  empire  bom. 

He  will  bequeath  none;  nothing  but  a  name. 

Which  his  sons  will  not  prize  in  heritage: 

Yet,  not  all  lost,  oven  yet  he  may  redeem 

His  sloth  and  shame,  by  only  being  that 

Which  he  should  be,  as  easily  as  tlie  tiling 

He  should  not  be  and  is.     Were  it  less  toil 

To  sway  his  nations  than  consume  his  life?  ' 

To  head  an  army  than  to  rule  a  harem  ? 

lie  sweats  in  palling  pleasiu'es,  dulls  his  soul. 

And  siips  his  goodly  strength,  in  toils  which  yield  not 

Health  like  the  chase,  nor  glory  like  the  war — 

He  must  be  roused.     Alas !  there  is  no  sound 

[Sountl  of  soft  music  heard  from  wiAim. 
To  rouse  him  short  of  thunder.     Hark  !  the  lute. 
The  l)Te,  the  timbrel;  the  lascivious  tinklings 
Of  lulling  instruments,  the  softening  voices 
Of  women,  and  of  beings  less  than  women. 
Must  chime  in  to  the  echo  of  his  revel. 
While  the  great  king  of  all  we  know  of  earth 
Lolls  crown'd  with  roses,  and  his  diadem 
Lies  negligently  by  to  be  caught  np 
By  the  first  manly  hand  which  dares  to  sn^^  it. 
liO,  where  they  come !  already  I  perceive     ^^ 
The  reeking  odours  of  tiie  perfumed  trains. 
And  sre  the  bright  gems  of  the  glitterinj];  girls 
Who  arc  his  comrades  and  hiikounoil,  flash 
Along  the  gallery,  and  amidst  the  damseU, 
As  femininely  garb'd,  and  scarce  less  female. 

The  grandson  of  Semiramis,  the  man-queen. 

He  comes !     Shall  I  await  him !  yes,  and  front  him. 
And  tell  him  what  all  good  men  tell  each  other, 
•Speaking  of  him  and  his.    They  come»  the  slaves. 
Led  hy  the  monarch  subject  to  his  slaves. 
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SCENE  II. 

i4RD\N«PiLuSf  effeminti te^  dressed t  his  Head 
ned  witli  Flowers,  and  his  Kobe  negligenUyfioyo- 
attended  by  a    Train,  of  fVomen  and  young 

'S. 

!«vPAi.rs  [speaking  to  some  of  his  attendant). 
pnilinii  ovnr  the  Euphrates 
indml,  and  lit,  and  furnish'd  forth 
'<>p«cial  banquet;  at  the  kour 
lif^hl  y.e  will  sup  tliriT  ;  sec  nought  wautin^, 
[  tlM>  (pulley  l>e  prepared.     There  i* 
If;  hreeze  whioh  crisps  the  broad  clear  river : 
cnihark  anon.     Fair  nymphs,  who  daiQn 
c  the  soft  hours  of  Sardauapaliu, 
icet  a(;aiii  in  that  the  sweetest  hour, 
ic  shall  (;:ithor  like  the  stars  above  us, 
1  will  form  a  heaven  as  bright  as  theirs; 
1,  let  each  be  mi-^tress  of  her  time, 
tu,  my  own  louian  Myrrlui,  cha<e, 
>u  along  with  them  orme? 

MYKlA. 

My  lord — — 

■  SAKUVKAPALUS. 

,  niv  life !  why  answerest  thou  so  coldly ! 

■  cur»e  uf  kin(;.s  to  be  so  aaswered. 

,'  OM  n  houn>,  thou  rulest  mine — say,  wouldst  thou 

>any  our  (juesis,  or  cliarm  a>»ay 

nicnts  from  me  ? 

MTRRa\. 

The  kin(;'s  choice  is  mine. 

SAKDANAPALUS. 

Iic4>  say  uot  so  :  my  chiefest  joy 
itribute  to  thine  every  wish, 
d.ire  to  breathe  my  owu  desire^ 
hould  clasih  with  thine:  for  thou  art  ttill 
mpt  to  sacrifice  thy  thoughts  for  otliers. 

MYRRBl. 

remain  :  I  have  no  happiness 
beholding  thine;  yet 

SlRUAMPALl!^. 

Yet !  what  yet  ? 
u  sweet  M  ill  shall  be  the  only  barrjec 
ever  ri!)Ci>  bel^itixt  thee  and  mc. 

MYRRHA. 

the  present  is  the  wonted  hour 
icil;  it  \vorc  better  I  retire. 
svLLML.iES  {comes  forwardy  and  says). 
lian  slave  sayi*  well;  let  her  retire. 

SARDVXAPALL'S. 

is\s(T>?     How  now,  brother? 

SALKMKNKS. 

Tlie  gueen's  brother, 

ur  mo»t  faithful  viLssal,  royal  lord. 

>\Ri)\:«iii>vLrs  {iidilrcssing  his  train^. 
ve  <>ai<l,  let  uU  dispose  their  hours 
Uijghi,  M  hen  again  wc  pray  your  presence. 

[7h«  court  retiring, 
RBHv,  u7io  IS  going.) 
!  I  (liougUt  thou  vouldst  remain. 

MYRRHA. 

Great  king, 

iJ-,1  liol  s;iv  so. 

S\RI)\.1^PVI.l-5. 

Hut  (7ioK  lookcdsl  if ; 
••ach  glauoe  of  iho><*  Ionic  eyes, 
siiid  thou  would>t  not  Iravc  me. 


MTIIHA. 

Sire !  your  brother 

SALEMKNIS. 

nis  consort's  brother,  minion  of  Ionia! 
How  darest  thou  name  me  and  no)  bliuli? 

SAEOAHAPALin. 

Notbhnh! 
Tliou  hast  no  more  eyes  than  heart  to  make  her  crimMMi 
Like  to  the  dying  day  on  Caucasus, 
Where  sunset  tints  the  snow  with  roay  ihado^i, 
And  then  reproach  lier  with  thine  own  cold  blindneta, 
Wliich  « ill  uot  Me  iu    What,  in  tears,  my  Myrrha? 

RALBMERES. 

Let  them  flow  on ;  she  weeps  for  more  than  one. 
And  is  herself  the  cause  of  bitterer  tears. 

SAEOANiPALVS. 

Cursed  be  he  who  caused  those  tears  to  flow ! 

SALKMBilES. 

Curse  not  thytelf^millioiu  do  that  almdy. 

SAEDAriAPALtn. 

Thou  doat  forget  thee :  make  me  not  remember 
I  am  a  monarcli. 

SlLKME.ofES. 

Would  thou  couklst ! 

MYRRHA. 

My  sovereigo, 
I  pray,  and  thou  too,  prince,  permit  my  absence. 

SARDA?fAPALVS. 

Since  it  must  be  so,  and  tlii«  churl  hat  check'd 

Thy  gentle  spirit,  go ;  but  recollect 

Tluii  i»e  must  forthwith  meet :  I  had  rather  loae 

An  empire  than  thy  presence.  [Exit  Mtbbma. 

SALBMBNBS. 

It  may  be, 
Tliou  wilt  lose  both,  and  both  for  ever! 

SAEDAMAFALUS. 

Brother, 
I  can  at  least  command  mysrif,  who  listen 
To  language  such  as  this ,  yet  urge  me  not 
Beyond  my  easy  nature.   ^ 

salPirnes. 
'T  is  beyond     * 
That  easy,  far  too  easy,  idle  nature. 
Which  I  would  urge  thee.     Oh  tlial  I  could  rouse  thee ! 
Though  t  were  against  myselC 

SAROA.NAPAUt. 

Bf  the  god  Baal! 
The  man  would  make  me  tyrant. 

SALBMrflS. 

So  thou  art. 
Think'st  thou  there  is  no  tyranny  but  tliat 
Of  blood  and  chains  ?    Tlic  despotism  of  tW*— 
The  weakness  aud  the  wicketlncis  of  luxury — 
The  negligence— the  apathy— the  evils 
Of  sensual  sloth— produce  ten  thou^nd  tyrajit». 
Whose  deleg;Ued  cruelty  surpasses 
Tlie  worst  acts  of  one  energetic  master. 
However  liarsli  and  hard  in  his  own  bearing. 
Tlie  felse  and  fond  examples  of  Iny  lusts 
Corrupt  no  lew  than  tliey  oppress,  and  sap 
In  the  same  momenlall  thy  {lageant  po«er. 
Ami  those  vlut  should  sustain  it ;  so  tliat  whether 
\  foreign  foe  Invade,  or  civil  broil 
Distract  within,  both  will  alike  prove  fatal : 
tjk  first  thy  subjects  have  no  heart  to  conquer; 
Ute  last  they  rather  would  asbUt  than  vamiuish. 
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S&BDAItArALUS. 

Why,  wbat  makes  thee  the  mouth-piece  of  die  people? 

tALSMKNn. 

Forgiveness  of  the  queen,  my  sisters  vroBgs; 
A  natural  love  unto  my  infsnt  nephews; 
Faith  to  the  king,  a  futh  he  may  need  shortly, 
In  more  than  words;  respect  for  Nimrod's  line; 
Alto,  another  thing  thou  knowest  not. 

SAaOAHArALVS. 

What  '•  AstT 

SALHtBRIS. 

To  thee  an  unknown  word. 

SAaDAHAPALUS. 

Yet  speak  it, 
I  love  to  learn. 

SALIMIMIl. 

Virtue. 

SAaOANAPALOf. 

Not  know  the  word  I 
Never  was  wonl  ^M  nuig  so  in  nsy  ears- 
Worse  than  the  rabble's  shout,  or  splitting  Wuaptt; 
I  've  heard  thy  sister  talk  of  nothing  else. 

SALaMBMBS. 

To  change  the  irksome  theme,  then,  hear  of  vice. 

SAaOAJfAPALUS. 

FroBwhomT 

SAUWaMBS.      . 

Even  from  the  winds,  if  thou  couldst  listen 
Unto  the  echoes  of  the  nation's  voice. 

SAaDANAPALOff. 

Gome,  I  'm  indulgent  as  thou  knowest,  patient 

Aa  thou  hast  often  proved— speak  out,  what  moves  Ihte  ? 

SALBMBRBB. 

ThyperiL 

SABOAJIAPALUa. 

Say  on. 

SALBMBNBS. 

Thus,  then :  all  the  natiooi. 
For  they  are  many,  whom  thy  father  left 
lu  heritage,  are  loud  in  wratl^gainst  thee. 

SABDAaiRlLUS. 

'Gainst  me!  What  would  the  slaves? 

SAUIMBMBS. 

A  king. 

SAanAKAPALUS. 

And  what 
Am  I  then? 

BALBMBRBS. 

In  their  eyes  a  nothing ;  but 
In  mine  a  man  who  might  be  something  still. 

SABDAMAPALUS. 

The  railing  drankards!  why,  what  would  they  have? 
Have  they  not  peaoe  and  plenty? 

SALEM  EN  ES. 

Of  the  first, 
More  than  is  glorious ;  of  the  last  hr  leu 
Than  die  king  recks  of. 

BAaDAHAPALDS. 

'    Whose  then  is  the  crimey 
Ilut  the  hUe  satraps,  who  provide  no  better? 

SALBMBNBS. 

And  somewhat  in  the  monarch  who  n«*er  looks 
Reyond  his  palace  walls,  or  if  he  stirs       '^'  ** 
Beyond  them,  't  is  but  to  some  mountain  palace, 
Till  summer  heats  wear  down.    O  glorious  Baal !       4 
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Who  built  op  tnrvast  empire,  and  irarC 
A  god,  or  at  the  least  shinest  like  a  god 
Through  the  long  ceAnies  of  thy  renown. 
This,  thy  presumed  descendant,  ne'er  beheld 
As  king  the  kingdoms  thou  didst  lfav«  as  hero. 
Won  with  thy  l>lood,  and  toil,  and  time,  and  peril! 
For  what  ?  to  furnish  imposts  for  a  revd. 
Or  multiplied  extortions  for  a  nkinton. 

SABDANAPALDS. 

I  understand  thee — thou  wouldst  have  me  go 
Forth  as  a  conqueror.    By  all  the  stars 
Which  the  Chaldeans  read !  the  reatksa  slaves 
Deserve  that  I  should  curse  them  with  their  wishes 
And  lead  them  forth  to  glory. 

SALBMBRBS. 

Wherefore  not? 
Semiramis— a  woman  only— led 
These  our  Assyrians  to  the  solar  shorea 
Of  Ganges. 

SABDAlUPALUt. 

"T  is  most  tni^,And  how  retnm'd? 

SAflbBNBS. 

Why,  like  a  man — a  hero ;  baffled,  but 

Not  vanquish'd.     With  but  twenty  guard%  she  made 

Good  her  retreat  to  Bactria. 

SABOARAPALnS. 

And  how  many 
Left  she  behind  in  India  to  the  vultures? 

SALBMBRBS. 

Our  annals  say  not 

SABDARAPALUS. 

Then  I  will  say  for  them — 
That  she  had  better  woven  within  her  palace 
Some  twenty  garments,  than  with  twenty  guards 
Have  fled  to  Bactria,  leaving  to  the  ravens. 
And  wolves,  and  men — the  fiercer  of  the  three, 
tier  myriads  of  fond  subjects.    Is  lUs  glory? 
Then  let  me  live  in  ignominy  ever. 

SALBMBRBS. 

All  warlike  spirits  have  not  the  same  fate. 
Semiramis,  the  glorious  parent  of 
A  hundred  kings,  although  she  fsil'd  in  India, 
Brought  Persia,  Media,  Bactria,  to  the  realm 
Which  she  once  sway'd — and  thou  mightst  sway. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

I  iwa)r  them— 
She  but  subdued  them 

SALBMBRBS. 

It  may  be  ere  long 
That  they  will  need  her  sword  more  than  your  sceptre. 

SABDANAPALtTS. 

There  was  a  certain  Bacchus,  was  there  not  7 

I  've  heard  my  Greek  girl«  speak  of  such — they  say 

He  was  a  god,  that  is,  a  (.reciuo  god. 

An  idol  foreign  to  Assyria's  worship, 

Who  conquer'd  this  same  golden  r«ilm  of  Ind 

Thou  pratest  of,  where  Semiramb  was  vanquish'd. 

SALBMBNBS. 

I  have  heard  of  such  a  man ;  and  thou  perceivest 
That  he  is  deem'd  a  god  for  what  he  did. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

And  in  his  godship  I  will  honour  him— - 

Not  much  as  man.     What,  ho !  my  cupbearer ! 

SALEMENBS. 

W^hat  means  the  king  I 
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fAEDAKAPALOS. 

To  wonhip  yoar  new  god 
And  ancient  conqueror.    Somo  wiot,  I  ny. 

Enter  Cupbearer. 

SAKDAXAPALL'S  {oddrtuim^  tke  Cupbearer). 
Bring  me  ilie  golden  goblet  thick  with  geoiA, 
^'liich  beare  the  name  of  Nimrod't  chalice.     Hence, 
Fill  full,  and  bear  it  quickly.  [Exit  Cupbearer. 

SALKMENKS. 

Is  this  moment 
A  fitting  one  for  the  resumption  of 
Thy  yet  uoiJept-off  reveU? 

Re-enter  Cupbearer,  with  wine. 

S4EDANAPALDS  {taking  the  cup  from  him). 

Noble  kinsman. 
If  these  barbarian  Greeks  of  the  far  shores 
And  skirts  of  these  our  realms  lie  not,  this  Bacchus 
Oonquerd  the  whole  of  India,  did  he  noil 

lALEMlMBS, 

lie  did,  and  thence  was  deemiwa  deity. 

SAEDANAPALOt. 

^ot  no: — of  all  his  conquests  a  few  cohimns, 

Which  inny  be  his,  and  might  be  mine,  if  I 

Tltouglii  them  worth  purchase  and  conveyance,  are 

Titc  landmarks  of  the  seas  of  gort  he  shed, 

Tlir  realms  lie  wasted,  and  the  hearts  lie  broke. 

But  here,  here  in  this  goblet  is  his  title 

To  immortality — the  immortal  grape 

From  which  he  first  eqmas'd  the  soul,  and  gave 

To  gladden  that  of  nuin,  as  some  atooement 

For  the  victorious  mischieU  he  had  done. 

Had  it  not  been  for  this,  he  would  have  been 

A  mortal  still  in  name  as  in  his  grave; 

And,  hke  my  ancestor  Semiramis, 

A  sort  of  semi-glorious  human  nttmster. 

Here  's  that  which  deified  him-~let  it  now 

Humaniie  thee;  my  surly,  chiding  brotho*, 

Pledge  me  to  the  Greek  god ! 

SALEMENSf. 

For  all  thy  realms 
I  would  not  so  blaspheme  our  country's  creed. 

SAEDANAPALUt. 

That  is  to  say,  thou  thinkest  him  a  hero, 

Tliat  lie  shed  blood  by  oceans;  and  no  god. 

Because  lie  tum'd  a  fruit  to  an  enchantment, 

Which  cli(>er(  the  sad,  revives  the  old,  iaspires 

Tlie  young,  makes  Wearineas  forget  his  toil. 

And  Fear  her  danger;  opens  a  new  world 

When  this,  the  present,  palb.  Well,  then  /  pledge  thee, 

And  him  as  a  true  man,  who  did  his  utmost 

In  good  or  evil  to  surprise  mankind.  [i>rinAs. 

iALBMBNBE. 

Wilt  thou  resume  a  revel  at  this  hour? 

SAEDARAPALUE. 

And  if  I  did,  't  were  better  than  a  trophy, 

Being  bought  vrithoul  a  tear.     But  that  is  not 

My  present  purpose :  since  thou  wilt  not  pledge  ma» 

Continue  %hdt  lltou  pleasest. 

( To  the  Cupbearer.)  Boy,  retire. 

[Exit 

SALBMEJIBS. 

I  would  but  have  recall'd  thee  from  thy  dream : 
Better  by  me  awaken'd  than  rebellion. 
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SAaDANAFALOS. 

Who  should  rebel  T  or  why?  vhat  ca«ieY  prHeztt 

I  am  the  lawful  king,  descended  firom 

A  race  of  kings  who  knew  no  predeeeteon. 

What  have  I  done  to  thee,  or  to  the  people. 

That  thou  shouldst  rail,  or  they  rite  np  against  m«T 

SALBMBMBS. 

Of  what  thou  hast  done  to  me,  1  speak  not. 

^  SABI>ANAPALt». 

Thon  think'st  that  I  have  wron|^d  the  ^fttm :  m^not 

tALBMBWas. 

Think  !  Thou  hast  wrong'd  her ! 

lAEOAIfAPALUS. 

Patience,  prince,  and  hear  me. 
Slie  has  all  power  aA«plendour  of  her  sution. 
Respect,  the  tutebf^ft  Assyria's  heirs, 
Tlie  homage  and  the  appanafe  of 
I  married  her  as  monarchs  wed— lor 
And  loved  ^r  as  most  husbands  low  mme  wives  ^ 
If  slie  or  t\ifik  supposedst  I  could  link  me 
Like  a  ChaHlan  peasant  to  his  mate. 
Ye  knew  nor  me,  nor  monarchs,  nor  mankind. 

SALEMENES. 

I  pray  tliee,  change  the  theme ;  my  blood  disdains 
Complaint,  and  8alemenes'  sister  seeks  not 
Reluctant  love  even  from  Assyria's  lord  ! 
Nor  would  she  deign  to  accept  divided  passion 
With  foreign  strumpets  and  Ionian  slavee. 
The  queen  is  silent. 

SAIDAJIA'ALUS. 

And  wliy  not  her  brother? 

EALBMBRBS. 

I  only  echo  thee  the  voice  of  empires. 

Which  he  who  long  neglecu  not  long  will  goteriL 

SABDANAPALCS. 

The  uofrateful  and  ungracious  slaves',  they  murmur 

Because  I  have  not  shed  their  bk>od,  nor  led  them 

To  dry  into  the  desert's  dust  by  myriads. 

Or  whiten  with  their  bones  the  banks  of  Ganges ; 

Nor  decimated  them  with  savage  laws. 

Nor  sweated  them  to  build  np  pyramids. 

Or  Babylonian  walls. 

SALBMBMBS. 

Yet  Uiesajy  trophies 
More  worthy  of  a  people  and  Vp.P'^''^ 
Tlian  songs,  and  lutes,  and  ^"1%^^ 
And  lavish'd  treasures,  and  contMBf 

SAIDANAPALUS- 

Or  for  my  tropluea  1  have  founded  ciiie« : 

There  s  Tarsus  and  Ancli'ialns,  both  built 

In  one  day—what  eonld  that  blood4oym«  beWmnac, 

My  martial  grandam,  chaste  8emirami«, 

Do  more,  except  destroy  them  ? 

SALBMBMBS. 

T  is  mo*^  *"*•  »       ^^ 
1  own  thy  merit  in  those  founded  cities, 
BuQt  for  a  whim,  recorded  with  a  ^*^"*   ^..^  ^^^ 
Which  shames  both  them  and  tl»»  to  comum  »«« 

SAEOAMAPALOa-  W..il, 

Shame  me  I  By  Baal,lb.  cities,  Aough  ^eU  ^^^^^ 

Axe  not  i    1^*11^      «*»«  ^^  • 
Thon  wiU  *1Bt  me,  my  mode  of  '"*  ^ 
But  nothing  gainst  the  truth  of  U«i  »*» 
Wliy,  those  few  lines  contain  the  hwiory 
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Of  all  things  human ;  hear,  «  Sardanapaliu 

The  king,  and  son  of  Anacyndaraxes, 

In  one  day  built  Anchialus  and  Tarsus. 

Eat,  driuk,  and  love;  the  rest 's  not  -worth  a  fillip.* 

84LKMKNES. 

A  worthy  moral,  and  a  wise  inscription,. 
For  a  king  to  put  up  before  his  subjects  '■ 

•▲aOARAPALUS. 

Oh,  thM&  wouldst  liave  me  doubtless  set  uf^edicts —  % 

«  Obey^P  kinfT  ^rnntrihiifr  to  his  treasure — 

Recruit  ins  phtlmx — spill  your  blood  at  bidding — 

Fall  down  aud  worship,  or  get  up  aud  toil.n 

Or  thus — «  Sardanapalus  on  this  spot 

Slew  fifty  thousand  of  his  enemie^ 

These  are  tlieir  sepulchres,  and  this  his  trophy. » 

I  leave  such  things  to  cooqueror^^pough 

For  me,  if  I  can  make  my  subjeoHeel 

The  weight  Q^uian  misary  less,  and  glide 

Ungroaningt^B  tomb;  I  take  no  Ucence 

Wliich  I  denylRhem.    We  all  are  mcn^ 

SALIMKNBt.  jh* 

Thy  sires  have  been  revered  as  gods - 

lAaOANAPALCS. 

In  dust 
And  death,  where  they  are  neither  gods  nor  moo, 
Talk  not  of  such  to  me  !  the  worms  are  gods; 
At  least  they  banqueted  upon  your  gods. 
And  died  for  lack  of  farther  nutriment 
Those  gods  were  merely  men;  look  to  their  issue— 
I  feel  a  thousand  mortal  things  about  me. 
But  nothing  godlike,  unless  it  may  be 
The  thing  which  you  condemn,  a  disposition 
To  love  and  to  be  merciful,  to  pardon 
The  follies  of  my  species,  and  (that 's  human) 
To  be  indulgent  to  my  own. 

SALt  MINIS, 

Alas! 
The  doom  of  Nineveh  is  teal'd. — Woe — woe 
To  the  unrivail'd  city! 

SAEOANAPALUS. 

What  dost  dread? 

SALKMKHBS. 

Thou  art  guarded  by  thy  foes :  iu.  a  few  hours 
The  tempest  may  break  out  which  over^elms  thee 
And  thine  and  mine ;  ud  iu  another  da^ 
What  is  shall  be  tlie  pSof  Belus'  race. 

^MDARAPALUt. 

What  must  we  drenr 

SALBMKMU. 

Ambitious  treachery. 
Which  has  cnvtron'd  tliee  with  snares;  but  yet 
There  is  resource :  empower  me  with  thy  signet 
To  quell  the  machinations,  and  I  lay 
The  heads  of  thy  chief  foes  before  thy  feet 

SARDANAPALUS. 

The  hwifliT — how  many  ? 

SALIMKHBS. 

Must  I  stay  to  number 
When  even  thine  own 's  in  peril  ?  Let  me  go ; 
Give  me  thy  signet— trust  me  with  the  rest.      * 

SAKDANAPALUa. 

I  will  trust  BO  man  with  unlimitjl  liiil^^ 
When  we  fike  those  from  others,  we  n6HK>w 
What  we  have  taken,  nor  the  thing  we  give. 

SALKMBNKS. 

Woiddst  thou  not  take  their  lives  who  seek  for  th 


tAtOAlfAFAl.CS. 

That  *s  a  hard  question. — But,  I  answer  Ye% 
Cannot  the  thing  be  dona  without?    Who  are  they 
Whom  thou  suspectest? — Let  them  be  arrested. 

SALKMKNES. 

I  would  thou  wouldst  not  ask  me ;  the  next  monunt 
Will  send  my  answer  through  thy  babbling  troop 
Of  paramours,  and  thence  fly  o'er  the  |>alace. 
Even  to  die  city,  aud  so  bafllc  all. — 
Trust  me. 

lAIDANAPALUS. 

Tliou  knowest  I  have  done  so  ever; 
Take  tliou  the  signet*  iGimca  the  %Mt 

SALEMBRES. 

I  have  one  more  request. — 

SAEOANAPALUS. 

Xame  it. 

SALBMEHES. 

That  th<>u  this  night  forbear  the  banquet 
In  the  pavilion  over  the  Euphrates. 

SARDAVAPALUS. 

Forbear' the  banquet !    ink  for  all  the  plotters 
That  ever  shook  a  kingdom  !  Let  them  come. 
And  do  their  worst :  I  shall  not  blench  for  them ; 
Nor  rise  the  sooner;  nor  forbear  the  goblet ; 
Nor  crown  me  with  a  single  rose  tlie  less  ; 
Nor  lose  one  joyou^  hour. — 1  fear  thena  not. 

SALBMXNBS. 

But  thou  wouldst  arm  thee,  wouldst  then  not,  if  need- 
ful? 

SAEOANAPALUS. 

Perhaps.     I  have  the  goodhest  armour,  nnd 

A  sword  of  such  a  temper ;  ted  a  bow 

And  javeUn,  which  might  furnish  Nimrod  forth.: 

A  little  heavy,  but  yet  not  unwieldy. 

And  now  I  think  on 't,  't  is  long  since  I  Ve  used  iImb, 

Even  in  the  chase.    Hast  ever  seen,  them,  brother? 

SALEMBNES. 

Is  this  a  time  for  such  fantastic  trifling  7 — 
If  need  be,  wUt  thou  wear  them  ? 

SAEOANAPALUS. 

Will  I  not?— 
Oh !  if  it  must  be  so,  and  these  rash  slaves 
Will  not^  ruled  with  less,  I  '11  use  the  A  word 
Till  they  shall  wish  it  turn'd  into  a  distaff. 

SALBMXNBS. 

They  say,  thy  sceptre  's  turn'd  to  that  already. 

BAEDANAPALUA. 

That 's  false !  but  let  them  say  so:  the  old  Greeks, 

Of  whom  our  captives  often  sing,  related 

The  same  of  their  chief  hero,  Hercules, 

Because  he  loved  a  Lydian  queen  :  tliou  seest 

The  populace  of  all  the  nations  seize 

Each  calumny  they  can  to  sink  their  sovereigns. 

SALEMBNES. 

They  did  not  speak  thus  of  thy  fathers. 

SAEOANAPALUS. 

No; 
They  dared  not.     They  were  kept  to  toil  and  combat. 
And  never  changed  their  chains  bu^fnr  their  armour: 
Now  tliey  have  peace  and  pastime,  and  the  liceucc 
To  revel  and  to  rail;  it  irks  mc  not. 
I  would  not  give  the  smile  of  one  fair  girl 
For  all  the  popular  breath  that  e'er  divided 
A  name  from  nothing.     What!  arc  the  rank  tougue^ 
Of  this  vile  bent  grown  iusolcui  will)  feeding. 
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lotild  priir  tlicir  noisy  praise,  or  dread 
iiiomc  clamour? 

SALKMKNKS. 

You  liavc  said  they  are  men ; 
their  hearts  are  somethiDg. 

SAR  DA  NAPA  LI'S. 

So  my  dof^'  are ; 
cr,  as  more  faithful: — hut,  proceed; 
»t  Miy  signet : — since  they  are  tumuhuous, 
I  b<>  tcinpor'd  ;  yet  not  roughly,  tUL 
r  enforce  it.     I  hate  all  pain, 
received;  ^e  have  enough  \kithin  us, 
nvst  vassal  as  the  loftiest  monarch, 
id  to  each  other's  natural  burthen 
il  nii^Ty,  but  rather  lessen, 
reciprocal  alleviation, 
1  penalties  impose<l  on  life; 
they  know  nor,  or  they  will  not  know. 
>y  ilaal!  done  all  I  could  to  soothe  them: 
10  "Vkarn,  I  added  no  new  imposts, 
rod  not  with  their  civic  lives, 
n  pass  their  days  as  best  might  suit  them, 
my  own  as  suited  me. 

SALEMENES. 

Thou  stopp'st 
(he  duties  of  a  king;  and  therefore 
'  tliou  art  unfit  to  be  a  monarch. 

SARPANAPALUS. 

. — ('nhappily,  I  am  unfit 

ight  save  a  monarch ;  else  for  me, 

most  Mede  might  be  the  king  instead. 

SALEMENtS. 

one  Mcde,  at  least,  who  seeks  to  be  so. 

SARDANArALVS. 

ic.in'st  thou  ? — 't  is  tliy  secret ;  thou  desirett 

titions,  and  I  'm  not  of  curious  nature. 

"  fit  steps,  and  since  necessity 

%,  I  sinction  and  support  thee.     Ne'er 

n  who  more  desired  to  rule  in  peace 

ceful  only  ;  if  they  rouse  me,  better 

d  conjured  up  stern  Nimrod  from  his  ashes, 

ii(;hty  liunter.w     I  will  turn  these  realms 

<*  ido  desert  chase  of  hniles,  who  were, 

dd  no  more,  by  their  own  choice,  be  liuman. 

ley  have  found  me,  they  belie ;  Aat  which 

t  may  find  nie — shall  defy  their  wish 

k  it  worse ;  and  let  them  thank  themselves. 

SALEVEMIS. 

on  at  last  canst  feel? 


SARDANAPALirS. 

Feel!  who  feels  not 


udc  ? 


SAI.BMBKES. 

I  will  not  pau«e  to  anslter 
ords,  hut  deeds.     Keep  thou  awake  that  energy 
sleeps  at  limes,  I>ul  i*t  not  dead  within  tliee. 
Ml  niayst  yet  l>e  glorious  in  thy  reign, 
erful  ill  tiiy  realm.     Farewell! 

[Exit  Salbx  E.XES. 

SARD\?IAPALrS   (solus). 

Farewell ! 
>iie;  and  on  his  riin;rr  bears  my  signet, 
is  to  liiiii  a  sceptre.     lie  is  stem 
1  heedless;  and  the  slaves  deserve 
a  master.     What  may  be  the  danger, 
not: — he  liath  found  it,  let  him  quell  it. 


Must  I  consume  my  life — thntfittle  life^ 

In  guarding  against  all  may  make  |||||^? 

It  is  not  worth  so  much !    It  were  to  die 

Before  my  hour,  to  live  in  dread  of  death, 

Tracing  revolt :  suspecting  all  about  me. 

Because  they  are  near;  and  all  who  are  remote. 

Because  they  are  Ht.     Bat  if  it  should  be  so~ 

If  they  should  sweep  me  off  from  earth  and  empire. 

Why,  what  h  earth  or  empire  of  the  Mflh  ? 

I  liave  loved,  and  lived,  and  multipliMBv  imafe; 

To  die  is  no  less  natoral  than  those — >^^ 

Acts  of  this  clay !     T  is  true  I  have  not  shed 

Blood,  as  I  might  have  done,  in  oceans,  till 

Ny  name  became  the  synonyme  <*f  death — 

A  terror  and  a  trophy.     But  for  this 

I  feel  no  penitence;^  s^  life  is  love : 

If  I  must  shed  blood,  it  shall  be  by  force. 

Till  now  no  drop  from  an  Assyrian  veis' 

Ilath  flow'd  for  me,  nor  liath  the  unaHflk  coin 

Of  Ninevdi^irast  treasures  e'er  be^i  laniih'd 

On  objectd|Kich  could  cost  her  soot  a  tear : 

If  then  theynate  me,  't  is  because  I  hate  not ; 

If  they  rebel,  it  is  because  I  oppress  noc 

Oh,  men !  ye  must  be  ruled  with  scythes,  not'sceptres, 

And  mow'd  down  like  ^rass,  else  all  we  reap 

Is  rank  abundance,  add  a  rotten  harvest 

Of  discontents  infecting  the  fair  soil,  * 

Making  a  desert  of  fertility. — 

1 11  think  no  more. Within  there,  ho! 

Enter  tin  ArriffDAffT. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Slare,  tell 
The  Ionian  Myrrlia  we  would  crave  her  presence. 

ATTBNDAHT. 

King,  slie  h  liere. 

Mtrrha  enCers. 
SARDANAPALtTS  {flfari  t»  AU/tnAaiii). 
'^  Away ! 

(^<i<^resi6i9  Mtrrba.)     Beautiful  be'mg ! 
Thou  dost  almost  anticipate  my  heart ; 
It  throbb'd  for  thee,  and  here  thou  comest;  let  me 
Deem  that  some  unknown  influence,  some  sweet  oracle. 
Communicates  between  us,  though  unseen. 
In  absence,  and  attracts  us  to  each  other. 

MYRRHAa 

There  doth. 

SARDANAPALU^ 

I  know  there  doth ;  biniBot  its  name ; 
What  is  it? 

MTRRHA« 

In  my  native  land  a  gotf. 
And  in  my  heart  a  feeling  like  a  god's. 
Exalted ;  yet  I  own  't  is  only  mortal. 
For  what  I  feel  is  humble,  and  yet  happy — 

That  is,  it  woidd  be  happy;  but 

[Mtrrha  ftautt. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Tlicre  comes 
For  ever  something  Iwtween  us  and  what 
j  We  deem  our  hajypiness  :  let  me  remove 
The  harrier  which  that  hesitating  accent 
Proclaims  to^lkyie,  and  mine  is  sea  I'd. 

•n'RRRA. 

My  lord  I— 

SARDANAPALUS. 

— my  king — sire — sovereign !  thus  it  is — 
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For  ever  thus,  addreu'd  yitb  awe.    I  ne'er 

Can  lee  a  smile,  Mj^M  in  some  broad  baaquet^s 

Intoxicating  gkutC^ben  the  baffoons 

Have  gorged  tbemseWes  up  to  equality, 

Or  I  have  quaffd  me  down  to  their  abatement. 

Myrrha,  I  can  hear  all  these  things,  these  names. 

Lord— king— sire— monarch — nay,  time  was  I  priied 

them, 
That  iM,  I  suffered  them— from  slaves  and  pobles; 
Bat  wlwn  the^Uter  from  the  lips  I  love, 
Tlie  lips  whi^Plve  been  press'd  to  mine,  a  chill 
Comes  o'er  my  heart,  a  cold  sense  of  the  falsehood 
Of  this  my  station,  which  represses  feeling 
In  those  for  whom  I  have  felt  most,  and  makes  me 
Wish  that  I  could  lay  down  the  dull  tiara. 
And  share  a  cottage  on  the  Gaueaaus 
With  thee,  and  wear  no  crowns  but  those  of  flowers. 

MYaaBA. 
Would  that  «■  could ! 

SAaDAffArALUC. 

And  dost  tfiou  feAUT— Why? 
MTaaBA. 
Then  thou  wouldst  know  what  thou  canst  never  know. 

SAaOARArALUS. 

And  that  is 

MTaaiA. 
The  true  value  of  a  heart ; 
At  least  a  woman's. 

SAaDAMAFALDS. 

I  have  proved  a  thousand-^ 
A  thousand,  and  a  thousand. 

MYaaHA. 

Ilearu? 

SAaOANArALDS. 

I  think  so. 
mraaHA. 
Not  one !  the  time  may  come  thou  mayst. 

SAaDANAPALCS.  ^ 

It  will. 

Hear,  Myrrha  ;  Salemenes  has  declared — 

Or  why  or  how  he  hath  divined  it,  Belus, 

Who  founded  our  great  realm,  knows  more  than  I— 

But  Salemenes  hath  declared  my  throne 

In  peril. 

MYaaiA. 

He  did  well.  • 

tAlDANAPALUS. 

'''     And  say'.st  C^u  so  7 
Thou  whom  he  spum'd  ro  harshly,  and  now  dared 
Drive  from  our  presence  with  his  savage  jeers, 
Aud  made  thee  weep  and  bluKhl 

MYaaaA. 

I  should  do  both 
More  frequently,  and  he  did  well  to  call  me 
Back  to  my  duty.     But  thou  speak'st  of  peril- 
Peril  to  thee 

SAaOAffAPALUS. 

Ay,  from  dark  plots  and  snares 
From  Medes — and  diftcontcnied  troops  and  nations. 
I  know  not  what — a  labyrinth  of  thing« — 
A  maze  of  mutter  d  tlireats-and  mysteries : 
Thou  know'st  the  man — it  is  his  usual  ais torn. 
Rut  he  itiionost.     dome,  we'll  think  ft'Snorr  on 't — 
But  of  the  midnight  fe<itival. 

MYaaDA. 

T  is  time  f^ 


To  think  of  anght  tave  feelifaW.     Thou  liaac  mm 

Spum'd  his  sage  caudoosT 

SAKOANAPALUS. 

What ! — and  doa  thou  for! 
MYaaiA. 
Fear!— I  'm  a  Greek,  and  how  should  I  fear  death! 
A  slave,  and  whertfbre  should  I  dread  my  freedom! 

SAaOANAPALDt. 

Then  wherefore  dost  thou  turn  ao  pale? 

^  MYUHA. 

I  love. 

SAlDAMAPALUt. 

And  do  not  I  ?  1  love  thee  far — far  more 
Than  cithef  the  brief  life  or  the  wide  renlni« 
W^hich,  it  diay  l»e,  are  menaced : — yet  I  blench  mi. 

MYmaiA. 
That  means  thou  lovest  nor  thyself  nor  me  ; 
For  he  who  loves  another  loves  himaelf. 
Even  fur  that  other's  sake.    This  is  too  reah : 
Kingdoms  and  Uvea  are  not  to  be  so  loat. 

SAaDAIIAPALOS. 

Lost ! — why,  who  is  the  aspiring  chief  who  daied 
Assume  to  win  them  7 

MYaaiA. 

WMio  is  he  should  dread 
To  try  so  much  7  When  he  who  it  tlieir  ruler 
Forjets  himself,  will  they  remember  luml 

SAaDANAPALUS. 

Myrrha! 

MYaaiA, 
Frown  not  upon  me :  yon  have  smiled 
Too  often  on  me  not  to  make  those  frowns 
Bitterer  to  bear  than  any  punishment 
Which  they  nuiy  augur. — King,  lam  your  subject  I 
Master,  I  am  your  slave!  Man,  I  have  loved  you!— 
Loved  you,  I  know  not  by  what  fatal  weakness, 
Although  a  Greek,  and  bom  a  foe  -lo  monarcLs — 
A  slave,  and  hating  fetters — an  Ionian, 
And,  tliercfbre,  when  I  love  a  stranger,  more 
Degraded  by  that  passion  than  by  chains! 
Still  I  liavc  loved  you.     If  that  love  were  strong 
Enough  to  overcome  all  former  nature. 
Shall  it  not  claim  the  privilege  to  save  you  7 

SASDARAPALUS. 

Save  mc,  my  beauty !  Thou  art  very  fair. 
And  what  I  seek  of  thee  is  love — not  safety. 

MYaaiA. 
And  without  love  where  dwells  security?' 

SAaOAKAPALUS. 

I  speak  of  woman's  love. 

MYRRHA. 

The  very  first 
Of  human  life  must  spring  from  woman's  breast. 
Your  first  small  words  are  taught  you  from  her  lips 
Your  firtit  tears  quench'd  by  her,  and  your  last  sighs 
Too  often  breathed  out  in  a  woman's  Itearing, 
When  men  have  shrunk  from  the  ignoble  care 
Of  watching  the  last  hour  of  him  who  led  them. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

My  eloquent  Ionian !  thou  speak'st  music. 

The  very  chorus  of  the  tragic  song 

t  have  heard  thee  talk  of  as  the  favourite  pastime 

Of  thy  far  father-land.     Nay,  we(>p  not — t-ahu  tl»re. 

MYRRHA. 

I  weep  not. — But  I  pray  thee,  do  not  speak 
About  my  fathers  or  their  land. 


SARDANAPALUS. 
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SAEDANArALUS. 

Yet  oft 
Thou  speakMt  of  them. 

MTIEIA. 

Tnie — true:— conttant  thongfat 
Will  overflov  in  wordt  unconsciously: 
But  irhen  another  speaks  of  (ireece,  it  wounds  me. 

SAIDAIVAPALUS. 

Well,  then,  hov  wouldst  ihou  save  me,  as  thou  saidst? 

irraBHA. 
By  trnching  thee  to  save  thyv^lf,  aad  not 
Hiysclf  alone,  but  these  vaftt  realms,  from  all 
The  r»gc  of  tlie  wont  -war — the  war  of  brethren. 

SAIVANAPALVS.  -    ^ 

Why,  cliilfl,  I  loatlie  all  war,  and  warriors:* 
I  li\o  iu  peace  and  pleasure:  what  can  man 
Do  morel 

MYaaDA. 
Alas !  my  lord,  with  common  men 
There  needs  too  oft  the  show  of  war  to  keep    . 
The  Kul><itance  of  sweet  peace;  and  for  a  king, 
T  is  sometimes  better  to  be  fear  d  than  loved. 

SARDANAPALIJS. 

And  I  have  never  sought  but  for  the  lasL 

MTEEIA. 

And  now  art  neither. 

SAEDANAFALUI. 

Dost  fhoM  tay  so^  BIyrrtiaT 

MTEEHA. 

I  speak  of  civic  popular  love,  se/^love. 

Which  means  that  men  arc  kept  in  awe  and  law, 

Yet  not  oppre-ut'd — at  least  tliey  must  not  think  sO ; 

Or  if  ihry  think  so,  deem  it  necessary 

To  wani  off  m  one  oppression,  tlieir  own  pa«iions. 

A  king  of  feasts,  and  Howers,  and  wine,  and  revel, 

And  love,  and  mirth,  vi  as  never  king  of  glory. 

SAEUANAPALUS. 

Glory!  vi hat's  that? 

MTREHA. 

Auk  of  the  gods  thy  fathers. 

SARI>\>APAI.U9. 

Thry  cannot  nnswcr ;  vtht-n  the  priests  speak  for  them, 
T  i>  for  some  >inall  addition  to  the  temple. 

MYRRHA. 

Ix^ok  to  the  annals  f>f  thine  empire's  founden. 

hiRDANAPALUS. 

Thry  an*  so  blotted  o'er  v^ith  bloiHl,  I  cannot. 

liut  what  \(0uldst  haw?  the  empire  has  been,  founded, 

I  unnoi  go  on  multiplying  empires. 

MTERHA. 

Preserve  thine  own. 

SAEDARAPALUS. 

At  least  I  will  enjoy  it. 
(Jome,  Myrrlia,  let  us  on  to  the  Euphrates ; 
The  hour  invites,  the  galley  is  prepared, 
And  the  pav  ilion,  dock'd  for  our  return. 
In  fit  adornm«-ut  for  the  evening  banquet. 
Shall  bbze  with  beauty  and  with  light,  until 
It  seems  unto  the  stars  which  arc  above  us 
Iisrtf  au  opposite  star;  and  we  will  sit 
Crown'd  with  fresh  tlowen  like 

MYREUA. 

Yictims. 

SARDAl^APALUS. 

No,  like  Mvereigns, 
The  shepherd  king>  of  patriarchal  times, 


Who  knew  no  brigfaier  gtma  than  summer  wreaths. 
And  none  but  tearless  triumphi.     LeC  IM  on. 

filler  Panu. 

PANIA. 

May  the  king  live  for  ever! 

SAEDAIIAPALtTS. 

Not  an  hour 
Longer  than  he  can  love.    Ilow  my  Mnl  hates 
This  language,  which  makes  life  itself  a  lie, 
Flattering  dust  with  eternity.    Well,  Pania! 
Be  brief. 

PAIflA. 

I  am  charged  by  Salemenes  to 
Reiterate  his  pnyer  unto  the  king. 
That  for  this  day,  at  least,  lie  will  not  quit 
The  palace:  when  tlie  general  returns, 
He  will  adduce  such  reasons  at  will  wairant 
His  daring,  and  perhaps  obtain  the  pardoa 
Of  his  presomption. 

SAEOANAPALUS. 

What !  am  I  then  coop'dT 
Already  captive?  can  I  not  even  breatlie 
Tlie  breath  of  heaven?  Tell  prince  Salemenes, 
Were  all  Assyria  raging  round  the  walls 
In  mutinous  myriads,  I  would  still  go  forth. 

PA!IIA. 

I  must  obey,  and  yet 

MYEEHA. 

Oh,  monarch,  listen.— 
How  many  a  day  and  moon  thou  hast  reclined 
Within  these  pahce  walls  in  silken  dalliance. 
And  never  shown  thee  to  thy  people's  longing; 
fjcaving  thy  subjects' eyes  ungratified, 
The  satraps  iincoutroU'd,  the  gods  unworshipp'd. 
And  all  things  in  the  anarchy  of  sloth. 
Till  all,  lave  evil,  slumher'd  through  the  realm! 
And  wilt  thou  not  now  tarry  for  a  day, 
A  day  which  may  redeem  thee?  Wilt  thou  not 
Yield  to  the  few  still  Faithful  a  few  hours, 
For  them,  for  tlioe,  for  thy  pn«t  fathers'  race, 
.\nd  for  thy  sous'  inheritance? 

•  PAHIA. 

'T  is  tnie ! 
From  the  deep  urgency  with  which  the  prince 
Dispiitch'd  nic  to  your  sacred  presence,  I 
Must  dare  to  add  my  feeble  voice  lo  that 
Which  now  has  spoken. 

iAEOARAPALITS. 

No,  it  must  not  be. 

MYREIA. 

For  tlie  sake  of  tliyrealm? 

SAEDANAPALUS. 

Away ! 

PARU. 

For  that 
Of  all  thy  faith  fkil  subjects,  who  wiU  rally 
Round  thee  and  thine. 

SAEDAffAPALUS. 

These  are  mere  phantasies; 
Tliere  is  no  peril : — 't  is  a  sullen  scheme 
Of  Salemenes,  to  approve  his  leal. 
And  show  himself  more  necessary  to  us. 

MYEEIA. 

Bj  all  tliat  s  good  and  glorious,  take  this  countdL 
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SAIDARAPALVI. 

Busineu  ttMOBocrow. 

MTEEIA. 

Ay,  or  death  to-night. 

SiBDAJUrALUS. 

Why,  let  it  come,  then,  unexpectedly, 
llidit  joy  and  gentleness,  iBd  mirth  and  lore ; 
So  let  me  fall  like  the  plock'd  rose !— fiar  better 
Thus  than  be  irither'd. 

MTIEIA. 

Thea  thou  wilt  not  yield, 
Enpn  for  the  sake  of  all  that  ever  stirr'd 
A  monaflph  into  action,  to  forego 
A  trifling  revel. 

SAIDAHAPALITt. 

No. 

MTKEIA. 

Then  yield  for  m/Me  ; 
For  my  sake! 

SAaDANAPALlTS. 

Thine,  my  Myrrha? 

MTEEHA. 

Tis  the  first 
Boon  which  I  e'er  ask'd  Assyria's  king. 

SAEOANAPALUS. 

That's  true;  and,  wer't  my  kingdom,  mu«t  be  granted; 
Well,  for  thy  sake,  I  yield  me.     Pania,  hence ! 
Thou  hear'st  me. 

rxnix. 
And  obey.  [Exit  Pania. 

SAEDANAPALUS. 

I  marvel  at  thee. 
Wliat  is  thy  motive,  Myrrha,  thus  to  urge  me? 

MYERIA. 

Thy  safety;  and  the  certainty  that  nought 
Gould  urge  the  prince,  thy  kinsman,  to  require 
Tims  much  from  thee,  but  tome  impending  danger. 

SAIDA.tArALUS. 

And  if  I  do  not  dread  it,  why  shouldst  thou? 

MTEBMA. 

Because  Aou  dost  not  fear,  I  ftar  for  ffcce. 

SAEDANAPALUS. 

To-morrow  thou  wilt  smile  at  the«  vain  fancies. 

MTBBRA. 

If  the  worst  come,  I  shall  be  where  none  weep. 
And  that  is  better  than  the  power  to  smile. 
And  thou? 

SAaOANAPALUI. 

I  ^hall  be  king,  as  heretofore. 

MTEEHA. 

Where? 

SAEDANAPALUS. 

With  Baal,  Kimrod,  and  Scmirarois, 
Sole  in  Assyria,  or  with  tliem  elsewhere. 
Fate  made  me  what  I  am — may  make  me  nothing — 
But  either  that  or  nothing  musit  I  be : 
I  will  not  live  degraded. 

MTEEHA. 

lladst  thou  felt 
Thus  always,  none  would  ever  dare  degrade  thee. 

SAEDANAPALUS. 

And  who  will  do  so  now  ? 

MTEEHA. 

Dmt  thou  suspect  none  ? 

SAEDANAPALUS. 

Suspect  !~that  *s  a  spy's  office.  Oh !  we  lose 


Tentboaiandprecioai  BMMnenta  in  miit  words, 

And  vainer  fears.  Within  there ! — Ye  slaves,  deck 

The  hall  of  Nimrod  for  die  eveniog  fwval : 

If  I  must  make  a  prison  of  onr  palace. 

At  least  we  'II  wear  oar  fetters  jocandly : 

If  the  Euphrates  be  foriJMd  ns,  and 

The  sunnier  dwelling  on  its  bcnuteooa  border. 

Here  we  are  still  nnmenared.     Ho !  wichin  cbere! 

[Bxii  SaaAAnAPAUi 
MTaanA  (soliti). 
Wliy  do  1  love  this  man  7  My  cooniry's  danfhiers 
Love  none  but  heroes.  But  I  have  no  coonuy ! 
The  slave  hath  lost  all  save  her  bonda.  I  love  him; 
And  that's  the  heaviest  link  of  the  long 
To  love  whom  we  esteem  not.  Be  it  so : 
The  hour  is  coming  when  he  'U  nead  all  love. 
And  find  none.    To  fall  from  him  now  were 
Than  to  Imve  stabb'd  him  on  his  tlirone  wlien  bigboi 
Would  have  been  noble  in  my  conntry^s  creed ; 
I  was  no(  made  for  either.  Gould  I  save  him, 
I  should  not  love  him  better,  but  myaelf  ; 
And  I  have  need  of  the  last,  for  I  have  fallen 
In  my  own  thoaghts,  by  loving  this  soft  stranger : 
And  yet  meihinks-I  love  him  ny»re,  perceiving 
That  he  is  hated  of  his  own  barbarians, 
Tlic  natural  foes  of  all  the  blood  of  Greece. 
Gould  I  but  wake  a  single  thought  like  those 
Which  even  the  Phrygians  felt,  when  battling  Ion; 
Twixt  llion  and  the  sea,  vritbin  his  bean, 
Uc  would  tread  down  the  barbarous  crowds,and  cria^ 
ile  loves  me,  and  I  k>ve  him ;  the  slave  loves 
Her  master,  and  would  free  him  from  bis  vices. 
If  not,  I  have  a  means  of  freedom  still. 
And  if  I  cannot  teach  him  how  to  reign, 
May  show  him  how  alone  a  klAg  can  leave 
Vis  throne.  I  must  not  lose  him  from  my  sighc 

[Exit 


ACT  II. 

SCENE   f. 
The  Portal  of  Ae  same  Hall  (^the  Palmtt. 

siLBsas  (soZms). 
The  sun  gocH  down ;  methinks  he  sets  more  slowhr. 
Taking  his  last  look  of  Assyria's  empire. 
How  red  he  glares  amongst  those  deepening  clouds, 
Like  the  blood  he  predicts.     If  not  in  vain, 
Thou  sun  that  siiikost,  and  ye  stars  which  rise, 
I  liave  outwatch'd  yc,  reading  ray  by  ray 
Tlie  edicts  of  your  orbs,  which  make  Time  tremble 
For  what  he  Brings  the  nations,  *t  is  the  furthest 
Hour  of  As!(yria's  years.     And  yet  how  ralm  ! 
An  earthquake  should  announce  so  great  a  fall — 
A  summer's  sun  discloses  it.     Yon  disk. 
To  the  ^tar>read  Chaldean,  bears  upon  ' 

Its  everlasting  page  the  end  of  wliat 
Seem'd  everlasting;  but  ohi  thou  true  sun  f 
The  burning  oracle  of  all  that  live. 
As  fountain  of  all  lifi*,  and  symbol  of 
Him  who  bestovrs  it,  wherefore  dost  thou  limit 
Thy  tore  unto  calamity  ?  Wliy  not 
Unfold  the  rise  of  days  more  worthy  thine 
All-glorious  burst  from  ocean  ?  why  not  dart 
A  beam  of  hope  athwart  the  future's  years, 


SARDANAPALUS. 
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As  of  wratL  to  iu  days?    Ilaar  me !  ok!  heir  ae! 
I  am  tby  worshipper,  ihy  priest,  thy  wrvaitt— 
I  liavc  gaipd  ou  thee  at  thy  rise  and  Call, 
And  bow'd  my  head  beneath  thy  oiid-day  beams. 
When  my  eye  dared  not  neet  chee.     I  have  watclul 
For  tliee,  and  after  tliee,  and  pniy'd  to  thee. 
And  sacriiiced  to  thee,  an^read,  and  feard  thee. 
And  ask'd  of  thee,  and  thou  hast  answered— biu 
Only  to  thus  much :  w^ile  1  speak,  he  sinks — 
h  gone— and  leaves  his  baaoty,  not  his  knowledge, 
To  the  delighted  west,  which  reveb  in 
Its  hues  of  dying  glory.     Yet  what  is 
Death,  M)  it  be  but  glorious?    T  is  a  smisel; 
And  mortals  May  be  haj^y  to  resemble 
The  gods  but  iu  decay. 

£n(er  AiBACts,  by  an  inner  lioor. 

AlBACO. 

Beieses,  why 
So  wrapt  in  thy  devotions T    Dost  thou  stand 
Gaxiiig  to  trace  thy  disappearing  god 
Into  some  realm  of  uudiscover  d  da]^ 
;    Our  business  i;*  witli  night — 't  is  come. 

BiLisn. 

fiutnoi 
Gone. 

ABBACBS. 

Let  it  roll  on — we  are  ready. 

BKLUU. 

Yes. 

Would  it  were  over! 

ABBACKS. 

Does  the  proplm  doubt, 
To  whom  the  very  stars  shine  victory? 

BELB&BS. 

I  do  not  doubt  of  victory — but  the  victor. 

ABBACKS. 

Well,  let  thy  science  settle  thaL     Meantime, 
1  have  prepared  an  many  glittering  spears 
As  vtill  out-^parklc  our  allies — your  planets. 
There  is  no  more  to  thwart  us.     The  she-king. 
That  less  than  woman,  i^  even  now  upon 
The  waters  with  his  female  mates.    The  order 
It  issued  for  the  feast  in  the  pavilion. 
The  first  cup  which  he  drains  will  be  the  last 
Ouaff  il  by  the  line  of  Nimrod. 

BILKS  ES. 

T  was  a'  brave, one. 

ABBACKS. 

And  is  a  weak  one — 't  is  worn  out — we  'U  mand  it. 

BBLBSIS. 

Art  sure  of  tltat  1 

ABBACBS. 

•  ks  founder  was  a  hunter — 

I  am  a  soldier — what  is  there  to  fear? 

BBLKSBS. 

The  soldier. 

ABBACKS. 

And  the  priest,  it  may  be ;  but 
If  y(tu  thought  tlius,  or  think,  why  not  retain 
Your  king  of  concubines?  why  stir  me  up? , 
Why  sptur  me  to  this  enterprise  ?  your  own 
Nu  less  tliau  mine? 

BELKSES. 

Look  to  the  sky ! 


Ilook. 

BKLIBIS. 

Wliat  seest  thout 

ABBACKS. 

A  fair  siunmer*s  twilight,  and 
The  gathering  of  the  stars. 

BBUniB. 

And  midst  them  mark 
Yon  earliest,  and  the  brightest,  which  so  qoiTcn, 
As  it  woidd  quit  its  place  in  the  blue  ether. 

Well! 

•KLKSKS. 

T  is  thy  natal  ruler— thy  birth  planet. 
ABBACKS  (kmehimg  kit  $embbmrd). 
My  star  is  in  thh  scabbard :  when  it  shines, 
It  shall  oul-dazxlc  comets.     Let  us  think 
Of  what  is  to  be  done  to  justify 
Thy  planets  and  their  portents.    When  we  ^eonqner, 
They  sliall  have  temples — ay,  and  priests — and  thou 
SliaU  be  the  pontiff  of^what  gods  thou  wilt; 
For  I  observe  iliat  they  are  ever  just. 
And  own  the  bravest  for  .the  most  devout. 

BKLKSIS. 

Ay,  and  the  most  devout  for  brave — thou  hast  not 
Seen  me  turn  back  from  battle. 

ABBACKS. 

No ;  I  own  thee 
As  firm  in  fight  as  Babylonia's  captain, 
As  skilful  in  Chaldca's  worship)  now, 
Will  it  but  please  thee  to  forget  the  priast. 
And  be  the  warrior? 

BBLKSKS. 

Why  not  both? 

ABBACKS. 

The  better; 
And  yet  it  almost  shames  me,  we  shall  have 
So  little  to  effect.    This  woman's  warfore 
Degrades  the  very  conqueror.    To  have  pluck'd 
A  bold  and  bloody  despot  from  his  throne, 
And  grappled  with  him,  clashing  steel  with  steel, 
That  were  heroic  or  to  win  or  fall; 
But  to  upraise  my  sword  against  this  silkworm, 
And  hear  iiim  whine,  it  may  be 

BKUESKS. 

Do  not  deem  it : 
He  has  that  in  him  which  may  make  you  strife  yet; 
And,  were  he  all  you  think,  his  guards  are  hardy. 
And  headed  by  the  cool,  stem  Salcmenes. 

ABBACIS. 

They  'II  not  resist. 

BKLKSKS. 

Why  not  ?  they  are  soldien. 

ABBACKS. 

True, 
And  therefore  need  a  soldier  to  command  them. 

BKLKSKS. 

That  Saleilenes  is. 

ABBACKS. 

But  not  their  king. 
Besides,  he  hates  the  effeminate  thing  that  governs, 
For  the  queen's  sake,  his  sister.     Mark  you  not 
1  le  keeps  akiof  from  all  the  revels  7 

k  BKLKSKS. 

But 
Mot  from  the  council— there  he  is  ever  constant. 
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AKMCn. 

And  erer  thtruted;  what  would  you  have  more 
To  make  a  rebel  out  of?    A  fool  reigmnfry 
UU  blood  dishonour'd,  and  himself  di«daui*d  ^ 
Why,  it  u  Us  retenge  we  work  for. 

•BLOBS.       . 

Orald 
He  but  be  brought  to  think  so :  this  I  doubt  of. 

ABBACBS. 

What  if  we  Mmfld  him?  • 

•BLBSBt. 

Tes — if  the  time  senred. 
Enter  Balba. 

BALIA. 

Satraps !  the  king  commands  your  presence  at 
The  feast  to-night. 

bblbsbs. 
To  hear  is  to  obey* 
In  the  pavilion? 

■ALBA. 

Noj  here  in  the  palace. 

ABBACBS. ' 

How !  in  the  palace?  it  was  not  thus  ordei'd. 

•ALBA*. 

It  is  so  order  d  now. 

ABBACBS. 

And  why? 

•AUU. 

I  know  nol. 
Kay  I  retire? 

ABBACBS. 

Stay. 

BBLBSBS  {to  ABBACBS  OSidt). 

Hush !  let  him  go  his  way. 
{Alternately  to  Balba.) 
Tes,  Balea,  thank  the  monarch,  kisA  the  hem  • 
Of  his  imperial  robe,  and  say,  his  slaves 
Will  take  the  crumbs  he  deigns  to  scatter  from 
His  royal  table  at  the  hour — ^was  't  midnight? 

BALBA. 

It  was;  the  place,  the  Hall  of  Nimrod.    Lords, 

I  humble  me  before  you  and  depart.  '  [ExU  Balba. 

ABBACBS. 

I  like  not  this  same  sudden  change  of  place, 

There  is  some  mystery;  wherefore  should  he  change  it  ? 

BBLBSBS. 

Doth  he  not  change  a  thousand  times  anlay? 

Sloth  is  of  all  things  the  most  fanciful — 

And  moves  more  parasangs  in  its  intents 

Than  generals  in  their  marches,  when  they  seek 

To  leave  their  foe  at  fault. — Why  dost  thou  muse? 

ABBACBS. 

He  loved  that  gay  pavilion — it  was  ever 
His  summer  dotage. 

BBLBSM. 

And  he  loved  his  queen — 
And  thrice  a  thousand  harlotry  besides — 
And  he  has  loved  all  tUngs  by  turns,  except 
Wisdom  and  glory. 

ABBACBS. 

Still— I  like  it  not. 
If  he  has  changed— why  so  must  we !  the  attack 
^re  easy  in  the  isolated  bower. 
Beset  with  drowsy  guards  and  drunken  courtiers ; 
But  in  the  Hall  of  Mimrod 

BBLBSBS. 

Is  it  so? 


llethoughl  thehaaghty  soUier  fiesa'd  to 
A  throne  too  earily:  does  it  diaappoint  thee 
To  find  there  is  a  slipperier  step  or  two^ 
Than  what  was  counted  on? 

ABBACBS. 

When  the  hoar  comrs. 
Thou  shah  perceive  how  fer  I  fesu*  or  no. 
Thou  hast  seeh  my  life  at  stake — and  gnily  play'd  for 
But  here  is  more  upoo  the  die— ^  kingdom. 


I  have  foretold  already— thoa  wilt  win  it : 
Then  on,  and  prosper. 

ABBACBS. 

Now,  w«re  I  a  aoothsaycr, 
I  would  have  boded  so  much  to  myself. 
But  be  the  stars  obey'd — I  cannot  quarrel 
With  them,  nor  their  interpreter.     Who  *b  here? 


f 


9' 
Satraps! 


Enter  Salkm  bki 

SALBKBiniBJ 
BBLBSBS. 


Myprintt! 

SALBMBIVBS. 

Well  met — I  sought  ye  bodi, 
But  elsewhere  than  the  palace. 

ABBACBS. 

Wherefore  so  ? 

SALBMBNBS. 

T  is  not  the  hour. 

ABBACBS. 

The  hour— what  hoar? 

SALBMBHSS. 

^  Of  midoifbu 

BBLBSBS. 

Midnight,  my  lord ! 

SALBMBHBS. 

What,  are  you  not  invited  ? 

BBLBSBS. 

Oh !  yes— we  had  forgotten. 

SALBMBHBS. 

Is  it  usoal 
Thus  to  forget  a  sovereign's  invitation  ? 

ABBACBS. 

Why — we  but  now  received  it. 

SALBMBHBS. 

Then  why  here? 

ABBACBS. 

On  duty. 

SALBMBITBS. 

On  what  duty? 

BBLBSBS. 

On  the  state's. 
We  have  the  privilege  to  approach  the  presence-, 
But  found  the  monarch  absent. 

SALBMBHBS. 

And  I  too 
Am  upon  duty. 

ABBACBS. 

Bfay  we  crave  its  purpart? 

SALBMBHBS. 

To  arrest  two  traitors.    Guards!  within  there! 


Enter  Guards. 
SALBMBNBS  {continuing). 


Your  swordn. 


Satraps, 


8ABDAHAPALD8. 
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Take  mine. 


My  lord,  bdiold  mj  icimitar. 
AKBACsi  {drmmim§  ki»  •wemri). 


•AUMUin  (tubMineimg}. 
IwilL 

ABIACn. 

But  in  your  heart  the  bhde— 
The  hilt  quiu  not  this  hand. 

•Auoaan  (drmwi$§§). 

How !  doet  thon  hr«f«.9M  ? 
T  it  irell— this  taves  a  trial  and  him  mercy. 
8oldfer«,  hew  down  the  rebel! 


Soldiers!  Ay- 
jtbmeyou  dare  not. 

SALBMnn. 

Alooel  feelith  slaTe-- 
What  is  there  in  thee  that  a  prince  ^hoold  ihrink  fro« 
Of  open  force  f  We  dread  thy  tnaaoOf  not 
Thy  strength  r  thy  tooth  is  noofht  wilhoat  ita  fowm— 
The  serpent's  not  the  lioa*B.  Got  him  down. 

BBLKSBS  (iwiSlfifaf). 

Arfaaces !  ore  you  mad!  Have  I  not  rendei^'d 

My  swordT  Then  trust  like  me  our  •ovarei|n's  justice. 

AKBACBS. 

No — I  will  sooner  trust  the  stars  thou  praf st  of, 

And  this  slight  arm,  and  die  a  king  at  least 

Of  my  own  breath  and  body— to  &r  that 

None  else  shall  dMtin  them. 

SAUMBRBS  (to  Ae  GmMrdt). 

Tou  bear  Un,  and  aM. 
Take  him  not— kill. 

[7^  Guardi  attmck  AbbacbB,  wko  dgfnub  kte- 

Melfvaiimntfy  tiud  dMXtnmafy  tOl  Ikty  vNiver. 

ULBMBWBi. 

Is  it  even  so;  and  mnst 
I  do  the  hangman's  office?  Becreants!  see 
How  you  should  fell  a  traitor. 

[SALBMBMBi  Hftecfts  AbBACSS. 

Enter  SABDANArALus  and  Trmin, 

SABDAWAPALUS. 

Hold  yonr  hands — 
Upon  your  lives,  T  say.    What,  deaf  or  drunken  T 
My  sword !  oh  fool,  I  wear  no  sword:  hare,  felkm. 
Give  me  thy  weapon.  [lb  «  Gumrd. 

[Sabdanapalcs  fiMfefces«  mmrdfrom  ena  oftke 
soldiers,  nndmmknytmtm  AiCtmitibmU— 
Aejr  separate, 

SABDAICAPALirS. 

Inmyverypalaee! 
What  hinders  me  from  dcaving  yon  in  twain. 
Audacious  brawlers? 

BBLBSBS. 

Sire,  your  jttstiee. 

BALBMBIIBS. 


Tour  weakness. 

SABDANAPALVS  (fWlsiRf  flU  SWOmd). 

How? 


Strike!  so  the  blow  *s  repeated 
Upon  yon  traitor— whom  you  spare  a  moment, 
I  truftt,  for  torture— I  'm  content. 

SABOAIIAPALSt. 

,   What— him! 
Who  dares  asmil  Arbaces? 


BABBASAfALOi. 


I 

Prince,  you  forget  yowself.    Upon  what  warrant  T 

balbmbubs  (skowlMf  Ae  s^ne^ 
Thine. 

ABBAflBS  (con/Mad). 


The 


8! 


Tea!  and  let  the  king  coaflnB  it. 

SABOANAPALirS. 

I  parted  not  from  this  for  such  a  purpose. 

SALBMBBBS. 

Ton  parted  with  it  for  your  safety— I 
Employ'd  it  for  the  best.    Pronounce  in  penon. 
Here  I  am  but  your  elave — a  moment  past 
I  was  your  representatiTe. 

sabuahapalus. 
Than  thfa.thiy 
Tour  swords. 

[Abbacbs  uttdStiLBiiBirBa  f^ttem  Adrnaenb  la  fha 

* 
salbmbub. 

Mine's  sheathed:  I  pray  yon  sheathe  naC  yoon; 

*T  is  the  sole  sceptre  left  yon  now  with  safety. 

SABOAMAPALUS. 

A  heavy  one;  the  hilt,  too,  hurts  my  hand. 

(lb  a  Guard,)  Here,  feUow,  take  thy  weapon  back.  Well, 

urs. 
What  doth  this  mean! 


The  prinea  mniC  answer  IhaL 


Truth  upon  my  part,  treason  upon  thefaa.' 

saboahapalits. 
Treason— Arbaees !  treachery  and  Beleses ! 
That  were  an  union  I  will  not 


Where  is  the  proof! 

SAUUiBIIBS. 

I  '11  answer  that,  if  once 
The  king  deoaands  your  feUow  traiior^s  swotd. 

ABBACBS  (to  SALBMBMBS). 

A  sword  which  hath  been  drawn  as  oft  as  thine 
Againat  his  foes. 


And  now  afaiaiC  his  brothar, 
And  in  an  hour  or  so  againec  himarif. 

SAaBAIIAPAUB. 

Tliat  is  not  possible:  he  davsd  not  I  n»— 
No— Illnothearof  anchthiBga.  These  vain  bMkerii^ 
Are  spawn'd  in  courts  by  bass  intrigBM  andbaarr 
Hirelings,  who  live  by  Has  on  good  men's  livas. 
Ton  must  have  been  deceived,  my  brother. 

ULBMBnS. 

Fbst 
Let- him  leKver  up  his  weapon,  and 
PktMhdm  himself  yohr  sulgect  by  that  dnty. 
And  I  will  answer  alL 

sabdahapalhs. 
Why,  if  I  tboi^  so— 
But  no,  it  cannot  be;  the  Nede  Ariwees— 
The  trusty,  rough,  true  soldier— the  best  captain 
Of  all  who  discipline  our  nations        No, 
1 11  not  insttk  him  thus,  to  bid 


\ 
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The  scimitar  to  me  he  never  yielded 
Uoto  our  enemies.    Chief,  keep  your  weapon. 
SAUMiNBs  {delivering  hack  the  signet). 
Monarch,  take  back  your  d^et. 

•AADANArALUS. 

No,  retain  it; 
But  use  it  vith  more  moderation. 

SAUMINIS. 

Sire, 
I  used  it  for  your  honour,  and  restore  it 
Because  I  cannot  keep  it  with  my  own. 
Bestow  it  on  Arbaccs. 

SAKDANOALUS. 

So  I  should : 
He  never  a&k'd  it. 

•ALBMINBS. 

Doubt  not,  he  will  have  it 
Without  that  hollow  semblance  of  respect. 

BEUSIS. 

I  know  not  what  hath  prejudiced  the  prince 

So  strongly  'ifainst  two  subjects,  tlian  whom  none 

Have  been  more  leaious  for  Assyria's  weaL 

SAUMINBS. 

Peace,  factious  priest  and  faithless  soldier!  thou 
Unit'st  in  thy  own  pmon  the  worst  vices 
Of  the  most  dangerous  orders  of  mankind. 
Keep  thy  smooth  words  and  juggling  homilies 
For  tliose  who  know  tliee  not.    Thy  fellow's  sin 
Is,  at  the  least,  a  bold  one,  and  not  temper'd 
By  the  tricks  taught  thee  in  Ciialdea. 

BILES  IS. 

Hear  him, 
My  liege— the  son  of  Bclus!  he  blasphemes 
The  worship  of  the  land  which  bows  the  knee 
Before  your  Htheri. 

SAKDANAPALUS. 

Oh !  for  that  I  pray  you 
Let  him  have  absolution.    I  dispense  with 
The  worship  of  dead  men ;  feeling  that  I 
Am  mortal,  and  believing  tliat  tlie  race 
From  whence  I  sprung  are — wliat  I  see  them — ashes. 

BKLBSIS. 

King !    Do  not  deem  so :  they  are  with  the  stars, 
And 

SABDAWAPALUS. 

Ton  shall  join  them  there  ere  they  will  rise. 
If  you  preach  farther. — Why,  this  is  rank  treason. 

lAUUfXAKS. 

My  lord! 

lABDAHAPALUS. 

To  school  me  in  the  worship  of 
Assyria's  idols !     Let  him  be  released — 
Give  him  his  sword. 

SALUfBlfn. 

My  lord,  and  king,  and  brother^ 
I  pray  ye,  pause. 

SABDANAPALCS. 

Yes,  and  be  sermonised. 
And  dinn'd,  and  dcafcn'd  with  dea^  men  and  Baal, 
And  all  Chaldca's  starry  mysteries. 

BBLBSES. 

Monarch!  respect  them. 

SABDANAPALHS. 

Oh!  for  that — I  love  them; 
I  love  to  watch  them  in  the  deep  blue  vault. 
And  to  compare  tibem  with  my  Myrriia's  eyes : 


I  love  to  see  their  rays  redouUcd  in- 

The  tremukms  sihrer  of  Euphraias' 

As  the  light  breeie  of  midnight  crisps  tbm  bread 

And  rolling  water,  sighing  through  the  ledgea 

Which  fringe  his  banks :  bat  whether  they  may  be 

Gods,  as  some  say,  or  the  abodes  of  godh^ 

As  others  hold,  or  simply  lamps  of  nif^t. 

Worlds  or  the  lights  of  worlds,  I  know  nor  care  not. 

There  *s  something  sweet  in  my  uncertainty 

I  would  not  change  for  yoor  Chaklesn  lore; 

Besides,  I  know  of  these  aU  clay  can  know 

Of  aught  above  it  or  below  it — nothing. 

I  ftcc  their  brilliancy  and  feel  their  beauty — 

When  they  shine  on  my  grave  1  shall  know  neither. 

BBLUBS. 

For  nettfker,  sire,  say  bettor. 

SABDASAPALOS. 

I  wiU  wait. 
If  it  so  please  yon,  pontiff,  for  that  knovdedge. 
In  the  mean  time  receive  your  avord,  and  know 
Tliat  I  prefer  your  service  militant 
Unto  your  ministry— not  loving  either. 

SALBMBIf  BS  (flsMe). 

His  lusts  have  made  him  mad.  Then  must  I  savehiu 
Spite  of  himself. 

SABOAHAPAUn. 

Please yott  to  bear  me.  Satraps! 
And  chiefly  thou,  my  priest,  because  f  doubt  ihre 
More  tlian  the  soldier,  and  would  doabt  thee  all 
Wert  thou  not  half  a  warrior :  let  us  part 
In  peace — I  '11  not  say  pardon — which  must  be 
Eani'd  by  the  guilty ;  this  I  'II  not  pronounce  ye. 
Although  upon  thu  breath  of  mine  depends 
Tour  own ;  and,  deadlier  for  ye,  on  my  fears. 
But  fear  not — for  that  I  am  soft,  not  fearful — 
And  so  live  on.     Were  I  the  thing  aome  think  me, 
Tour  heads  would  now  be  dripping  the  last  dn^ 
Of  their  attainted  gore  from  the  high  gates 
Of  this  our  palace  into  the  dry  dust. 
Their  only  portion  of  the  coveted  kingdom 
They  would  be  crown'd  to  reign  o'er — let  that  pass. 
As  I  have  said,  I  will  not  deem  ye  guilty. 
Nor  doom  ye  guiltless.     Albeit,  better  men 
Than  ye  or  I  stand  ready  to  arraign  you : 
And  should  I  leave  your  fate  to  sterner  judges. 
And  proo^  of  all  kinds,  I  might  sacrifice 
Two  men,  who,  whatsoe'er  they  now  are,  were 
Once  honest.    Tc  are  free,  sirs. 

ABBACES. 

&re,  this  clemency 

BELBSES  {interrupting  him). 
Is  worthy  of  yourself;  and,  although  innocent. 
We  thank 

SABDANAPALI7S. 

Priest !  keep  your  thanksgivings  for  Bcliu; 
His  of^pring  needs  none. 

BELBSES. 

But,  being  innocent — 

SABOANAPALUS. 

Be  silent — Guilt  is  loud.     If  ye  are  loyal, 

Te  are  injured  men,  and  sliould  be  sad,  not  grateful. 

BBUUES. 

So  wc  should  be,  were  justice  always  done 
By  earthly  power  omnipotent ;  but  innocence 
Must  oft  receive  her  right  as  a  mere  ^vour. 
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That's  a  good  •entenot  for  a  homtitf, 
niODgh  not  for  thu  occaikm.    IVidne  kaap  U 
To  plead  thy  sovereign't  caoM  before  lua  people. 


*I  trust  there  is  bo  cause. 

tAanAHArALDB. 

No.eattte,  perhaps; 
"Bnl  many  causers : — if  ye  meet  irith  mch 
In  the  eiercise  of  your  iwpiisHwa  faftction 
On  earth,  or  should  yiw  read  of  U  ia  haavea 
In  some  mysterious  twinkle  of  the  ttarp, 
^hich  are  your  chronicles,  I  pray  yon  note, 
That  there  are  worse  thingi  hetwist  earth  and  hea^Ftn 
Than  him  who  ruleth  many  and  slays  none; 
And,  hating  not  himself,  yet  krres  1^  fitUows 
Enough  to  spare  even  tboae  who  wo«ld  not  spare  hin, 
"Were  they  onee  masters^but  that 'a  doobtfnL  Salrapa ! 
Toiir  swords  and  persons  are  at  Itherty 
To  use  them  as  ye  will^hnt  fimn  this  hour 
1  have  uo  call  for  either.    Salemenes! 
follow  me. 

[Bxeunt  SiaoANAf  Al.oi»  flAUMiins,  and  the 
TnuH,  efe.,  leaafwj  AaaAcis  and  BkLUts. 

ABBACIt. 

I 


ArikMlhtvorid! 
lift 

■y 


UflWf  what  think  yonT 


That  we  are  loet. 


That  we  haife  won  the  kingdom. 
AaaACit. 
What !  thus  sMpected — with  the  sword  shmg  o*er  us 
Bat  by  a  single  hair,  and  that  stiU  wwMrinf 
To  be  blown  down  by  his  imperiona  bnMth, 
Which  spared  us — why,  I  know  not. 

ail 


rhy; 


But  let  us  profit  by  the  interral. 

The  hour  is  still  our  own— our  power  the 

The  night  the  same  we  destined.    Ha  halh  changed 

Nothing,  eicept  our  ignoranoe  of  all 

Suspicion  into  such  a  certainty 

As  must  make  madness  of  delay. 


A^yCt 


What,  doubting  still ! 


Saved  them  from  Salei 


AaaAGBb 
Heqaredoor 


more, 


ai 


Will  he  so  sparel  till  the  first 


Aad  how  long 


Or  sober,  rather.    Yet  he  did  it  naUy; 
Gave  royally  what  we  had  faelrtud 
Basely 


Low  any  ihiag,  oeapt 


I  blnsh  that  we  should  ow*  o«r  Krca  to  taeh 
Akingof  ditfifiil 


Bnt  no  leas  we  owe  them ; 
And  I  shoidd  bhish  for  iMrt  to  take  the  graalv*8t 


Thou  may'st  endain  whaia'ar  th«a  vilt,  tht  atara 
Have  written  otherwise. 

aaaAcnu 
TlM«|h  thty  «ma  down. 
And  marshall'd  ne  the  way  in  all  ~ 
I  would  not  follow.  • 


Thiaia 

Than  a  scared  beldam's  dreaaing  of  the  dead. 
And  waking  in  the  dark. — Go  to— go  to. 


Methoogttt  he  look'd  like  Nimrad  as  ha  ipeke, 
Ev«i  as  the  proud  imperial  statne  stands, 
Xooking  the  mcmarch  c»f  the  kinp  around  it. 
And  sways,  while  they  but  ornament,  the  teriqple. 


Say,  bravely. 

AaBACIS. 

Somewhat  al  both,  pwfaipa. 
But  it  has  tonch'd  me,  and,  whate'cr  betide, 
I  will  no  further  oo. 


I  told  you  that  you  had  too  modi  despised  him. 
And  that  there  was  som*  royalty  within  him. 
What  then)  ha  ia  the  nobler  foe. 

AaaAcia. 

Butwa 
The  meaner :<-would  he  had  not  qtared  ns! 

BBLiait. 


Wouldst  thoo'ba  aacrifteed  thus  readilyT 

ABBACB. 

No— but  it  had  been  better  to  have 
Than  live  ungntefuL 


Oh,  the  s|nb  of  aome 
Thou  wouldst  digest  what  some  call  treason,  and 
Foob  treachery — and,  bdiold,  upon  the  sudden, 
Because,  for  something  or  for  nothing,  diia 
Rash  reveller  steps,  ostentationsly, 
Twixt  thee  and  Salemenes,  dwu  art  tnm'd 
Into— what  shall  I  sayl— Sardanapabs ! 
I  know  no  name  mere  igpominiont 


Bttt 


An  hour  ago,  who  dand  to  term  me  < 
Had  held  his  life  but  lighdy-M  it  is, 
I  must  forgive  yon,  even  as  he  forgave  na— 
heraelf  would  not  have  dona  it. 


No — the  queen  Kked  no  sharers  of  the  kingilom, 
Not  even  a  husband. 


serve  bun  truly' 


And  humbly? 


No,  sir,  proudly— 'baiag  heneit. 
I  shall  be  nearer  thrones  than  ye«  ta'hams} 
And  if  not  tjnite  so  haughty,  yet  mere  lofky. 


m 


3o4 


BTBOlfS  WOBKS. 


Yon  may  do  your  own  deeming^ — joa  hate  codec, 
And  mysteries,  and  corollaries  of 
Right  and  wrong,  which  I  lack  for  my  direc  tion, 
And  must  pursue  hut  what  a  plain  heart  teaches. 
And  now  you  know  me. 

BKLUn. 

Uave  yon  finish'd? 

AmBACBS. 

Yes— 

With  you.  ^ 

BILBtn. 

And  would,  perhaps,  hetray  as  well 
As  quitmel 

ABBACBS. 

That's  a  sacerdotal  thought. 
And  not  a  uAii^%, 

BSr.BSKS. 

Be  it  what  you  will — 
Truce  with  these  wranglings,  and  but  hear  me. 

ABBACXa. 

No- 
There  is  more  peril  in  your  subtle  spirit 
Than  in  a  phaianx. 

BXLXSXt. 

If  it  must  be  so — 
I  '11  on  alone. 

ABBACBB. 

Alone! 

BBLKSKS. 

Thrones  hold  but  one. 

ARBACKS. 

But  this  is  filTd. 

BBLBSBS. 

With  worse  than  vacancy— 
A  despised  monarch.     Look  to  it,  Arbaces  : 
I  have  still  aided,  chcri&h'd,  loved,  and  urged  you ; 
Was  willing  even  to  serve  you,  in  the  hope 
To  serve  and  save  Assyria.     Heaven  itself 
Scem'd  to  consent,  and  ail  events  were  friendly, 
Even  to  the  last,  till  that  your  spirit  shrunk 
Into  a  sliallow  sof tn^ ;  but  now,  ratlier 
llian  see  my  country  languish,  I  will  be 
Her  saviour  or  the  victim  of  her  tyrant. 
Of  one  or  both,  for  sometimes  boili  are  one: 
And  if  I  will,  Arbaces  is  my  servant. 

ABBACKS. 

Your  servant ! 

BELKSES. 

Why  not  ?  lietf «t  ilian  be  slave, 
The  pardon'd  slave  of  she  Sardanapaius. 

Enter  Pania. 

PAN  I  A. 

My  lords,  I  bear  an  order  from  the  king. 

ABBACBS. 

It  is  obey'd  ere  spoken. 

BBLBSBS. 

Notwithstanding, 
Let's  hear  it. 

PANIA. 

Forthwith,  on  this  very  night. 
Repair  to  your  respective  satrapies 
Of  Babylon  and  Media. 

BBLBSBS. 

With  our  troops? 


PARIA. 

My  order  is  unto  die  satraps  aod 
Their  hoiudiold  tnin. 

ABBACia. 

But 

BBLBSBS. 

It  mast  be  ol»yd; 
Say,  we  deparL  | 

PAMIA.  I 

My  order  is  to  see  you 
Depart,  and  not  to  bear  your  answer.  > 

BBLBSBS  (aside). 

Ay! 
Well,  sir,  we  will  accompany  you  hence. 

PAHIA. 

I  will  retire  to  marshal  forth  the  guard  ' 

Of  honour  which  befits  your  rank,  and  wait 
Your  lebnre,  so  that  it  the  hour  exceeds  noL 

BBLBSBS. 

Now  then  obey ! 

ABBACKS. 

Doubtless. 

BBLBSBS. 

Yes,  to  the  gates 
That  grate  the  palace,  which  iK  now  our  prison, 
No  furllier. 

ABBACKS. 

Thou  hast  harp'd  the  truth  indeed! 
The  realm  itself,  in  all  its  wide  extension. 
Yawns  dungeons  at  each  step  for  thee  and  me. 

BBLBSBS. 

Graves! 

ABBACKS. 

If  I  thought  so,  this  good  sword  should  dif 
One  more  than  mine. 

BBLXSXS. 

It  shall  have  work  enough: 
Let  me  hope  better  tlian  thou  augurest : 
At  present  let  us  hence  fis  best  we  may. 
Thou  dost  agree  with  me  in  understanding 
This  order  as  a  sentence? 

ABBACKS. 

Why,  what  otlier 
Interpretation  should  it  bear?  it  is 
■Tlic  very  policy  of  orient  roonarclis — 
Pardon  and  poison — ^vours  and  a  sword — 
A  distant  voyage,  and*an  eternal  sleep. 
How  many  satraps  in  his  father's  time — 
For  he  I  own  is,  or  at  least  was,  bloodless — 

BBLBSBS. 

But  will  not,  can  not  be  so  now. 

ABBACBS. 

I  doubt  it. 
How  many  satraps  have  I  seen  set  out 
III  his  sire's  day  for  mighty  vice-royalties. 
Whose  tombs  are  on  their  path !  I  know  not  how 
But  they  all  sicken'd  by  the  way,  it  was 
So  long  and  heavy. 

BBLBSBS. 

I^t  us  but  regain 
The  free  i^ir  of  tlie  city,  and  we  *11  shorten 
The  journey. 

ABBACBS. 

T  will  be  shorten  d  at  the  gates. 
It  may  be. 
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BBLUIt. 

No :  tbey  hardly  vill  rif k  that. 
They  mean  as  to  die  privately,  but  not 
Within  the  palace  or  the  city  walls, 
Where  we  arc  known  and  may  have  partisans: 
If  they  had  meant  to  slay  us  here,  we  were 
No  longer  with  the  living.  Let  us  hence. 

ABBACIS. 

If  I  but  thought  he  did  not  mean  my  life 

BBLBSBS. 

Fool !  hence — what  else  should  despotism  alarm'd 
Mean  7     Let  us  but  rejoin  our  troops,  and  march. 

ABBACBS. 

Towards  our  provinces? 

BILBSBS. 

No;  towards  your  kingdom. 
There  *s  time,  there 's  heart  and  hope,  and  power,  and 

means 
Which  llicir  lialf  measures  leave  us  in  full  scope.— 
Away ! 

ABBACBS. 

And  I,  even  yet  repenting,  must 
Relapse  to  guilt ! 

BBLBSBS. 

Self-defence  is  a  virtoe. 
Sole  bulwark  of  all  right.     Away!  I  say ! 
Ix"t  s  leave  this  place,  the  air  grows  thick  and  choking, 
And  the  walls  have  a  scent  of  night-shade— hence ! 
Let  us  not  leave  them  time  for  further  council. 
Our  quick  departure  proves  our  civic  seal ; 
Our  quick  departure  hinders  our  good  escort. 
The  worthy  Pania,  from  anticipating 
The  orders  of  some  parasangs  from  hence; 

Nay,  there's  no  other  choice  but hence,  I  say. 

[Exit  with  Abbacbs,  whofolUms  rtbutantiy. 

Enter  Sabdamapalus  and  Salbmbiibs. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Well,  all  is  remedied,  and  without  bloodshed. 
That  worst  of  mockeries  of  a  remedy; 
We  arc  now  secure  by  these  men  s  exile. 

SALBMBNBS. 

Yes, 
As  he  who  treads  on  flowers  is  from  the  adder 
Twined  rouiyl  their  roots. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Why,  what  wouldst  have  me  do? 

SALBMBNBS. 

Undo  what  you  have  done. 

SABDANAPlLirS. 

Revoke  my  pardon  7 

SALBMBHBS. 

Rrplnce  the  crown,  now  tottering  on  your  temples. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Tliai  were  tyrannical. 

SALBMBHBS. 

But  sure. 

SA  B  DAN  AP  ALUS. 

We  are  so. 

What  danger  can  ihey  v*ork  upon  the  frontier? 

SALBMBNBS. 

They  are  not  there  yet— never  should  they  bo  so, 
Were  I  well  listen'd  to. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Nay,  I  have  listen'd 
Impartially  to  lliee— why  not  to  ihemT 


BALBMBRBS. 

You  may  know  that  herafier;  as  it  is, 
I  take  my  leave,  to  order  forth  the  guard. 

SAIDARAPALUI. 

And  you  will  join  ns  at  the  banquet? 

SALBMBHBS. 

Sire, 
Dispense  with  me^I  am  no  waasailer: 
Command  me  in  all  service  save  the  Bacchant's. 

lAlDAHAPALUS. 

Nay,  but 't  is  fit  to  revel  nofw  and  then. 

SILBMBHBB. 

And  fit  that  some  should  watch  for  tboit  who  revel 
Too  oft.    Am  I  permitted  to  depart? 

SABDAHAPALtn. 

Yes stay  a  moment,  my  good 

My  brother,  my  best  subject,  better^prince 

Than  I  am  king.    You  should  have  been  the  moiurch. 

And  I — I  know  not  what,  and  cart  not;  bnt 

Think  not  I  am  insensiUe  to  all 

Thine  honest  wisdom,  and  thy  rough,  yet  kind. 

Though  oft-reproving,  suffierance  of  my  follies. 

If  I  have  spared  these  men  against  thy  counsel. 

That  is,  their  lives — it  is  not  that  I  doubt 

The  advice  was  sound ;  but,  let  them  live :  we  will  not 

Cavil  about  their  lives — so  let  them  mend  them. 

Tlieir  banishment  vrill  leave  me  still  sound  sleep. 

Which  their  death  lud  not  left  me. 

SALBMBNBS. 

Thus  yon  run 
The  risk  to  sleep  for  ever,  to  save  traitors — 
A  moment's  pang  now  changed  for  years  of  crime. 
Still  let  them  be  made  quiet 

SABDAHAPALUS. 

Tempt  me  not : 
My  word  is  past. 

SALBMBNBS. 

But  it  may  be  rccalFd. 

SABDAHAPALUS. 

T  is  royal. 

SALBMBHBS. 

And  should  therefore  be  decisive. 
This  half  indulgence  of  an  exile  serves 
But  to  provoke— a  pardon  should  be  full, 
Or  it  is  none. 

SABDAHAPALUS. 

And  who  persuaded  me 
After  I  had  repeafd  them,  or  at  least 
Only  dismiss'd  them  from  our  presence,  who 
Urged  me  to  send  them  to  their  satrapies? 

SALBMBNBS. 

True ;  that  I  had  forgotten ;  that  is,  sire. 

If  they  e'er  reach  their  satrapies — why,  then. 

Reprove  me  more  for  my  advice. 

SABDAHAPALUS. 

And  if 
They  do  not  rcich  them— look  to  ill— in  safety. 
In  safety,  mark  me— and  security— 
1.00k  to  thine  own. 

SALBMBNBS. 

Permit  me  to  depart; 
Tlieir  safety  shall  be  care*!  for. 

SABDiNAPALCS. 

Gel  thee  hence,  then; 

And,  prithee,  think  more  gently  of  thy  brother. 

39 
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S4LBM1IIIS. 

Sire,  I  shall  erer  duly  terv«  my  tOTereign. 

[ExUSkt 

SABDAHAPALUS  {jfoUu). 

That  man  is  of  a  temper  too  severe : 
Hard  but  as  lofty  as  the  rock,  and  free 
From  all  the  taints  of  common  earth — while  I 
Am  softer  clay,  impregnated  with  flowers. 
Bui  as  our  mould  is,  must  the  produce  be. 
If  I  have  err  d  this  time,  *t  is  on  the  side 
Where  error  sits  most  li({htly  on  that  sense, 
I  know  not  what  to  call  it ;  but  it  reckons 
With  me  ofttimes  for  pain,  and  sometimes  pleasure; 
A  spirit  which  seems  placed  about  my  heart 
To  court  its  throbs,  not  quicken  them,  and  ask 
Questions  whichMrtal  never  dared  to  ask  me. 
Nor  Baal,  thou^l^K  oracular  deity-- 
Albeit  his  marble  fsce  msjestical 
Frowns  as  the  shadows  of  the  evening  dim 
His  brows  to  changed  eipression,  till  at  times 
I  think  the  statue  looks  in  act  to  speak. 
Away  with  these  vain  thoughts,  I  will  be  joyous^ 
And  here  comes  Joy's  true  herald. 

Alter  MraiiA. 
MTaaiA. 

King!  the  sky 
Is  overcast,  and  musters  muttering  thunder, 
In  clouds  that  seem  approaching  fast,  and  show 
In  forked  flashes  a  commanding  tempest. 
Will  you  then  quit  the  palace? 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Tempest,  say'st  diou? 

MTBBaA. 

Ay,  my  good  lord. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

For  my  own  part,  I  should  be 
r>(ot  ill  content  to  vary  the  smooth  scene. 
And  watch  the  warring  elements;  but  this 
Would  little  suit  the  silken  garments  and 
Smooth  hices  of  our  festive  friends.     Say,  Myrrfaa, 
Art  thou  of  those  who  dread  the  roar  of  clouds? 

HTBBHA. 

In  my  own  country  we  respect  their  voices 
As  auguries  of  Jove. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Jove — ay,  your  Baal — 
Ours  also  has  a  property  in  thunder. 
And  ever  and  anon  some  foiling  bolt 
Proves  his  divinity,  and  yet  sometimes 
Strikes  his  own  altars. 

MTBBHA. 

That  were  a  dread  omen. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Yes — for  the  priests.    Well,  we  will  not  go  forth 
Beyond  the  palace  walls  to-night,  but  make 
Our  feast  within. 

MTBBHA. 

Now,  Jove  be  praised !  that  he 
Hath  heard  the  prayer  thou  wouldst  not  hear.  The  goda 
Are  kinder  to  thee  than  thou  to  thyself, 
And  flash  this  storm  between  iliee  and  thy  foes, 
To  shield  thee  from  them. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Child,  if  there  be  peril, 
Methinks  it  is  the  same  within  these  walls 
As  on  the  river's  brink. 


■nBiA. 

Not  ao,  thme  walk 
Are  hi^  and  strong,  and  guarded.     Treasoo  has 
^o  penetrate  through  many  a  winding  way, 
nind  massy  portaf !  bat  in  the  pavilion 
There  is  no  bulwark. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

No,  nor  in  the  palace, 
Nor  in  the  fortress,  nor  upon  the  top 
Of  cloud-fenced  Gaucasut,  where  the  eagle  aiu 
Nested  in  pathless  clefts,  if  treachery  be: 
Even  as  the  arrow  finds  the  airy  king. 
The  steel  will  reach  the  earthly.    But  be  calm : 
The  men,  or  innocent  or  guilty,  are 
Banish'd,  and  fisr  upon  their  way. 

MTBIIA. 

They  live,  tfaea! 

SABDANAPALUS. 

So  sanguinary?    Tkou! 

MTBBIA. 

I  would  not  shrink 
From  just  infliction  of  due  punishment 
On  tliose  who  seek  your  life:  wer't  otherwise 
I  should  not  merit  mine.     Besides,  you  beard 
The  princely  Salemenes. 

SABDAHAPALDt. 

This  is  aCrange ; 
The  gentle  and  the  austere  are  both  against  me. 
And  urge  me  to  revenge. 

MTBBIA. 

Tis  a  Greek  virtue. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

But  not  a  kingly  one — I'll  none  on  *t ;  or, 
If  ever  I  indulge  in't,  it  shall  be 
With  kings — my  equals. 

MTaaiA. 

These  men  sought  to  be  so. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Myrrha,  this  is  too  feminine,  and  spring 
From  fear 

MTBBHA. 

For  you. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

No  matter — still  *t  i%  fear. 
I  have  observed  your  sex,  once  roused  to  wrath. 
Are  timidly  vindictive  to  a  pitch 
Of  perseverance,  which  I  would  not  copy. 
1  thouglit  you  were  exempt  from  this,  as  from 
The  childish  helplessness  of  Asian  women. 

MTBBBA. 

My  lord,  I  am  no  boaster  of  my  love. 

Nor  of  my  attributes ;  I  have  shared  your  splendour, 

And  will  partake  your  fortunes.     You  may  live 

To  find  one  slave  more  true  than  subject  myriads; 

Bat  this  the  gods  avert !     I  am  content 

To  be  beloved  on  trust  for  what  I  feel. 

Rather  than  prove  it  to  yo|i  in  your  griefs. 

Which  might  not  yield  to  any  r.arc<»  of  mine. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Griefs  cannot  come  where  perfect  love  cxi^Ls, 
Except  to  liei(;htcu  it,  aod  vanish  from 

That  which  it  could  not  scare  away.     I^t  *s  in 

TIic  hour  npproach(4,  and  we  must  prepare 

To  meet  the  invited  guests,  who  grace  our  fea»t. 

{Fxeunt 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 

9aU  of  C^  Palace  illuminated. — Saidarapalds 
i  his  Guests  at  Table.  —  J  storm  wiAcut,  and 
under  occasionally  heard  during  the  Banquet 

SAlDANAPALUt. 

ill !     Why  this  i«  as  it  sliould  be:  here 
true  realm,  amidtt  bright  eyes  and  faces 
Y  as  feir !     Here  sorrow  cannot  reach. 

ZAMIS. 

Ibe^hcrc — where  the  king  is,  pleasure  sparkles. 

SABOAIIAPALUS. 

this  lietter  now  than  Nimrod's  buntings, 
f  y>  ild  (jmndam's  chase  in  search  of  kingdoms 
juld  not  keep  when  conquer  d  ? 

ALTADA. 

Mghty  though 
were,  as  all  thy  royal  line  have  been, 
mo  of  those  who  went  before  liave  reach'd 
cmo  of  Sardanapalas,  who 
lacrd  his  joy  in  peace — the  sole  true  ^ry. 

SilDAIfAPALUS. 

Icaiure,  good  Altada,  to  which  glory 
the  path.  What  is  it  that  we  seek? 
ineut !  We  h.ive  cut  the  way  short  to  it, 
ot  gone  tracking  it  through  human  ashes, 
ig  a  grave  with  every  footstep. 

lAMtS. 

No; 
.irts  are  happy,  and  all  toices  bless 
iug  of  peace,  who  holds  a  world  in  jubilee. 

S4aDANAPALUS. 

re  of  that  ?  I  have  heard  otherwise ; 
say  that  there  be  traitors. 

ZAMBS. 

Traitors  they 
larc  to  say  so ! — T  is  imposaible. 
cause? 

SARDAIIAPALtlS. 

What  cause?  true, — fill  Che  goblet  up; 
11  not  think  of  them :  there  are  none  sneh, 
here  be,  they  are  gone. 

ALTADA. 

Guests,  to  my  pledge ! 
on  your  knees,  and  drink  a  measure  to 
ff  ty  of  tlie  king->tbe  monarch,  say  I ! 
>d  Sardanapalus ! 

[/ames  and  the  Guests  kneely  and  exclaim — 
Mightier  than 
iher  Raal,  the  god  itardanapalus! 

[It  thunders  as  they  kneel;  some  startup  in 
confusion. 

ZAMBS.  |p 

lo  ye  rise,  my  friends?  In  that  strong  peal 
:hcr  godji  consented.  • 

MTIBIA. 

Menaced,  ratlier. 
wilt  thou  bear  this  mad  impiety? 

SAKDANAPALDI. 

y ! — nay,  if  the  sires  who  reign'd 
me  can  l>e  gods,  I  '11  not  disgrace 
line.ige.  nut  ariM>,  my  pious  friends, 
your  <levolion  for  tl»e  thunderer  there : 
but  tu  be  loved,  not  wor^hipp'd. 


ALTADA. 

Both— 
Both  you  DMif  ever  be  by  all  true  subjaets. 

•AIDAMAPALUS. 

Methinks  the  thunders  still  inereesc :  it  ia 
An  awful  niglit 

MTailA. 

Oh  yes,  for  those  who  have 
No  palace  to  protect  their  worshippers. 

SABDAHArALnt. 

That 's  true,  my  Myrrha;  and  could  I  convert 
My  realm  to  one  wide  shelter  for  the  wreCcliid, 
I  d  do  it. 

HTBBIA. 

Thou  'rt  no  god,  then,  not  to  be 
Able  to  work  a  will  so  good  and  geaMal, 
As  thy  wish  would  imply.  * 

SABDAHAPAi.lIS. 

And  your  gods,  then. 
Who  can,  and  do  not  ? 


Do  not  speak  of  that. 
Lest  we  provoke  tliem. 

•ABDANAPAUft. 

True,  they  love  not  cenauie 
Better  than  mortals.  Friends,  a  thought  has  struck  me: 
Were  there  no  temples,  would  there,  tltink  ye,  be 
Air-worshippers — tliat  is,  when  it  is  angry. 
And  pelting  as  even  now  7 

MTBaRA. 

The  Persian  prays 
Upon  his  mountain. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Yes,  when  the  smi  shines. 

MTaBBA. 

And  1  would  ask  if  this  your  palace  were 
Unroof  d  and  desolate,  how  many  flatterers 
Would  lick  the  dust  in  which  the  king  lay  low  ? 

ALTADA. 

The  fair  Ionian  is  too  sarcastic 

Upon  a  nation  whom  she  knows  not  well ; 

The  Assyrians  know  no  pleasure  but  their  king's. 

And  homage  is  their  pride. 

SABOAJIAPALUS. 

Nay,  pardon,  guetla, 
The  fair  Greek's  readiness  of  q>eech. 

ALTASA. 

Pardoni  sire : 
We  honour  her  of  all  things  next  to  thee. 
Hark !  what  was  tliat  I 

ZAMBS. 

That !  nothing  but  the  jar 
Of  distant  portals  shaken  by  the  wind. 

ALTADA. 

It  sounded  like  tlie  clash  of— hark  again ! 

ZAMBS. 

The  big  rlun  patterJMg  on  the  roof. 

SABDAIIAPALUS. 

No  more. 
Myrrha,  my  love,  hast  thoa  thy  shell  in  order! 
Sing  me  a  song  of  Sappho,  her,  thou  know'!»t. 
Who  ill  thy  country  threw 

Writer  Pani  \,with  hit  Swortl  and  Garments  bloody y  and 
disordered.   The  Guests  rise  in  confusion. 
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Panu  (to  1h§  ytunrds). 

Look  to  the  portak; 
And  with  your  best  tpeed  to  the  wall  wit|0at. 
Your  arms!  To  arms!  The  kini; 'sin  danger.  Monarch! 
Excuse  this  haste,— 't  is  faith. 

SAaiUHAPALUS. 

Speak  on. 

PARIA. 

It  is 
As  Salemenes  fcar'd :  the  fsithless  satraps 

SAaOAHAPALUS. 

You  are  woanded — ^re  some  wine.  Take  breath,  good 
Pania. 

PAIflA. 

'T  is  nothing — a  mere  flesh  wound.  I  am  worn 
More  with  my  spei4  ^^  warn  my  sovereign, 
Than  hurt  in  his  ddknce. 

MTiaHA. 

Well,  sir,  the  rebels  T 

PAHIA. 

Soon  as  Arbaces  and  Beleses  reach'd 

Their  stations  in  the  city,  they  refused 

To  march:  and  on  my  attempt  to  use  the  power 

Which  I  was  delegated  irlth,  they  call'd 

Upon  their  troops,  who  rose  in  fierce  defiance. 

MTlllA. 

All? 

PAMIA. 

Too  many. 

SAIDANAPALUS. 

Spare  not  of  thy  free  speech 
To  spare  mine  ears  the  truth. 

PAMIA. 

My  own  sli^t  guard 
Were  fsithful — and  what 's  left  of  it  is  still  so. 

MYaaHA. 
And  are  these  all  the  force  still  fsithful  t 

PANIA. 

No— 
Tlie  Bactrians,  now  led  on  by  Salemenes, 
W^ho  even  tlien  was  on  his  way,  still  urged 
By  strong  saspicion  of  the  Median  chiefs. 
Are  numerous,  and  make  strong  head  against 
The  rebels,  fighting  inch  by  inch,  and  forming 
An  orb  around  the  palace,  where  they  meau 
To  centre  all  their  force,  and  save  the  king. 

(Ife  hesitates.)    I  am  charged  to 

uraaHA. 
T  is  no  time  for  hesitation. 

PANIA. 

Prince  Salemenes  doth  implore  the  king 
To  arm  himself,  although  but  for  a  moment, 
And  show  himself  unto  the  soldiers :  his 
Sole  presence  in  this  instant  might  do  more 
Than  hosts  can  do  in  his  behaJf. 

SANDAHAPALUS. 

What,  bo! 
My  armour  there. 

UTiaHA. 

And  wilt  tbonl 

lAaOANAPALUS. 

WiUInot? 
Do,  there  I — But  weA  not  for  the  buckler ;  't  is 
Too  heavy : — a  light  cuirass  and  my  sword. 
Where  are  the  rebelsl 


PANU. 

Scarce  a  ftudoiig's  length 
From  the  outward  w»U,  the  fiercest  conflict  rages. 

'     SAIDANAPALHS. 

Then  I  may  diarge  on  horseback.     Sfiero,  ho ! 
Order  my  horse  out— There  is  space  enough 
Even  in  our  courts,  and  by  the  outer  gate. 
To  marshal!  half  the  horsemen  of  AralNa. 

[ExUSrKMffrAea 

MTIEBA. 

How  I  do  love  thee ! 

fltOANAPALUS. 

I  ne'er  doubted  it 

IfTBaNA. 

But  now  I  know  thee. 

SAEDANAPALOS  {to  his  oiUndamt). 

Bring  down  my  spear,  too.— 
Where 's  Salemenes? 

PANIA. 

Where  a  sokUer  ihould  be. 
In  the  thick  of  the  fif^t. 

SAIDANAPALUS. 

Then  hasten  to  him b 

The  path  still  open,  and  communication 
Left  *twixt  the  palace  and  the  phalanx  1 

PANIA. 

Twas 

When  I  late  left  him,  and  I  have  no  flear : 
Our  troops  were  steady,  and  the  phalanx  fbrm'd. 

SABDANAPALDS. 

Tell  him  to  spare  his  person  for  the  present, 
And  that  I  will  not  spare  my  own — and  say, 
I  come. 

PANIA. 

There 's  victory  in  the  very  word. 

[JBjciitPAllL 
SAEDANAPALin. 

Altada—Zamcs— forth  and  arm  ye  !  There 

Is  all  in  readiness  in  the  armoury. 

See  tliat  the  women  are  bestow'd  in  safety 

In  tlie  remote  apartmenu :  let  a  guard 

Be  set  before  them,  with  strict  charge  to  (psit 

The  post  but  vri  ih  their  lives — command  it,  ZaBM& 

Altada,  arm  yourself,  and  return  here  ; 

Your  post  is  near  our  person. 

[Exeunt  Zames,  Altada,  and  all  save  Mtuil 

Enter  Spxbo  and  others  with  At  Ming's  Jrwu,  dt. 

spsao. 

King !  your  armour. 
s^BDANAPALirs  {arming  himsel/y. 
Give  me  the  cuirass — so :  my  baldric ;  now 
My  sword :  I  had  forgot  the  helm,  where  is  it? 

fpil  's  well — no,  't  is  loo  heavy :  you  mistake,  too- 
was  not  this  I  meant,  but  that  which  hears 
A  diadem  around  it. 

SFxao. 
Sire,  I  deem'd 
That  too  conspicuous  from  the  precious  stones 
To  risk  your  sacred  brow  beneath — and,  trust  tut, 
This  is  of  better  metal,  though  less  rich. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

You  deem'd!  Are  you  too  turn'd  a  rebel!  Fellow* 
Your  part  is  to  obey :  return,  and — no- 
il is  too  late— I  will  go  forth  without  iu 


L 
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SFIBO. 

wear  this. 

S4IDANAPALDS. 

Wear  Caucasus !  why,  *t  is 
tain  on  my  temples. 
srsRO. 

Sire,  the  meanest 
joes  not  forth  thus  eiposed  to  battle, 
will  rrco^ize  you — for  thi  storm 
«d,  and  the  moon  hfaaks  forth  in  her  brightness. 

SAIDAIu[rALUS. 

1)  to  be  recogniied,  and  thus 

so  sooner.     Nov — my  spear!  I  'm  arm'd. 

[fn  going  stops  short,  and  turns  to  Sfbio. 
I  had  forgotten — bring  the  mirror.  * 

sPBao. 
ror,  sire  ? 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Yes,  sir,  of  polish'd  brass, 
from  the  spoik  of  India — but  be  speedy. 

[Exit  Snio. 
retire  unto  a  place  of  safety. 
!nt  you  not  forth  with  the  other  damsels? 

MTRIBA. 

my  place  is  here. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And  when  I  am  gone 

MYIRIA. 

sardahapalus. 
you!  to  battle? 

MTRRHA. 

If  it  were  so, 
not  the  first  Greek  girl  had  trod  the  path, 
irait  here  your  return. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

The  place 
oa«,  and  the  first  to  be  sought  out, 
prevail ;  and,  if  it  should  be  so, 
etum  not — — 

MTRRBA. 

Still,  we  meet  again. 

SARDANAPALUS. 


MTRRBA. 

1  thr  spot  where  all  must  meet  at  last^ 

;s  !  if  there  be,  as  I  beUeve, 

'  beyond  the  Styx ;  and  if  there  be  not, 

s. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Dar  St  thou  so  much  T 

MTBRBA. 

I  dare  all  things^ 
survive  what  I  have  loved,  to  be 
's  booty  :  forth,  and  do  your  bravest. 

Re-enter  Sfbro  wiA  tke  mirror. 

SARDANAPALUS  {lookintf  at  hinuel/), 
limss  fits  nie  well,  the  baldric  better, 
e  liclm  not  at  all.     Methinks,  I  seem 
lings  away  the  helmet  after  trying  it  again. 
;  vkcli  ill  these  toys  ;  and  now  to  prove  them. 
!  Where's  Altada? 

*  ■  Sorb  ih«  wUrror  Olbo  htU 

In  tb«  llljrUa  fi«ld.* — S««  JmoenmL 


sraio. 
Waitiiig,  sire, 
^thout :  be  hat  your  shield  in  readioMS. 

SARDANAPALUS.  ^ 

True :  I  forgot  he  is  my  shield-bearer 
By  right  of  blood,  derived  from  age  to  age. 
Myrrha,  embrace  me ;  yet  once  more— once  more^ 
Love  me,  whate'er  betide.     My  chiefest  glory 
Shall  be  to  make  me  worthier  of  your  lore. 

MTRRIIA. 

Go  forth,  and  conquer ! 

[Exit  SABOAMArALin  and  Smo. 

Now,  I  am  alone. 
All  are  gone  forth,  and  of  that  all  how  few 
Periiaps  return.    Let  him  but  vanquish,  and 
Me  perish !  If  be  vanquish  not,  I  perish; 
For  I  will  not  outlive  him.     He  has  wound 
About  my  heart,  I  know  not  how  nor  why. 
Not  for  that  he  is  king ;  for  now  his  kingdom 
Rocks  underneath  his  throne,  and  the  earth  yawns 
To  yield  him  no  more  of  it  than  a  grave ; 
And  yet  I  love  him  more.     Oh,  mighty  Jove ! 
Ffrgiye  this  monstrous  love  for  •  barbarian, 
W^ho  knows  not  of  Olympus :  yeBy"!  love  him 

Now,  now,  far  more  than Hark — to  the  war  shout ! 

Metliinks  it  nears  me.     If  it  should  be  so, 

[She  draws  fortii  a  small  viaL 
This  cunning  Golchian  poison,  which  my  Ibther 
Leam'd  to  compound  on  Euxine  shores,  and  taught  me 
How  to  preserve,  shall  free  me !  It  had  freed  me 
I^ng  ere  this  hour,  but  that  I  loved,  until 
I  half  forgot  1  was  a  slave : — where  all 
Are  slaves  save  one,  and  proud  of  servitude, 
So  they  are  served  in  turn  by  something  lower 
In  the  degree  of  bondage,  we  forget 
That  shackles  worn  like  ornaments  no  less 
Arc  chains.    Again  tliat  shout !  and  now  the  clash 
Of  arms — and  now — and  now — 

Enter  Altada. 


ALTADA. 

*  IIo,  Sfero,  ho ! 

MTBRBA. 

He  is  not  here;  what  wouldst  thou  with  him  T  liow 
Goes  on  the  conflict  ? 

ALTADA. 

Dubiously  and  fiercely. 

KTBBIA. 

And  the  king? 

ALTADA. 

Like  a  king.     I  must  find  Sfero, 
And  bring  him  a  new  spear  and  his  own  helmet, 
He  fighu  till  now  bare-headed,  and  by  fisr 
^1  Too  much  exposed.    The  soldiers  knew  his  face, 
t^  And  the  foe  too;  and  in  the  moon's  broad  light, 
Ilis  silk  tiira  and  his  4bw>D8  l^*"* 
Make  him  a  mark  too  ropl.     Every  arrow 
Is  pointed  at  the  ftir  hair  and  ftir  features. 
And  the  broad  fillet  which  crowns  both. 

MTBBBA. 

Ye  gods. 
Who  fulmine  o'er  my  fathers'  land,  protect  him  * 
Were  you  sent  by  the  king  7 

ALTADA.        't- 

By  Salemenes, 
Who  sent  mc  privily  upon  this  charge, 
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Without  the  ]uio«kil0»  «f  Ihi 

The  king !  the  kim  fi|^  M  he  nveb !  ho ! 

What,8fen>!IiriUaidk 

Be  matt  be  there. 


[SxU  ALTAA4. 


Titao 
T  is  no  <iiihono«r  to  have  loved  this 
I  almost  viih  now,  what  I  nerer 
Before,  that  he  wen  Grackn.    If 
Were  shamed  in  wearing  Lifdian  Omphale's 
She-garb,  and  wielding  her  vile  diitaff ;  aoralf 
He,  who  springs  up  a  Hereules  at  once,  • 

Nursed  in  effominale  arts  from  yoiith  to  manhood, 
And  rushes  horn  the  banquet  to  the  baltk, 
As  though  it  were  a  bed  oi  love,  deserves 
That  a  Greek  girl  should  be  his  paramour. 
And  a  Greek  bard  his  minstrel,  a.  Greek  tomb 
His  monument.    How  goes  the  strife,  sir  I 


filler  «n  Orricit. 
orricii. 


Loot, 


Lost  almost  past  neeowy.    Zaaet !  Whflfe 

Is  Zames?  W  *     ' 

MTMIA. 

Pbsted  with  the  gaud  appointed 
To  watch  before  the  apartment  of  the  women. 

[Exit  OrriGuu 
iiTamMA  (iohw). 
He  *s  goo* ;  and  told  no  more  thaa  that  all  *s  lost  1 
What  need  havel  to  know  more?  In  thoee  words, 
lliose  little  words,  a  kii^piom  and  a  king, 
A  line  of  thirteen  ages,  and  the  lives 
Of  thousands,  and  the  fortune  of  all  left   ^ 
With  life,  all  merged :  and  I,  too,  with  the  great, 
Like  a  small  babbie  breaking  with  the  wave 
Which  bore  it,  shall  be  nothing.    At  the  least 
My  fete  is  in  my  keepiigg:  jdo  praod  victor 
Shall  connt  me  with  his  spoils. 

Enttr  Paria. 

PAJIU. 

Away  wit 
Myrrha,  withoot  delay;  we  OMUt  not  lose 
A  moment— all  that 's  left  us  now. 


The  king? 

Sent  me  here  to  conduct  you  hence,  beyond 
The  river,  by  a  secret  passage. 

MYaaBA. 

Then 
lie  lives 

PARIA. 

And  charged  me  to  secure  your  hfe. 
And  beg  ycm  to  live  on  for  lusMke,  till 
Ue  can  rejoin  yon. 


Never  profeoed  by  rthd  e^oct  till 
This  fetal  night    Farewell,  Assyria's  line ! 
Farewell  to  all  of  Nimvod !  Even  the  name 
IsnownoBOiv. 

PASU. 

Away  with  mo — away ! 
MTaaiA. 
No ;  1 11  die  here!— Away,  and  tell  yoor  king 
I  loved  him  to  the  liM.  , 

[Enter  SAaniirjil^OB  mnd  SALiitt 
SoUUers,  Pakia  puU  MYaaaA,  ea 
himuelfwUh  tfkeai. 

SAaOAIIAPAfclll. 

Since  it  is  thai 
We'll  die  where  we  were  bom — in  our  ovm  lu 
Serry  your  ranks — stand  firm.     I  have  di^aii 
A  trusty  satrap  for  the  guard  of  Zames, 
All  fresh  and  faithfril;  they'll  be  hen  anon. 
All  is  not  over.— Pania,  look  to  Myrrha. 

pARiA  retmnu  tovmrdt 


We  have  breathing  lime:  yet  oao  more  ch 

friends — 
One  for  Assyria! 

8AaoAa^Ai.in. 
Bather  my,  for  Bactria ! 
My  feithful  Bacirians,  I  wiU  henceforth  be 
King  of  your  nation,  and  we'll  hold  together 
This  realm  as  province. 

SALmaim. 

Unrfc!  they  come — tl 

Enter  BaLins  dnd  AaiACCs  with  the  Me 


Will  he  then  give  way? 

PAMIA. 

Not  till  the  last.    Still,  stiU  he  does  whate'er 
Despair  can  do;  and  ilep  by  atep  diipwlas 
The  very  palace.     -  ^ 

■^  '  tMYaaflA. 
iBy.ara  here,  then :— ay, 
^Their  shoots  come  ringing  through  the  ancient  halls. 


Set  on,  we  have  thenLia  the  toiL    Charge !  G 

■kLisxs. 

On!  on!— Heaven  fights  for  ue  and  with  oa — 
[They  chmrge  the  Eing  eind  Salbi 
their  Troops^  who  defend  tkem 
the  Arrival  of  Zambs  with  the 
fore  mentioned.  The  Rebels 
drivenoff  mndpunmed  by  Salk 
ds  tiie  King  is  going  to  join  tk 
Bblksbs  croMC*  him. 

BBLISBS. 

Ho!  tyrant—/  will  end  this  war. 

SABDANAPALDa. 

Even  so. 
My  warlike  priest,  and  precious  prophet,  and 
Grateful  and  trusty  subject : — yield,  I  pray  t] 
I  would  reserve  thee  for  a  fitter  doom, 
Rallier  than  dip  my  hands  in  holy  blood. 

^  BBI.BSES. 

^linc  hour  is  come. 

SABOANAPALUS. 

No,  thine. — I  *ve  lately  n 
Though  but  a  young  astrologer,  the  lOars; 
And  ranging  round  the  sodiac,  found  thy  fat 
In  the  sign  of  the  Scorpion,  which  proelaiaas 
That  thou  wilt  now  be  crurii'd. 

BBLISBS. 

But  not  by  tk 

[They  fght:  Belbsbs  is   wounded 
armed. 
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kPALiTS  {muing  hit  imord  to  Mtpnttk  Um, 

excUimt—) 
1  upon  thy  plnncts ;  vill  they  tboot 
le  sky  to  prewnre  tlieir  leer  and  credit? 
A  party  of  lUMs  enter  and  rescue  BiLilis. 
They  asiail   tke  Kng^  i»Ao,  in  tum,  is 
rescued  by  a  party  of  hit  Soldiers,  ii»Ao 
drive  the  Reheb  off, 
aio  was  a  prophet  after  all. 
lem — ho !  there — nctory  ia  our*. 

[&rft  in  fwrtmit 
MTaaiA  (to  rARiA). 
Why  ctaod'st  thou  here,  and  leaTctC  the  imnkt 
«r-soldiers  conquering  wUhoat  thee? 

PANIA. 

g's  command  was  not  to  qait  thee. 

MTaRHA. 

Me! 

lot  of  me — a  ungle  soldier^*  arm 

tt  be  wanting  now.     I  ask  no  guard, 

lo  guard  :  wliat,  with  A  world  at  stake, 

atch  upon  a  woman?  Hence,  I  say, 

1  art  sliamcd !  Nay,  then,  /  will  go  forth, 

i  fenuilc,  'midiit  tlieir  desperate  strife, 

.  thee  guard  me  t^re— where  thon  sliouldst  shield 

ercign.  [ExU  Mtbiia. 

PAHIA. 

Yet  stay,  damsel !  She  is  gone, 
t  of  ill  hetide  her,  better  I 
i  my  life.     Sardanapalus  holds  her 
rcr  thun  his  kingdom,  yet  he  6ghts 
t  too  ;  and  can  I  do  less  tluin  him, 
*ver  (lash'd  a  scimitar  till  now  ? 
«  rrturn,  and  I  obey  you,  though 
bediencc  to  the  monarch.  [Exit  Paria. 

!er  Altada,  and  Sfbro  by  an  opposite  door. 

ALTADA. 

Myrrha! 
gone !  yet  slie  was  here  when  tlie  Bj^t  raged, 
mia  also.     Can  aught  have  befallen  them? 

srno. 
>otli  xafo,  when  latr  the  rebels  fled: 
robably  are  but  retired  to  make 
»ay  l)ack  to  the  harem. 

ALTADA. 

If  the  king 
fictor,  as  it  secmft  even  now  he  must, 
i«i  his  own  Ionian,  we  are  doom'd 
rsr  than  captive  rebels, 

SFEBO. 

liCt  us  trace  them ; 
nuot  be  fled  far ;  and,  found,  she  makes 
••r  prirc  to  our  soft  sovereign 
lis  rccovcrd  kingdom. 

ALTADA. 

Itaal  himself 
'ou^jlit  more  (iercrly  to  win  empire,  than 
km  son  lu  save  it :  he  defies 
{;ury  of  foes  or  friends ;  and  like 
o-w  :iiid  Millry  .summrr's  day,  which  l>odes 
i(;ht  leniprst,  bursts  fdrlh  in  such  tliunder 
I  rps  t\ir  air  and  dclu(;cs  the  earth. 
mil's  iriscrulablc. 

srr.RO. 

Not  more  than  others. 


All  are  the  toiis  of  cimunalaBCe:  tway— 

Let's  seek  tbeslaTe  out,  or  prepare  to  bo 

Tortured  for  hifl  infatnatioD,  and 

Gondemn'd  without  a  crime.  [F««iiii4 

Snitr  Salim mis  and  Soldien,  etc. 

SAUunifis. 

The  triumph  it 
Flattering :  they  are  beaten  backward  from  the  pidaee, 
And  we  have  open'd  reguhu*  access 
To  the  troops  statioo'd  on  die  Jfter  side 
Euphrates,  who  may  still  be  true;  nay,  must  be, 
When  they  hear  of  our  rictory.    Bat  where 
Is  the  chief  rictor  ?  where *b  the  king? 

Enter  Saidarapalus,  cumtmis,  etc.  and  MraaRi. 

SAaDARAPALirs. 

Ilere,  brother. 
SALmiRia. 

Unhurt,  I  hope. 

SAIDARAPALDS. 

Not  quite;  but  let  it  pass. 
We  've  clear  d  the  palace 

SALIMXHIS. 

And,  I  tnut,  the  city. 
Our  numbers  gather;  and  I  have  order'd  onward 
A  cloud  of  Parthians,  hitherto  reserved. 
All  frejkh  and  fiery,  to  be  pouKd  upon  them 
In  their  retreat,  which  soon  will  be  a  flight. 

SARDANAPALDS. 

It  is  already,  or  at  least  they  mareh'd 

Faster  tlian  I  could  follow  with  my  Bactrians, 

Who  spared  no  speed.    I  am  ^nt ;  give  me  a  seat 

SALBHIRSS. 

Tliere  stands  the  throne,  sire. 

SASDARAPALUS. 

T  is  no  place  to  rest  oo. 
For  mind  nor  body :  let  me  have  a  couch, 

[  They  place  a  teat 
A  peasant's  stool,  I  care  not  what:  so— now 
1  breathe  more  freely. 

SALBMIRKS. 

This  great  hour  lias  proved 
The  brightest  and  most  glorious  of  your  life. 

SAIDANAPALUS. 

And  the  most  tiresome.    Where's  my  cup-bearer? 
Bring  me  some  water. 

SALBMBRBS  (sfNl'lin^). 

T  is  the  first  time  he 
Ever  had  such  an  order :  even  I, 
Your  most  austere  of  coiuiscllors,  would  now 
Suggest  a  purplcr  beverage. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

Blood — doubtless. 
But  tliere  's  enough  of  that  shed ;  as  for  wioc, 
I  have  learn'd  to-night  the  price  of  the  pure  element : 
Thrice  have  I  drank  of  it,  and  thrice  rcnew'd. 
With  greater  strength  tlian  the  grape  ever  gave  me. 
My  charge  upon  the  rebels.     Where  's  the  soldier 
Who  gave  me  Vater  in  his  helmet? 

ORB  OP  TBB  GUARDS. 

Slain,  sire! 
An  arrow  pierced  his  bnin,  while,  sipttering 
The  lost  drops  from  his  helm,  he  tloofl  in  act 
To  place  it  ou  his  brows. 


•  '  ^- 
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8bia !  arawwdeill 
And  tlain  to  tenre  my  thint:  that**  bud,  poor  ihml 
|bd  ho  bot  lived,  I  would  bave  gorged  bim  Yitb 
md :  oil  tbe  gold  of  eorUk  could  ne'er  repay 
Tbe  pleaiore  of  tbat  draagbc ;  for  I  vas  parcb'd 
At  I  am  now.  CVT  ^<*9  aMter— fc«  drini$. 

I  live  again— from  bencrfortb 
Tbe  goblet  I  roMrve  for  bonn  of  love, 
Bat  war  on  water. 


And  tbat  bandage,  tire, 
Wbicb  girds  your  arm) 

SAlDAHAPAlirt. 

A  tcratcb  from  brave  Beleses. 

MTRtaA. 

Ob!  be  is  wounded! 

•AaDANAPALDS. 

Not  too  mncb  of  tbat; 
And  yet  it  feels  a  little  stiff  and  painful. 
Now  I  am  cooler. 


Top  baie  bound  it  witb—- — 
WOAgutrALin. 
The  fiUet-of  my  diadea^  t  Ae  first  time 
Tbat  omamant  was  ever  auf^t  to  me 
Save  an  incumbrance. 

MTaaflA  (fo  ffce  atteiuCanfs). 
/Summon  speedily 
A  leecb  of  tbe  most  skilful :  |Hay,  retire; 
I  will  unbind  your  wound  and  toid  it. 

SAaDANAPALDS. 

Do  so, 
For  now  it  throbs  sufficiently :  but  what 
Know'st  thou  of  wounds !  yet  wherefore  do  I  ask. 
Know'st  thou,  my  brother,  where  I  lighted  on 
This  minion? 

■ALBKBnn. 

Herding  with  the  other  females, 
Like  frighten  d  antelopes. 

SAaDARAPALUS. 

No :  like  the  dam 
Of  the  young  lion,  femininely  raging 
(And  femininely  meaneth  furiously. 
Because  all  passions  in  eicess  are  ^malc) 
Against  the  hunter  flying  with  her  cub. 
She  urged  on  with  her  voice  add  gesture,  and 
Her  floating  hair  and  flashing  eyes,  tbe  soldiers 
In  tbe  pursuit. 

SAintiiiis. 
Indeed! 

SAlDAHAPALUt. 

You  see,  thR  night 
Made  warrior8<of  more  than  me.    I  paused 
To  look  upon  her,  and  her  kindled  cheek ; 
Her  large  black  eyes,  that  flasb'd  through  her  long  hair 
As  it  stream'd  o'er  her;  her  bine  veins  that  rose 
Along  her  most  transparent  brow ;  her  nostril 
INlated  from  its  symmetry;  her  lips 
Apart;  her  voice  that  clove  through  al^  tbe  din, 
As  a  lute's  pierceth  through  the  cymbaFs  cladi, 
Jarr'd  but  not  drown'd  by  the  lo«^  Jjvattling ;  her 
Waved  arms,  more  dazing  witb'thAi||m  b6m  white- 
ness     ^  ' 
Than  the  steel  hefliand  held,  which  she  caug^  up 
From  a  dead  soldier's  grasp ;  all  these  things  made 


J. 


Of  vielofy,  or  Tiecory  Uwi.m» 
Gona  down  lo  hail  na  hen, 

aauHniM  (csUt). 

Thiawioe 

Again  tbe  love4lt*li  oa  Um,  and  all  *a  loit, 
Unless  ira  tarn  bis  tfaonghts. 

{Jhmd.)  Bat,  pny  ihtt,u 
Think  of  yosr  wonnd-^yoa  aaid  even  aM>w  *t  was  fonl 

imoaHarAbua. 
llMtt's  trae,  too;  but  I  bumI  noC  think  of  if. 


1  Jiave  look'd  to  all  things  needful,  mmd  vill  now 
Receive  reports  of  progress  made  in  maA 
Orders  as  I  had  given,  and  then  retom 
To  hear  your  fnrtbel'  pfeasare. 

SAaDAHAPALUa. 

BeiCao. 
SALiMBiiis  (In  rrtfrfinf  ). 
Myrrba! 

MTaaiA. 

Prince. 


You  have  shown  a  anal  to-oifju. 
Which,  were  he  not  my  aster's  lord         Bnt  noe 
I  have  no  time:  thou  lov'st  tbe  king! 

HTBaSA. 

yiove 
Sardaoapalus. 


But  wouldst  have  him  king  stiD? 
arraaBA. 
I  would  not  have  him  less  than  vhat  he  should  be. 

SALtHXlfia. 

Well,  then,  to  have  him  king,  and  yoors,  and  aB 
He  should,  or  should  not  be;  to  have  him  Iter, 
Let  him  not  sink  back  into  luxury. 
You  have  more  power  upon  his  ^nrit  than 
Wisdom  within  these  walls,  or  fierce  rebelUon 
Raging  without:  look  well  that  he  rdapee  not 

MTaaiA*. 
There  needed  not  the  voice  of  Salemenea 
To  urge  me  on  to  this{  I  will  not  fail. 
All  what  a  woman's  weakness  can 

SAUMIHIS. 

Is  power 
Omnipotent  o'er  such  a  heart  as  his; 
Exert  it  wisely.  [Exit  Salihi 

8AIDAHAPALI7S. 

Hyrrha !  what,  at  whispers 
With  my  stem  brother?  I  shall  soon  be  jealous. 

MTsaaA  (smiUng). 
You  have  cause,  sire ;  for  on  the  earth  there  breathe* 
A  man  more  worthy  of  a  woman*s%>ve — 
A  soldier  s  trust — a  subject's  reverence — 
A  king's  esteem — the  whole  vrorhTs  admiration  ! 

sAaDAHAPaiiia. 
Praise  him,  but  not  so  warmly.     I  most  not 
Hear  those  sweet  lips  grow  eloquent  in  anght 
That  throws  me  into  shade ;  yet  you  speak  truth. 

MYXRBA. 

And  now  retire,  to  have  your  wound  look'd  to. 
Pray  lean  on  me. 

SASDANAPALDS. 

Yes,  love  l^but  not  from  pain. 

[Exeunt  on 


ACT  IV. 

SCBNB  I. 

Saidah APALCt  tUtewertd  tUtfin§  i^fMii «  eouek,  and 
occmtionatty  disturhtd  in,  kii  ibanktrt,  mUk  Mtsiia 

watchinym 

HTBIIIA  (wis,  ^Mlllf ). 

I  bave  stolen  upon  bb  rat,  if  mt  it  be, 

Whicb  thus  coariiUet  ilumbfr :  dttU  I  vabe  bin  ? 

No,  be  terms  calmer.    Oh,  tboii  God  of  Quiet ! 

Wbose  reign  is  o'er  seaFd  eyelids  and  toft  dreams, 

Or  deep,  deep  sleep,  to  as  to  bo  unfalbom'd. 

Look  like  thy  brother,  Death— so  ^till— so  stirless— 

For  then  ve  are  happiest,  as  it  may  be,  we 

Are  happiest  of  all  within  the  realm 

Of  thy  stem,  silent,  and  unwakening  twin. 

Again  he  moves — again  the  play  of  pain 

Shoots  o'er  bis  features,  as  the  sudden  gust 

Crisps  the  rrluctant  lake  that  lay  so  calm 

Beneath  the  mounUin  shadow ;  or  the  blast 

Ruffles  the  autumn  leaves,  that  drooping  cling 

Faintly  and  motionle^  to  their  loved  boughs. 

I  mnst  awake  him — yet  not  yet :  who  knows 

From  what  I  rouse  him  ?    It  seems  pain ;  but  if 

I  quicken  him  to  heavier  pain?    The  fever 

Of  this  tumultuous  night,  the  grief  too  of 

His  wound,  though  slight,  may  cause  all  this,aiid  sliak 

Me  more  to  see  than  him  to  suffer.    No : 

Let  nature  use  her  own  maternal  means, — 

And  I  await  to  second  not  disturb  her. 

SAiDAMAPALus  {mwokemng). 
Not  so— although  ye  multiplied  the  stars. 
And  gave  them  to  me  at  a  realm  to  share 
From  you  and  with  you !     I  would  not  so  purcliaM* 
The  empire  of  eternity.— Hence — hence— 
Old  hunter  of  the  earliest  brutes !  and  ye. 
Who  hunted  fellow-creatures  at  if  brutes. 
Once  bloody  mortals — and  now  bloodier  idols, 
If  your  priests  lie  not !    And  thou,  ghastly  beldamr ! 
Dripping  with  dusky  gore,  and  trampling  on 
The  carcasses  of  Inde — away !  away ! 

Where  am  1 7  Where  the  spectrcsT?  Where No— that 

Is  no  false  phantom :  I  should  know  it  'midst 

All  that  the  dead  dare  gloooiily  raise  up 

Firom  their  black  gulf  to  daunt  the  living.     Myrrha  ! 

mraiiiA. 
Alas!  thou  art  pale,  ind  on  thy  brew  the  dropa 
Gather  like  night-dew.    My  beloved,  hnah— 
Calm  thee.    Thy  speech  seems  of  another  worMy 
And  thou  art  loved  of  this.    Be  of  good  cheer; 
All  will  t'o  weU. 

SAlOAHArALDl. 

Thy  hand — so— 't  is  thy  hand ; 
T  is  flesh;  grasp — qjpsp — yet  closer,  till  I  feel 
Myself  that  which  I  was. 

HTSaiA. 

At  least  know  me 
For  what  I  am,  and  ever  must  be— thine. 

SASDANAPALDS. 

I  know  it  now.    I  know  this  life  again. 
Ah,  Myrrha!  I  have  been  where  we  shall  be. 

My  loni ! 

SABDANAPALUS. 

I  ve  been  i*  the  grave — where  wonns  ai*  lArd^ 


ButldidMl 
I  thought 't  was  nolUBf. 


keo; 


6oicit;es«pl 
Unto  the  timid,  who  antieipnte 
That  which  may  never  be. 

saidahapalus. 

Oh,  Myrrha!  if 
Sleep  shows  such  things,  what  may  not  death  disclose? 

MnauA. 
1  know  no  evil  death  can  show,  which  life 
Has  not  already  shown  to  those  who  live 
Embodied  longest.     If  there  be  indeed 
A  shore,  wliere  mind  survives,  't  will  be  as  mind. 
All  unincorporate:  or  if  there  flits 
\  shadow  of  thi«  cumbrous  clog  of  clav. 
Which  sulks,  methinks,  between  our  souls  and  heaven. 
And  fetters  us  to  earth — at  least  the  phantom, 
Whate'er  it  have  to  fear,  will  not  fear  death. 

SAaOAHAPAI^ira. 

I  fear  it  not ;  but  I  liave  felt— have  seen— 
A  legion  of  tlie4lead. 


And  so  have  I. 
The  dust  we  tread  upon  was  once  alive. 
And  wretched.     But  proceed :  what  hast  thou  seen  ? 
Sprak  it,  t  will  lighten  thy  dimm'd  mind. 

SAIDAHAPALUS. 

Ikthought 

MTilUA. 

Yet  pause,  thou  art  tired — in  pain^^xhausted;  all 
Which  can  impair  both  strength  and  spirit :  seek 
Rather  to  sleep  again. 

S4IDAIfAPALI». 

Not  now— I  would  not 
Dream ;  though  I  know  it  now  to  be  a  dream 
What  I  have  dreamt :— and  cant  thou  bear  to  hear  it? 

mriBiA. 
I  can  bear  all  things,  dreams  of  life  or  deadi. 
Which  I  participate  with  yon,  in  semblance 
Or  full  reality. 

SABDAIIAPALDS. 

And  thUlook'd  real, 
I  tell  you :  after  that  these  eyes  were  open, 
I  saw  them  in  ilieir  flight — for  then  they  fled. 

mriaiA. 
Say  on. 

SAIDAHAPALUS. 

I  saw,  that  is,  I  dream'd  myself 
Here — here — even  where  we  are,  guests  as  we  were, 
Myself  a  host  that  deem'd  himself  bat  guest, 
Willing  to  equal  all  in  social  freedom ; 
But,  on  my  right  hand  and  ray  left,  instead 
Of  thee  and  Zamcs,  and  our  custom'd  meeting. 
Was  ranged  on  my  left  hand  a  haughty,  dark. 
And  deadly  face— I  could  not  recognise  it, 
Yet  I  had  seen  it,  though  I  knew  not  where ; 
The  features  were  a  giant's,  and  the  eye 
Was  still,  yet  lighted;  his  long  locks  curTd  down 
On  his  vast  bust,  whence  a  huge  quiver  rose 
With  sliafi-beads  feather'd  from  the  eagle's  wing. 
That  peep'd  up  bristling  through  bis  serpent  hair. 
I  invited  him  10  fill  the  cup  which  stood 
Between  us,  but  he  answer'd  notj^  filVd  it — 
He  took  it  not— but  stared  uponVM,  till 
I  trembled  at  the  fia'd  glare  of  his  eye; 
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I  frown'd  upon  him  m  a  kkf  Aould  frown- 
He  .frowii*d  not  in  his  torn,  hut  k>dL*d  npon  om 
With  the  same  aspect,  which  appalTd  me  more, 
Becanse  it  chanfed  not,  and  I  torn'd  for  refuge 
To  milder  guests,  and  sott|||fat  them  on  the  ri^t. 
Where  thon  were  wont  to  he.    llM*^*-« 

[He  pauses. 

MTftKlJk. 

What  instead? 

SAKDAHAraAVt. 

In  thy  own  cheir'^thy  own  place  in  the  banquet — 
I  sought  thy  sweet  fsce  in  the  circle— but 
Instead— a  gray4iair*d,  wither'd,  bloodyneyed, 
And  bloody-handed,  ghastly,  ghostly  thing. 
Female  in  garb,  and  crown'd  upon  the  brow, 
Fnrrow'd  with  yettrs,  yet  sneering  with  the  passion 
Of  Tengeance,  leering  too  with  that  of  lust. 
Sate ; — my  veins  curdled. 

MTaaiA. 
Is  this  aU  7 


SAIDAKAFALVS. 


Upon 


Her  right  hand— her  lank,  bird-like  right  hand— stood 

A  goblet,  bubbling  o'er  with  blood;  and  on 

Her  left  another,  filTd  with— what  I  saw  not. 

But  tum'd  from  it  and  her.    But  all  along 

The  table  sate  a  range  of  crowned  wretches. 

Of  various  aspects,  but  of  one  expression. 

^  MTaaiA. 

And  felt  you  not  this  a  mere  vision? 

SAaDANAFALUS. 

No; 
It  was  so  palpable,  I  could  have  touch'd  them. 
I  tum'd  £rom  one  face  to  another,  in 
The  hope  to  find  at  last  one  which  I  knew 
Ere  I  saw  thdrs ;  but  no — all  turn'd  upon  me,        , 
And  stared,  but  neither  ate  nor  drank,  but  stared, 
Till  I  grew  stone,  as  they  seemed  half  to  he, 
Yet  breathing  stone,  for  I  felt  life  in  ihem. 
And  life  in  me :  there  was  a  horrid  kind 
Of  sympathy  between  us,  as  if  they 
Had  lost  a  part  of  death  to  come  to  me, 
And  I  the  half  of  life  to  sit  by  them. 
We  were  in  an  existence  all  apart 

From  heaven  or  earth And  rather  let  me  see 

Death  all  than  such  a  being ! 

MTRaSA. 

And  the  end? 

SAlOANArALUS. 

At  last  I  sate  marble  as  they,  when  rose 
The  hunter  and  the  crew ;  and  smiling  on  me— 
Yes,  the  enlarged  but  noble  aspect  of 
The  hunter  smiled  npon  me — I  should  say, 
His  lips,  for  his  eyes  moved  not— and  the  woman's 
Thin  lips  relax'd  to  something  like  a  smile. 
Both  rose,  and  the  crown'd  figures  on  each  hand 
Rose  also,  as  if  aping  their  chief  shades- 
Mere  mimics  even  in  death— but  I  sate  still : 
A  desperate  courage  crept  through  every  limb, 
And  at  the  last  I  fear'd  them  not,  but  hingfa'd 
Full  in  their  phantom  feces.    But  then— then 
The  hunter  laid  his  hand  on  mine :  I  took  it. 
And  grasp'd  it— but  l|  melted  from  my  own. 
While  he  too  vanish'd,  and  left  nothing  but 
Ttie  memory  of  a  hero,  for  he  look'd  so. 


And  was;  the  aneestiin  of  heroes,  too. 
And  thine  no  less. 

SAaOANAPALin. 

Ay,  Myrrha,  bat  die 
The  female  who  rMaain'd,  she  flew  npon  me. 
And  burnt  my  hps  up  vridi  her  noisonoe  kisees. 
And,  flinging  down  the  gobiett  on  endi  band, 
Methought  their  poboaa  flowed  arofuid  nft,  titt 
Each  lDrm*d  a  hkleona  river.    !kill  ihe  clang : 
The  other  phantoms,  like  a  row  of  stetues, 
Stood  dull  as  in  our  temples,  bat  she  stiU 
Embraced  me,  while  I  shruiik  from  her,  as  if, 
III  lieu  of  her  remote  descendant,  I  * 
Had  been  the  son  who  slew  her  for  her  incest. 
Then— then— a  chaos  of  all  loathsome  things 
Throng'd  thick  and  shapeless:  I  was  desid[,yecfeefii^- 
Buried,  and  raised  again-^consnmed  by  worms. 
Purged  by  the  flames,  and  wither'd  in  the  air! 
I  can  fix  nothing  further  of  my  dioa(|lita. 
Save  that  I  long*d  for  thee,  and  sonckt  for  thee. 
In  all  these  agonies,  and  woke  and  found  thee. 

MTaaiA. 
So  shah  thou  find  me  ever  at  diy  sido. 
Here  and  hereafter,  if  \he  last  may  bo. 
But  think  not  of  these  things— the  mere  creatiom 
Of  late  events  acting  upon  a  frame 
Unnsed  to  toil,  yet  overwrought  by  toil. 
Such  as  might  try  the  sternest. 

SASDARArALUS. 

Now  that  I  see  ffcee  once  mwe,  what  was  seen 
Seems  nothing. 

Enter  Salsiiinis. 
SAunciiris. 
Is  the  king  so  soon  awake? 

SAaOARAFALVS. 

.Yes,  brother,  and  I  would  I  had  not  slept; 
For  all  the  predecessors  of  our  line 
Rose  up,  methou^t,  to  drag  me  down  to  them. 
My  hiiher  was  amongst  them,  too;  bat  he, 
I  know  not  why,  kept  from  me,  leaTiog  ma 
Between  the  hunter-founder  of  our  rooe 
And  her,  the  homicide  and  husband-killer, 
Whom  you  call  glorious. 

SALIMBHIS. 

So  I  term  you  also. 
Now  you  have  shown  a  spirit  like  to  hera. 
By  day-break  I  propose  that  we  set  forth. 
And  charge  once  more  the  rebel  crew,  who  stiU 
Keep  gathering  head,  repulsed,  but  not  qolte  qacffd. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Hovf  wears  the  night  7 

sALimms. 

There  yet  rqpiain  some 
Of  darkness:  use  them  for  your  further  rest. 

SARDAHAPALDS. 

No,  not  to-night,  if  'tis  not  gone:  methon^t 
I  pas.Vd  hours  in  that  rision. 

■TaaaA. 

Scarcely  one ; 
I  watch'd  by  you :  it  was  a  hoivy  hour. 
But  an  hour  only. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Let  US  then  hold  council ; 
To-morrow  we  set  forth. 


SAHDANAPALUS. 
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SALIMXHI9. 

But  ert  that  time, 
I  had  a  grace  to  seek. 

SAIDAHAPALUS. 

Tis  granted. 

SAI.lMBIin. 

Hear  it 
Ere  you  reply  loo  readily ;  and  't  is 
For  your  ear  only. 

MTiaiA. 

Prince,  I  ta^  my  leave. 

[Exit  MraaiA. 

SALBXIifBS. 

That  slave  deserves  her  freedom. 

SAKDANAPALUS. 

Freedom  only ! 
That  slave  deserves  to  share  a  throne. 

SALEIIIHBS. 

Your  patience — 
T  is  not  yet  vacant,  and  't  is  of  its  partner 
I  come  to  speak  with  you. 

SABDAMArALUS. 

How !  of  the  queen  ? 

SALBMBIIBS. 

Even  so.     I  judged  it  fitting  for  their  safety. 
That,  ere  the  dawn,  slie  sets  forth  with  her  children 
For  PapliLigonia,  where  our  kinsman  Gotta 
(Governs;  and  there  at  all  events  secure 
My  nephews  and  your  sons  their  lives,  and  with  them 
Their  just  pretensions  to  the  crown,  in  case 

SARDANAPALUS. 

I  perish — as  is  probable :  well  thought — 
Let  them  set  forth  with  a  sure  escort. 

SAI^MENES. 

That 
Is  all  provided,  and  the  galley  ready 
To  drop  down  the  Euphrates;  but  ere  they 
Depart,  will  you  not  see 

SAlDAlfAPALUS. 

My  sons  ?    It  may 
Unman  my  heart,  and  the  poor  boys  will  weep ; 
And  what  can  I  reply  to  comfort  them, 
Save  « ith  some  hollow  hopes,  and  ill-wom  smiles  I 
You  know  I  cannot  feign. 

SALIMIIIES. 

But  you  can  feel ; 
At  least,  I  trust  so :  iu  a  word,  the  queen 
Requests  to  see  you  ere  you  part — for  ever. 

SA  IDA  NAPA  LUS. 

Tnto  what  end?  what  purpose?     I  will  ^nt 
Aught — all  that  she  can  ask — but  such  a  meeting. 

SALBMBRKS. 

You  know,  or  ought  to  know,  enough  of  women. 
Since  yuu  liavr  studied  them  so  steadily. 
That  what  they  ask  in  aught  that  touches  on 
The  heart,  is  dearer  to  their  feelings  or 
Their  fancy  than  the  whole  eitemal  world. 
I  think  as  you  do  of  my  sisters  wish; 
Uut  't  waA  her  wi^h— she  is  my  sister — you 
Her  husband — will  you  grant  it? 

SAB  DA  NAP  ALUS. 

Twill  be  useless: 

But  let  her  come. 

SALBMBNBS. 

I  go.  [Exit  SaLBM BHBS. 


UBSAiurAun. 

Wa  Iwve  lived  asunder 
Too  long  to  meet  again— and  now  to  meet  I 
Have  I  not  cares  enow,  and  pangs  enow. 
To  bear  alone,  that  we  must  mingle  sorrows. 
Who  have  ceased  to  mingle  love? 

Re-enier  Salbmbnbs  and  Zabina. 

SALBMBHBS. 

My  sister  Icouragt: 
Shame  not  our  blood  with  trembling,  but  resBembor 
From  whence  we  sprung.    The  quetn  is  present,  sire. 

XABIHA. 

I  pray  thee,  brother,  leave  mew 

SALBMBNBS. 

Since  you  ask  it. 

[Exit  Salbmimbs. 

XABINA. 

Alone  with  him !    How  many  a  year  has  past. 
Though  we  are  still  so  young,  since  we  have  met. 
Which  I  have  worn  in  widowhood  of  heart. 
He  loved  me  not :  yet  he  seems  little  changed — 
Changed  to  me  only — would  the  change  were  mutual ! 
He  speaks  not — scarce  regards  me — not  a  word — 
Nor  look — yet  he  was  soft  of  voice  and  aspect. 
Indifferent,  not  austere.     My  lord ! 

SABDARAPALUS. 

Zarina ! 

ZAIINA. 

No,  not  Zarina — do  not  say  Zarina. 

Tliat  tone— that  word — annihilate  long  years. 

And  things  which  make  them  longer. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

T  is  too  late 
To  think  of  these  past  dreams.     Let's  not  icproach— 
That  is,  reproach  me  not — for  the  laU  time 

ZABIHA. 

And  first    I  ne'er  reproach'd  you. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

T  is  most  true ; 
And  that  reproof  comes  hesvier  on  my  heart 
Than But  our  hearts  are  not  in  our  own  power. 

BABINA. 

Nor  h^nds ;  but  I  gave  both. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Your  brother  said. 
It  was  your  will  to  see  me,  ere  you  went 
From  Nineveh  with (JETe  htsiiates.) 

BABINA. 

Our  children :  it  is  true. 
T  wish'd  to  thank  you  that  you  have  not  divided 
My  heart  from  all  that's  left  it  now  to  love — 
Those  who  are  yours  and  mine,  who  look  like  yon. 
And  look  upon  me  as  you  look'd  iq>on  me 
Once But  they  have  not  changed. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Nor  ever  will. 
I  fsin  would  have  them  dutiful. 

XABINA. 

I  cherish 
Those  infants,  not  alone  from  the  blind  love 
Of  a  fond  mother,  but  as  a  fond  woman. 
They  are  now  the  only  tie  between  us. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Deem  not 
I  have  not  done  you  justice :  rather  make  them 
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Aeiemble  jour  own  Ium,  littam  ihmr  owa  sire.  . 
1  Cnut  them  with  you— to  you :  fit  them  for 
A  throne,  or,  if  that  be  dei^~Yoa  have  heard 
Of  thu  night's  tamults  T 

tAKINA. 

I  had  half  foi^ten, 
And  could  have  welcomed  any  grief,  save  yours, 
Which  gave  me  to  behold  your  fice  again. 

SAaOXHAPALUS. 

The  throne — I  say  it  not  in  fear — but  *t  is 
In  peril;  they  perhaps  may  never  mount  it : 
But  let  them  not  for  this  lose  sight,  of  it. 
I  will  dare  all  things  to  bequeath  it  them ; 
But  if  I  fsil,'  then  they  must  win  it  back 
Bravely — and,  won,  wear  it  wisely,  not  as  I 
Have  wasted  down  my  royalty. 

ZAAINA. 

They  ne'er 
Shall  know  from  me  of  aught  but  what  may  honour 
Their  father's  memory. 

SAROAlfAPALUS. 

Rather  let  them  hear 
The  truth  from  you  than  from  a  trampling  world. 
If  they  be  in  adversity,  they  'U  learn 
Too  soon  the  scorn  of  crowds  for  crownless  princes, 
And  find  that  all  their  father's  sins  are  theirs. 
BIy  boys ! — I  could  have  borne  it  were  I  childless. 

«  ZAaiNA. 

Oh !  do  not  say  so — do  not  poison  all 
My  peace  left,  by  unwishing  that  thou  wert 
A  father.  If  thou  conquerest,  they  shall  reign. 
And  hcmour  him  who  saved  the  realm  for  them. 
So  little  cared  for  as  his  own ;  and  if 

SAADANAPALUS. 

T  is  lost,  all  earth  will  cry  out,  thank  your  father! 
And  they  w'lll  swell  the  echo  with  a  curse. 

ZAailTA. 

That  they  shall  never  do ;  but  rather  honour 

The  name  of  him,  who,  dying  like  a  king, 

In  his  last  hours  did  more  for  his  own  memory, 

Than  many  monarchs  in  a  length  of  days, 

Which  date  the  flight  of  time,  but  make  no  annals. 

SAaOANAPALUS. 

Our  annals  draw  perchance  unto  their  close ; 
But  at  the  least,  whate'er  the  past,  their  end 
Shall  be  like  their  beginning— memorable. 

ZAaillA. 

Yet,  be  not  rash — be  careful  of  your  life, 
Live  but  for  those  who  love. 

sasdanXpalus. 

And  who  arc  they?     - 
A  slave,  who  loves  from  passion — I  '11  not  say 
Ambition — she  has  seen  thrones  shake,  and  loves ; 
A  few  friends,  who  have  revelFd  till  we  are 
As  one,  for  they  are  nothing  if  I  fall ; 
A  brother  I  have  injured — children  whom 
I  have  neglected,  and  a  spouse 


ZAaiNA. 


Who  loves. 


SARDANAPALUS. 

And  pardons  7 

ZARINA. 

I  have  never  thought  of  this, 
And  cannot  pardon  till  I  have  condcmn'd. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

My  wife! 


SA»nra. 
Now  biwihigi  on  thee  for  that  vocd! 
I  nevar  thought  to  hear  it  more — Iroai  thee. 

tAlDAHAPALDt. 

Oh !  thou  wilt  hear  it  from  my  auhjecta.     Tc»— 
These  slaves,  whom  I  have  nnrfured,  pamper'd,  fed. 
And  ewoln  with  peace,  and  gorged  with  plenty,  till 
They  reign  themselves— all  monarcha  in  iheir 

sions— 
Now  swarm  forth  in  rebellion,  and  demnnd 
His  death,  who  made  their  Uvea  a  jubilee: 
While  the  few  upon  whom  I  have  no  clauin 
Are  faithful.    This  is  true,  yet  monsCrous. 

ZAIIRA. 

Tis 

Perhaps  too  natural ;  for  benefits 
Turn  poison  in  bad  minds. 

UKDahapalos. 

And  good  otiesmake 
Good  out  of  evil.    Happier  than  the  bee. 
Which  hives  not  but  from  wholesome  flowers. 

I  Aim  A. 

Ihenresf 
The  honey,  nor  inquire  whenee  't  ia  derived. 
Be  satisfiftl — you  are  not  all  afaandoo'd. 

SASDARAPALOt. 

My  life  insures  me  that.    How  lon^,  bethink  yon. 

Were  not  I  yet  a  king,  should  I  be  mortal : 

That  it,  where  mortals  are^  not  where  they  must  be? 

lAaiHA.    \ 

I  know  not.     But  yet  live  for  my— that  is. 
Your  children's  sake ! 

SASDANAPALin. 

My  gentle,  wrong'd  Zarina! 
I  am  the  very  slave  of  circumstance 
And  impulse — borpe  away  with  every  breath! 
Misplaced  upon  the  throne — misplaced  in  lifo. 
I  know  not  what  I  could  have  been,  but  feel 
I  am  not  what  I  should  be — let  it  end. 
But  take  this  with  thee:  if  I  was  not  form'd 
To  prize  a  love  like  thine,  a  mind  like  thine. 
Nor  dote  even  on  thy  beauty— as  I  've  doted 
On  lesser  charms,  for  no  cause  save  that  each 
Devotion  was  a  duty,  and  I  hated 
All  that  look'd  like  a  chain  for  me  or  others 
(This  even  rebellion  must  avouch) ;  yet  hear 
These  words,  perhaps  among  my  last — that  none 
Ere  valued  more  thy  virtues,  though  he  knew  not 
To  profit  by  them — as  the  miner  lights 
Upon  a  vein  of  virgin  ore,  discovering 
That  which  avails  him  nothing;  he  hath  found  it. 
But 't  is  not  his — but  some  superior's,  who 
Placed  him  to  dig,  but  not  divide  the  wi»lth 
Which  sparkles  at  his  feet ;  nor  dare  he  lift 
Nor  poise  it,  but  must  grovel  on  upturning 
The  sullen  earth. 

ZASIRA. 

Oh !  if  thou  hast  at  length 
Discovcr'd  that  my  love  is  worth  esteem, 
I  ask  no  more — but  let  us  hence  together. 
And  / — let  me  say  we — shall  yet  be  happy. 
Assyria  is  not  all  the  earth — we  '11  find 
A  world  out  of  our  own — and  be  more  blest 
Than  I  have  ever  been,  or  thou,  with  all 
An  empire  to  indulge  ^thee. 


f 


SARDANAPALUS. 


Hil 


Enter  SALUiiifU. 

SAUMBNBS. 

I  miutpart 
Tlie  momenu,  which  nuut  not  be  lost,  are  passing. 

lAlIHA. 

Inhuman  brother !  wilt  thou  thus  weigh  out 
Instants  so  high  and  blest? 

Blest! 

lAaiNA. 

He  hath  been 
So  gentle  with  me  that  I  cannot  think 
Of  quitting. 

SALBMIIfCS. 

So — this  feminine  forewell 
Ends  as  such  partings  end,  in  no  departure. 
I  thought  as  much,  and  yielded  against  all 
My  better  bodings.     But  it  must  not  be. 

ZAainA. 
Not  be? 

SALIMBHBS. 

Remain,  and  perish 

ZAEIHA. 


With'my  husband— 


And  rhiUlron. 


SALBMBRBS. 


ZAilHA. 


Alas! 


SALBMBMBS. 

Hev  me,  sister,  like 
My  sister:— all's  prepared  to  make  your  safety 
Certain,  and  of  the  boys  too,  our  last  hopes. 
*T  is  not  A  single  question  of  mere  feeling, 
Though  that  were  much — but 't  is  a  point  of  state : 
The  rrbvis  would  do  more  to  seise  upon 
The  offspring  of  their  sovereign,  and  so  crusli 

BAKINA. 

Ah !  do  not  name  it. 

SALBMBNBS. 

Well,  then,  mark  me:  when 
Tliry  arc  <nfe  beyond  the  Median's  grasp,  the  rebels 
Have  nii>u>'d  their  chief  aim^tlie  eitinction  of 
Ttie  line  of  Ninirod.    Though  tlie  present  king 
Fall,  liift  «>onh  live  for  victory  and  vengeance. 

XABlifA. 

But  could  out  1  remain,  alone? 

SALEMBHBS. 

What !  leave 
Your  children,  with  two  parents  and  yet  orphans^ 
In  a  strange  land — so  young,  so  distant? 

lABINA. 

No- 
My  heart  will  break. 

SiLBMBNBS. 

Now  you  know  all — decide. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Zarina,  he  hath  spoken  well,  and  we 
Must  yield  a>»hile  to  this  necessity. 
Rrmaiiiiiif;  here,  you  may  lose  all ;  departing. 
You  save  the  bcttrr  part  of  what  is  left 
To  both  of  us,  and  to  such  loyal  hearts 
As  yet  beat  iu  these  kingdoms. 

S4LBMBNBS. 

The  time  presses. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

(«n,  then.     If  e'er  we  meet  again,  perhaps 


I  may  be  worthier  of  yon— and,  if  doc, 
Remember  that  my  fanlcs,  tiioagh  not  atoned  for. 
Are  ended.    Yet,  1  dread  thy  nature  will 
Grieve  more  above  the  blighted  name  and  ashes 
Which  once  were  mightiest  in  Assyria — than^ — 
But  I  grow  womanish  again,  and  must  not; 
I  must  learn  sternness  now.     My  sins  have  all 

Been  of  the  softer  order hiete  thy  tears — 

I  do  not  bid  thee  not  to  shed  them — 't  were 
Easier  to  stop  Euphrates  at  its  source 
Than  one  tear  of  a  true  and  tender  lieart— 
But  let  me  not  behold  them;  they  unman  me 
Here  when  I  Imd  re-mann'd  myself.     My  brother, 
Lead  her  away. 

ZABINA. 

Oh,  God!  I  never  shall 
Behold  him  more ! 

SALBMBNBS  (ttrivin^  to  conduct  her). 
Nay,  sister,  I  must  be  obey'd. 

ZARINA. 

I  must  remain — away !  you  shall  not  bold  me. 
What,  shall  he  die  alone? — /  live  alone? 

SAI.BMBNBS. 

He  sliall  not  die  alone;  but  lonely  you 
Have  lived  for  years. 

ZARINA. 

That 's  jblse !  I  knew  he  Kved, 
And  lived  upon  his  image — let  me  go ! 

SALBMBNBS  {conducting  her  off  the  stage). 
Nay,  then,  I  must  use  some  ^tenutl  force, 
Wliich  you  will  pardon. 

ZARINA. 

Never.     Help  me!    Oli! 
Sardanapalus,  wilt  thou  thus  behold  me 
Torn  from  thee? 

SALBMBNBS. 

Nay — then  all  is  lost  again. 
If  that  this  moment  is  not  gain'd. 

ZARINA. 

My  brain  turns— 
My  eyes  fail — where  is  he  ?  [5lie/atiiCi. 

SARDANAPALUS  {advancing). 

No — set  her  down — 
She's  dead — and  you  liave  sbin  lier. 

SALBMBNBS. 

T  is  the  mere 
Faintness  of  o'er-wrouglit  passion  :  in  the  air 
She  will  recover.    Pray,  keep  btiek.—[Jside.]  I  most 
Avail  myself  of  this  sole  moment  to 
Bear  her  to  where  her  children  are  embark'd, 
r  the  royal  galley  on  the  river. 

[Salbmbnbs  hears  her  off 

SARDANAPALUS  (soIms). 

Tliis  too — 
And  this  too  must  I  suffer— I,  who  never 
Inflicted  purposely  on  human  hearts 
A  voluntary  pang !     But  that  is  false — 
She  loved  me,  and  I  loved  her.     Fatal  passion ! 
Why  dost  thou  not  expire  at  once  in  hearts 
Which  thou  hast  lighted  up  at  once?     Zarina! 
I  must  pay  dearly  for  the  desolation 
Now  brought  upon  thee.     Had  I  never  loved 
But  tliee,  I  should  have  been  an  unopposed 
Monarch  of  honouring  nations.     To  what  gulphs 
A  single  de%iation  from  the  track 
Of  human  duties  leads  even  those  who  claim 
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BTB0H*8  WOBKS. 


The  homa^  of  iaankl«4  M  tiMir 
And  ftud  i^  tiU  tb0y  forfeit  it 


! 


filter  Mtiaha. 

•ABDANAFALUt. 

Toil  here!    Who  calTd  you? 

MTBIIA. 

No  one — bat  I  heurd 
Far  off  a  voice  of  wail  and  lamentafion, 
And  thought 

SAaPAIArALOt. 

It  forau  no  portion  of  yonr  dntiet 
To  alter  here  till  toiight  for. 

KYaaaA. 

Though  I  might, 
Perhape,  recal  some  softer  words  of  yours 
(Although  they  too  were  chidiHg)^  which  reproved  me, 
Because  I  erer  dreaded  to  intrude; 
Resisting  my  own  wish  and  yonr  injunction 
To  heed  no  time  nor  presence,  but  appfoaeh  you 
UncalTd  for:  I  retire. 

SAaOARAPALUS. 

Yet,  stay^beiog  here. 
I  pray  you  pardon  me :  evento  have  spur'd  me 
Till  I  wax  peevish— heed  it  not:  I  shall 
Soon  be  viyself  again. 

MTaasA. 

I  wait  with  patience, 
What  I  shall  tee  with  pleasure. 

SAaOANAPALCS. 

Scarce  a  moment 
Before  your  entrance  in  this  hall,  Zarioa, 
Queen  of  Assyria,  departed  hence. 

MYaiBA. 

Ah! 

SAaOANAPALUS. 

Werefbre  do  you  start? 

MTaaSA. 

Did  I  dosoT 

SAIDANAPALDS. 

T  was  well  yon  entered  by  another  portal. 

Else  yon  had  met    That  pang  at  least  is  Spared  her! 

MYaasA. 
I  know  to  feel  for  her. 

SASDANAPALOt. 

That  is  too  mnch. 
And  beyond  nature — 't  is  nor  mutual. 
Nor  possible.    You  cannot  pity  her. 

Nor  she  aught  but 

KYaaiA. 

Despise  the  fovourite  slave?  • 
Not  more  than  I  have  ever  scom'd  myself. 

SAaaANAPALUS. 

Scom'd !  what,  to  be  the  envy  of  your  sex. 
And  lord  it  o'er  the  heart  of  the  worlds  lord? 

MraatA« 
Were  you  the  lord  of  twice  tea  thoueand  worlds— 
As  you  are  like  to  lose  the  one  you  sway'd — 
I  did  abase  myself  as  much  in  being 
Your  paramour,  as  though  you  were  a  peasant- 
Nay,  more,  if  that  the  peasant  were  a  Gmk. 

"SAlDAlfAPALUS. 

You  talk  it  well 

MYaaBA. 
And  truly. 


lAapAKAf^UM. 

btbe 

9f  .man's  adversity  all  things  grow  daring 

Against  the  fSiOuig;  bat  as  I  am  ooC 

Quite  IhBen,  nor  now  <Hspeeed  to  bear  r BpowAa, 

Perhaps  becanae  I  moit  them  too  often. 

Let  us  then  part  while  peace  is  stin 

MYaasA. 
Part! 

tAanARAPALOS. 

Have  not  all  past  hnman  beings  parted. 
And  must  not  all  the  present  one  day  part! 


Why? 

SAanAHAPALVf. 

For  your  safety,  whiok  i  will  have  look'd  is, 
With  a  strong  escort  to  yonr  nntiva  land; 
And  such  gifts  as,  if  yoa  havn  nM  been  all 
A  queen,  shall  mtkm  jont  dowiy  worth  a  i 


I  pray  you  talk  not  dius.  , 

SAanAMAPAI4». 

Theqooeni 
You  need  not  shame  to  foUow.    I  would  fell 
Alone— I  seek  no  partners  but  in  pleasure. 

iiTaanA. 
And  I  no  pleasure  but  in  parting  not. 
You  shall  not  force  me  from  yon. 

SAaOAVAPALUS. 

Think  weD  of  ii- 
It  soon  may  be  too  lale. 

MYaaiA. 
So  let  it  be; 
For  then  you  cannot  sepataie  Me  firone  yoo. 

tAaDAnAPAi.ai« 
And  will  not;  but  I  thought  you  «iah*d  it. 


I? 

SAaOANAPALUS. 

You  spoke  of  your  abasement 

MYaanA. 

Andlfedii 
Deeply — more  deeply  than  all  things  but  love. 

SAaDAIUPAI.es. 

Then  fly  from  it. 

wraanA. 
T  will  not  recal  the  past— 
T  will  not  restore  my  honour,  nor  my  heart 
No — here  I  stand  or  Ml.    If  that  you  conquer, 
I  live  to  joy  in  your  great  triumph  ;>  should 
Your  lot  be  different,  1 11  not  weep,  hot  shift  it 
You  did  not  doubt  me  a  few  hours  ago. 

SAIDANAPALDS. 

Your  courage  never — nor  your  love  till  now; 
And  none  could  make  me  doubt  it  save  yourself. 
Those  words 

MYSaHA. 

Were  words.    I  pray  yon,  let  the  fn4t 
Be  in  the  past  acts  you  were  pleased  to  praise 
This  very  night,  and  in  my  further  Ixauring, 
Beside,  wherever  you  are  borne  by  Hte. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

I  am  content ;  and,  trusting  in  my  cause. 
Think  •9/e  may  yet  be  victors,  and  return 
To  peace — the  only  victory  I  covet. 
To  me  war  is  no  glory — conquest  no 


SARDANAPALU8. 
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To  be  forced  Uiiis  to  uphold  my  ri^t, 
*  on  my  heart  than  all  the  wrongt 
would  bow  me  down  with.    Nerer,  never 
rt  this  night,  even  should  I  live 
o  the  memory  of  others. 

0  have  made  mine  inoffensive  rule 
weet  peace  'midst  bloody  annals, 
t)t  amidst  desert  centuries, 

;he  future  would  turn  back  and  smile, 
ite,  or  sigh  when  it  could  not 
.innpalus'  golden  reign. 
;o  have  made  my  realm  a  paradise, 
moon  an  epoch  of  new  pleasures, 
rabble  s  shouts  for  love— 'the  breath 
for  truth — the  lips  of  woman  for 
lerdon — so  they  are,  my  Myrrha : 

[Be  kis$9$  ktr. 
Now  let  them  uke  my  realm  and  life ! 
have  both,  but  never  thee ! 

MTBRBA. 

r 

No,  never! 
lespoil  his  brother  man  of  all 
at  or  (;littiTing  :  kingdoms  fall — hosts  yield — 
il — slaves  Hy — and  all  betray — and,  more 
ho  most  ifldebled — but  a  heart 
without  selMove!  T  is  here — now  prove  it. 

Enter  Salkmknbs. 

SALKMBIIBS. 

ou.— How!  she  here  again? 

SABDANAPALUS. 

Return  not 
proof :  methinks  your  aspect  speaks 
matter  tlian  a  woman's  presence. 

SALBMBNBS. 

woman  whom  it  miich- imports  me 
moment  now  is  safe  in  absence — 

1  's  embark'd. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

And  well?  say  that  much. 

SALBMBNBS. 

Yes. 

lent  weakness  has  past  o'er ;  at  least, 

into  tearless  silence  :  her 

and  flittering  eye,  after  a  glance 

sleeping  rhildrcn,  were  still  fix'd 

palace  towers,  as  the  swift  galley 

n  the  hurrying  stream  beneath  the  stariight; 

lid  notliing. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

Would  I  felt  no  more 
has  said. 

SALBMBRBi. 

T  IS  now  too  late  to  feel ! 
ings  cannot  cancel  a  sole  pang: 
e  them,  my  advices  bring  sure  tidings 
rebellious  Medes  and  Chaldees,  macsbalTd 
two  leaders,  are  already  up 
igain ;  and,  serrying  their  ranks, 
o  attack :  they  have  apparently 
I'd  by  other  satraps. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

What!  more  rebels? 

;  first,  then. 


lALBMBRU. 

That  were  haidly  pAident 
Now,  though  it  was  our  first  intention.     If 
By  noon  to-morrow  we  are  join'd  by  those 
I  've  sent  for  by  sure  meisengers,  w  afaall  be 
In  strength  enough  to  venture  an  attack. 
Ay,  and  pursuit  too :  but,  till  then,  my  voice 
Is  to  await  the  onset. 

SAlDANAPALtJt. 

I  detest 
That  vraiting ;  though  it  seems  so  mh  to  fight 
Behind  high  walls,  and  hurl  down  foes  into 
Deep  fosses,  or  behold  them  spravrVcm  spikes 
Strew'd  to  receive  them,  still  1  like  it  not- 
ify soul  seems  lukewarm ;  but  when  I  set  on  them, 
Though  they  were  pUed  on  mountains,  I  woaUi  have 
A  pluck  at  them,  or  perish  in  hot  blood  !-^ 
Let  me  then  charge ! 

SALKMINBt. 

You  ulk  Uke  a  yowg  •oldier. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

I  am  no  soldier,  but  a  man  :  speak  not 
Of  soldiersliip,  I  loathe  the  word,  and  those 
W^ho  pride  themselves  upon  it ;  but  direct  me 
Where  I  may  pour  upon  them. 

SALBMBRBS. 

Yon  must  spare 
To  expose  your  life  too  hastily;  't  is  not 
Like  mine  or  any  other  subject's  breath : 
The  whole  war  tiuns  upon  it — with  it;  this 
Alone  creates  it,  kindles,  and  may  quench  it- 
Prolong  it — end  it. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

Then  let  as  end  both ! 
T  were  better  thiu,  perhaps,  than  prolong  either; 
I  'm  sick  of  one,  perchance  of  both. 

[J  trumpet  $ound$  wilhamt 

^        lALBItaRBS. 

Bark! 

SABDARAPALUS. 

Let  OS 

Reply,  not  listen. 

SALBMBRBS. 

And  your  wound? 

lAlOARAPALOt. 

T  is  bound — 
T  is  heard— I  had  forgotten  k.    Away! 
A  leech's  lancet  wouki  have  scratch'd  me  deeper : 
The  slave  that  gave  it  might  be  veil  ashamed 
To  have  struck  so  weakly. 

BALBMBRIS. 

Now  may  none  this  boor 
Strike  with  a  better  aim ! 

SABDARAPALUS. 

Ay,  if  we  conquer; 
But  if  not,  they  will  only  leave  to  me 
A  task  they  might  have  spared  their  king.    Upon  them ! 

[TVumpet  soMiidlf  again, 

SALBMBRBS. 

I  am  with  you. 

SABDARAPALUS. 

Ho,  my  arms !  again,  my  arms ! 

[ExtunL 
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These  realms,  of  which  thou  %ert  the  ornament, 
Tlic  sword  and  shicMI,  the  sole  redeeming  honour, 

To  call  back -Bat  I  will  not  weep  for  tliee;f 

Thou  shall  be  movra'd  for  at  thou  womkbc  Be  moani'd. 

It  grieves  mc  most  that  thou  couidst  (|uic  this  Ufe 

BelieHng  that  I  could  survive  what  thou 

Hast  died  for — our  long  royalty  of  race. 

If  I  redeem  it,  I  will  give  thee  blood 

Of  thousands,  tears  of  miUiolM,  for  atonement 

(The  tears  of  all  the  good  are  thine  already). 

If  not,  we  meet  again  soon,  if  the  spirit  ^ 

Within  us  lives  b^od  t — thou  readest  mine. 

And  dost  me  justice  now.     f^  me  once  clasp 

That  yet  warm  hand,  and  fold  that  throhlesi  heart 

[Embraces  Ae  body. 
To  this  which  beats  so  bitterly.    Now,  bear 
The  body  hence. 

SOLDI  El. 

Where? 

SABDANAPALUS 

To  my  prop  er  ca  mb  er. 
Place  it  beneath  my  canopy,  as  though 
The  king  lay  there :  when  this  is  done,  we  will 
Speak  further  of  the  rites  due  to  such  ashes. 

[Exeunt  Soldiers  vtiA  Ae  body  o/Salbmb?ie8. 

BtOn  Panu. 

SAaSANAPALUS. 

Well,  Pania !  have  you  placed  the  guards,  and  issued 
The  orders  fix'd  on  ? 

PAMIA. 

Sire,  I  have  obey'd. 

SAROANAPALUS. 

And  do  the  soldiers  keep  their  hearts  up 7 

PANIA. 

Sire? 

SAIDAMAPALUS. 

I  'm  answer  d  I  When  a  king  asks  twice,  and  lias 

A  question  as  an  answer  to  his  question. 

It  is  a  portent.     What,  they  are  disbcartro'd  7 

PARIA. 

The  death  of  Salemenes,  and  the  shouts 
Of  the  exulting  rebels  on  his  fall, 
Have  made  tlicm 

SABOANAPALUS. 

Rage — not  droop — it  should  liave  been. 
Wc  '11  find  ihc  means  to  rouse  them. 

PANIA. 

Such  a  loss 
Might  sadden  even  a  victory. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Alas! 
Who  can  so  feel  it  as  I  feel?  but  yet, 
Though  coop'd  within  these  walls,  they  are  strong,  and  we 
Have  those  without  will  break  their  way  through  hosts, 
To  make  tlieir  sovereign's  dwelling  what  it  was — 
A  palace — not  a  prison  nor  a  fortress. 

Enter  an  Officer^  hastily. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Thy  face  seems  ominous.     Speak ! 

OFPICKR. 

I  dare  not. 

•ABDANAPALUS. 

Dare  not? 
While  millions  dare  revolt  with  sword  in  hand ! 


/ 


That  *s  strange.    I  pray  thee  break  that  loyal  cileoce 
Which  loatlies  to  shock  its  aovereign ;  we  can  hear 
Worse  than  thou  heat  to  tell. 

PANIA. 

Proceed,  thoa  heaiviL 
orricsa. 
The  wall  which  skirted  near  the  river**  brink 
Is  thrown  down  by  the  sudden  inandatioB 
Of  the  Euphrates,  which  now  roUing,  swoln 
From  the  enormoos  monntaina  where  it  rues, 
6y  tlie  late  rains  of  that  tempeatnous  region, 
O'erfloods  its  banks,  and  hath  deeiroj  d  the  bnlwaii. 

PAMIA. 

That  s  a  black  augury  !  it  baa  been  said 
For  ages,  «  That  the  city  ne'er  tbould  yield 
To  man,  until  the  river  grew  its  fbc.w 

SABDANAPALUa. 

I  can  forgive  the  omen,  not  the  ravage. 
How  much  is  swept  down  of  the  wrall  ? 

omoaa. 

Aboat 

Some  twenty  stadii. 

SABnANAPALUa. 

And  all  this  is  left 
Pe^ious  to  tile  assailants t 

orpicaa. 

For  the  present 
The  river's  fury  roust  impede  the  assault ; 
But  when  he  shrinks  into  his  wonted  channel. 
And  may  be  cross'd  by  the  accustom'd  barks, 
The  palare  U  their  own. 

SABDARAPALVS. 

That  shall  be  never. 
Thougti  men,  and  gods,  and  elements,  and  omens, 
Have  risen  up  'gainst  one  who  ne'er  provoked  them. 
My  fathers'  house  shall  never  be  a  cave 
For  wolves  to  horde  and  howl  in. 

PANIA. 

With  your  sanctioa 
I  will  proceed  to  the  spot,  and  take  such  measures 
For  the  assurance  of  the  vacant  space 
As  time  ana  means  permit. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

About  it  strai^t. 
And  bring  me  back,  as  speedily  as  full 
And  fair  investigation  may  permit, 
Report  of  the  true  state  of  this  irruption 
Of  waters.  [Exeunt  Pania  and  tike  Offutr. 

MTBRBA. 

Tlius  tlie  very  waves  rise  up 
Against  you. 

SABDANAPALrs. 

They  are  not  my  subjects  girl. 
And  may  be  panlon'd,  since  they  can't  Ytr  puui<di*d. 

MTBBHA. 

I  joy  to  see  this  portent  shakes  you  not. 

SABDANAPALUS. 

I  am  past  the  fear  of  portents :  they  can  tell  me 
Notliiug  1  have  not  told  myself  since  midnight : 
Despair  anticipates  such  things. 

MTBBflA. 

Despair! 

SARDANAPALL'S. 

No,  not  despair  precisely.  When  we  know 
All  tliat  can  conic,  and  how  to  meet  it,  our 
Resolves,  if  firm,  may  merit  a  more  noble 
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>Vnrd  tliaii  this  is  to  give  il  uttcnuDce. 

But  ^hiit  an>  words  to  ua?  we  liare  well  nig;h  done 

With  them  aud  all  things. 

MTliBA. 

Save  one  deed — the  last 

And  groairst  to  all  mortaU;  crowning  act 

<>f  :ill  that  ^as — or  is — or  in  to  be — 

The  unly  tiling  common  to  all  mankind, 

Su  diffiTt'iit  in  their  birtlis,  tongues,  sexes,  natures. 
Hues  features  climc«,  times,  feelings,  intelleciv. 
Without  one  point  of  union,  save  in  tliis, 
To  which  fie  tend,  for  which  we  'r«  born,  and  thread 
Tiic  labyrinth  of  mystery  call'd  life. 

SABOANAPALUS. 

Oar  clew  l>c\nQ  well  nigh  wouiul  out,  let  's  be  cheerful. 
I  hey  >^ho  have  nothing  more  to  fear  may  well 
lnilul(;<>  a  smile  at  that  which  onrc  appall'd  ; 
A-i  children  at  «li!»rover'd  buglxMrs. 

Re-enter  Paku. 


PA^IA. 


Tis 


As  uas  rc|M>r(ccl :  I  have  ordcr'il  there 
A  doublf  (;uanl,  withdrawing  from  thr  wall 
Where  it  was  stront;c«t  tiie  required  addition 
To  watch  ihc  breach  orcasion'd  by  the  waters. 

You  h.ive  4loue  your  duty  faithfully,  and  as 
My  worthy  Pania !  furtlu*r  ties  between  us 
Draw  near  a  close.     I  pijiy  yon  Cake  this  key  : 

[Gives  a  key. 
It  opens  to  a  secret  chamber,  place<l 
Behind  the  couch  in  my  own  chamber.     (Now 
Hrc^t'd  hy  a  nobler  weiglit  than  e'er  it  bore — 
Thftugh  a  long  line  of  sovereigns  liave  lain  down 
Along  itH  golden  frame— as  bearing  for 
A  time  what  late  wa«  Salemenes.)    Search 
The  M'cret  covert  to  which  this  will  lead  you; 
T  is  full  of  treasure;  take  it  for  yourirf;lf 
And  your  companion*>:  there  's  enough  to  load  yr. 
Though  ye  he  many.     I<ct  the  slaves  be  free<I,  loo; 
And  all  the  inmates  of  the  palace,  of 
Whatever  sen,  now  f]uit  it  in  an  hour. 
TIm-mcc  launch  the  regal  bnrhs,onrefArfn'd  fcvr  plensurr, 
An«l  now  to  «enre  for  safiKy,  and  embark. 
The  ri\rr  s  broad  and  swnin,  and  uacooimanded 
(.More  potent  th.in  a  king)  by  these  beaiegen. 
Fly !  and  he  luippy  '• 

PARIA. 

Tnder  your  pn>teetion ! 

So  you  accompany  your  faithful  guanl. 

No,  P:ini.i !  that  niu>t  not  Ik;;  get  thee  hence. 
And  \r:\\c  me  to  my  fate. 

Pt?ii\. 
T  is  tlic  first  time 

I  ever  disohey'd :  hut  now 

SARDAIfAP4LI!9. 

So  all  men 
D.tre  jtrarii  mo  now,  and  Indolence  within 
A]N's  Treason  fnmi  without.     ^Uiesliou  no  further; 
T  i<  my  command,  my  la^t  command.     Wilt  thou 

(>|)|toM'  il  ?  thou  ! 

P\M\. 

Hut  yet — not  yet. 


SAIDANAFAJUUS. 

W«U,tl|cn, 
Swear  that  you  will  obey  when  I  Aall  py 
The  signal. 

PANIA. 

With  a  beavy  but  true  bawt, 
I  promise. 

SAR»AffAPAI.I'S. 

T  is  enough.     Now  order  liart 
Faggots,  pine-nuts,  ami.  -witber'd  leaves,  and  such 
Things  as  catch  fift  and  blaw  witli.  ane  sole  spark ; 
Bring  cedar,  too,  and  pnecioua  drogi,  and  apices. 
And  mighty  planks,  to  pouriah  a  tall  pile; 
Bring  frankincense  aud  myrrii,  too^  for  it  ia 
For  a  great  sacrifice  I  Uiild  the  pyre ; 
And  heap  them  raund  yon  cbrooe. 

aiylonl!     .  . 

•AaDARAPAbUi.  .  .  ,^,|  , 

I  h«im|4aid  it, 

w\nd^uK  have  »u>orn. 

PANIA- 

And  could  keep  my  faith 
Without  a  vow.  [Exit  Pania. 

MTaaiA. 
What  mean  you  ? 

SAIOAHAPj||.I». 

You  alwll  know 
Anon— what  the  whole  earlli  iball  ne'er  forget. 

Pa?i!a,  returning  wttk  a  Herald. 

PA  Ml  A. 
My  king,  in  goiilig  forth  npoii  my  duty, 
This  heraJd  |»af  bef»  brought  before  me,  craviug 
An  audience. 

SABPAIfAPALUS. 

Let  lum  cpcak. 

■IRALU. 

The  MiH0  ArbacM 

SABDA^APALUS. 

What,  crownd  already? — But,  proceed. 

niBALD. 

Belcscs, 
The  anointed  high-priest^ — 

SlBDAMAPALirS. 

Of  what  god,  or  demon  ? 
With  new  kings  rise  new  nlbvs.     But,  proceed ; 
You  are  wnt  to  prate  your  master^s  will,  and  not 
Ueply  to  mine. 

BIEALD. 

And  fiatrap  Ofnaianea— — 

SABDA^'VAMt.Dt. 

Why,  he  is  ours.  _ 

■  EBALD  (ffcoiMllf  tfS  '^'>9)* 

Be  sare  that  lie  is  now 

In  the  camp  of  the  conqueron ;  bahold 
His  signet  ring. 

SABDANAPALUtt. 

T  is  his.     A  worthy  triad ! 
Poor  Salemenes!  thtui  liast  died  in  time 
To  M>e  one  treachery  tlic  less :  this  man 
Was  thy  trui'  frieuil  aiHl  my  nuMt  lj;usled  .subject. 

Procee«l. 

HABAi.n. 

Tlu-y  offer  ihco  ihy  life,  and  freedom 

Of  choice  10  single  out  a  residence 
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f  n  any  of  the  further  provinces^ 
Guarded  and  watch'd,  but  not  confined  In  perton, 
Where  thou  thak  pais  thy  days  in  peace;  but  on 
Condition  that  the  three  younf;  princes  are 
Given  up  as  hostages. 

SAiDANArALin  (iromicaUy). 
The  generous  victors ! 

■BlALDw 

I  vait  the  answer. 

tAlOANArALUi. 

Answer,  slave!     How  long 
Have  slates  decided  on  the  doom  of  kings  7 

■IBALO. 

Since  they  were  free. 

SAlDANArALUS. 

Mouthpiece  of  mutiny ! 
Thou  at  the  least  shalt  learn  the  penalty 
Of  treaaoo,  thou^  its  proxy  only.    Pania ! 
LeC  Ui  Iliad  be  thrown  from  our  waUs  within 
The  rebdt*  lines,  his  carcass  down  the  river. 
Away  with  him ! 

[Pania  af&d  £^  Guards  seiiing  him. 

PAIflA. 

I  never  yet  obey'd 
Your  orders  with  more  pleasure  than  the  present. 
Hence  with  him,  soldiers!  do  not  sml  this  hall 
Of  royalty  with  treasonable  gore; 
Put  him  to  rest  without. 

■RALD. 

A  single  word : 
My  office,  king,  is  sacred. 

SASDAIfAPALUS. 

And  what 's  Mine  f 
That  thou  shonldst  come  and  dare  to  ask  of  me 
To  lay  it  down? 

RftALD. 

I  but  obeyed  my  orders. 
At  the  same  peril,  if  refused,  as  now 
Incurr'd  by  my  obedience. 

SAIDANAPALUS. 

So,  there  are 
New  monarchs  of  an  hour's  growth  as  despotic 
As  sovereigns  swathed  in  purple,  and  enthroned 
From  birth  to  manhood ! 

■BIALD. 

My  life  waits  your  breath. 
Yours  (1  speak  humbly)— but  it  may  be — yours 
May  also  be  in  danger  scarce  less  imminent : 
Would  it  then  suit  the  last  hours  of  a  line 
Such  as  is  that  of  Nimrod,  to  destroy 
A  peaceful  herald,  unarm'd,  in  his  office ; 
And  violate  not  only  all  that  man 
Holds  sacred  between  man  and  man — but  that 
More  holy  tie  which  links  us  with  the  gods  ? 

SAlDAimrALUS. 

He  's  right.— Let  him  go  free.— My  life's  last  act 
Shall  not  be  one  of  wrath.     Here,  fellow,  take 

[Gives  him  a  golden  cup  from  a  table  near. 
This  golden  goblet,  let  it  hold  your  wine. 
And  think  of  me;  or  melt  it  into  ingots. 
And  think  of  nothing  bnt  their  weight  and  value. 

■laALD. 

I  thank  you  doubly  for  my  life,  and  this 

Most  gorgeous  gift,  which  renders  it  more  precious. 

Bat  must  I  bear  no  anawer? 


SAtDAVAPALOS. 

Tea,— laak 

An  hour  s  truce  to  consider. 

■  BIALO. 

But  an  hour's? 

SAtOAHAPALUS. 

An  hour's :  if  at  the  expiration  of 
That  time  your  masters  hear  no  fnrdier  from 
They  arc  to  deem  that  I  reject  their  tenaia. 
And  act  befittingly. 

■BBALD. 

I  shall  not  fail 
To  be  a  faithful  legate  of  your  pleasure. 

SASDANAPALUS. 

And,  hark!  a  word  more. 

■BBALD. 

I  shall  not  forget  it. 
Whoe'er  it  be. 

SAaOANAPALUS. 

Commend  me  to  Beleaes; 
Aud  tell  him,  ere  a  year  expire,  I  summou 
Uim  hence  to  meet  me. 

■nuLD. 
Where? 

SABDAKAPALDS. 

At  Babyloo. 
At  least  from  thence  he  will  depart  to  meet  me. 

■BBALD. 

I  shall  obey  you  to  the  letter.  [ExU  Mtrdi. 

SABOAIIAPAUTS. 

« 

Pania! — 
Now,  my  good  Pauia! — quick  I  with  what  I  onicr'd. 

PANIA. 

My  lord, — the  soldien  are  already  charged. 
And,  see !  they  enter. 

[Soldiers  enter,  and  form  a  FiU  cAoatAr 
7%n>ne,  etc. 

SABDANAPAL0S. 

Higher,  my  good  soldiers. 
And  thicker  yet ;  and  see  that  the  foundatioo 
Re  such  as  will  not  speedily  exhaust 
Its  own  too  subtle  fiaoM;  nor  yet  be  quench'd 
With  aught  officious  aid  would  bring  to  quell  it. 
Ijct  the  throne  form  the  core  of  it ;  I  would  not 
I.«ave  tliat,  save  fraught  with  fire  unquenchable, 
To  the  new  comers.     Frame  the  whole  as  HF 
T  were  to  enkindle  the  strong  t^wer  of  oar 
Inveterate  enemies.     Now  it  bears  an  aspoct ! 
How  say  you,  Pania,  will  this  pile  suffice 
For  a  king's  obsequies  ? 

PANIA. 

Ay,  for  a  kingdom's. 
I  underslaud  you  now. 

SARDANAPALDS. 

And  blame  mc? 

PANIA. 

No^ 
Let  me  but  fire  the  pile  and  share  it  with  you. 

MTxaaA. 
That  duty  's  mine. 

PANIA. 

A  woman's ! 

MYRBHA. 

T  is  the  soldier's 
Part  to  die  for  his  sovereign,  and  why  not 
The  woman's  with  her  lover? 
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PAMU. 

T  is  most  strange ! 

MTftRBA. 

)o  rare,  my  Pania,  as  thou  think'st  it. 
ean  time,  live  thoa. — Farewell !  the  pile 

PANU. 

I  should  shame  to  leave  my  sovereign 
t  a  single  female  to  partake 
.1. 

SjIBOATIAPALUS. 

Too  many  far  have  heralded 
e  dust  already.     Get  thee  hence ; 
hee. 

PANIA. 

And  live  vrretched ! 

SAEDANAPALUS. 

Think  ui>ou 
i — t  is  sacred  and  irrevocable. 

PANIA. 

is  so,  hurcwcll. 

SAaOAIIAPALUS. 

Search  veil  my  chamber, 
remorse  at  l>earing  off  the  gold ; 
»cr,  ^liAi  you  leave  you  leave  the  slaves 
w  nic  :  and  wlicn  you  have  borne  away 
off  to  your  boats,  blow  uuc  long  blast 
c  trumpet  as  you  quit  the  palace, 
r's  brink  is  too  remote,  its  stream  * 

i  at  present  to  permit  the  echo 
I  distinctly  from  its  banks.     Then  fly, — 
fou  sail  turn  Itack ;  but  still  keep  on 
ly  along  the  Euphrates  :  if  you  reach 
1  of  l*aphlagonia,  where  the  queen 
vith  my  three  sons  in  Cotta's  court, 
It  you  saw  at  parting,  and  request 
>  remember  what  I  said  at  one 
more  mournful  still. 

PANIA. 

Ttiat  royal  hand!, 
then  once  more  press  it  to  my  lips ; 
sc  poor  soldiers  who  throng  round  you,  and 
'ain  die  with  you! 
[The  Soldiers  and  Pa  if  i  a  tkron^  round  Mm, 
kissintf  his  hand  and  die  hem  of  his  robt. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

My  best !  my  last  friends  ! 
t  unman  each  other — part  at  once: 
wflls  should  be  sudden,  when  for  ever, 
y  make  an  eternity  of  moments, 
g  the  last  sad  sands  of  life  with  tears. 
1 11(1  l>e  happy  :  tnut  me,  I  am  not 
be  pilictl,  or  far  more  for  what 
han  present ; — for  the  future,  't  U 
kinds  of  tliR  deities,  if  such 
e.  I  shall  know  soon.     Farewell — hrewell. 

[Exeunt  Panu  and  the  Soldiers. 

MTiaiA. 

len  were  honest :  it  is  comfort  still 
ir  last  looks  shall  be  on  loving  faces. 

SARDANAPALCS. 

>ely  ones,  my  beautiful ! — but  liear  me ! 
IS  moment,  for  we  now  are  on 
uk,  thou  feei'st  an  inward  shrinking  fron^ 
p  through  llainc  into  the  future,  say  it: 
jot  love  thee  less;  nay,  perhaps  more. 


For  yielding  to  thy  nature :  and  there's  time 
Yet  for  thee  to  escape  hence. 

MTRIHA. 

Shall  r  light 
One  of  the  t6rclies  which  lie  heap'd  beneatli 
The  ever-burning  lamp  that  bums  without. 
Before  Daal's  shrine,  in  the  adjoining  hall  ? 

SARDANAPALUS. 

Do io.    Is  that  thy  answer* 

MTRRIA. 

Thou  shalt  see. 

[Exit  IfriaiA. 

SARDANAPALin  {solus). 

She's  firm.     My  Others!  whom  I  will  rejoin, 

It  may  be,  purified  by  death  from  some 

Of  the  gross  stains  of  too  material  being, 

I  would  not  leave  your  ancient  first  abode 

To  the  defilement  of  usurping  bondmen ; 

If  I  have  not  kept  your  inheritance  v^*  ■ 

As  ye  bequeath'd  it,  this  briglit  part  of  it, 

Your  treasure,  your  abode,  your  sacred  relics 

Of  arms,  and  records,  monuments,  and  s|>oib. 

In  which  diey  would  have  revell'd,  I  bear  with  me 

To  you  in  that  absorbing  clement. 

Which  most  personifies. the  soul,  as  leading 

The  least  of  matter  unconsumed  before 

Its  fiery  working:— and  the  light  of  this 

Most  royal  of  funereal  pyres  sliall  be 

Not  a  mere  pillar  form'd  of  cloud  and  tbme, 

A  beacon  in  the  horixon  for  a  day. 

And  then  a  mount  of  ashes,  but  a  light 

To  lesson  ages,  rebel  nations,  and 

Voluptuous  princes.     Time  shall  quench  full  many 

A  people's  records,  and  a  hero's  ads ; 

Sweep  empire  after  empire,  like  this  first 

Of  empires,  into  nothing;  but  even  then 

Shall  spare  this  deed  of  mine,  and  hold  it  up 

A  problem  few  dare  imitate,  and  none 

Despise— but,  it  may  be,  avoid  tlie  life 

Which  led  to  such  a  consummation. 

Mtriha  returns  with  a  lighted  Torch  in  her  Hand, 
and  a  Cup  in  the  other. 


MTRRHA. 


Lo 


I've  lit  the  lamp  vkhich  lights  us  to  the  stars. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And  the  cup? 

MTIRNA. 

"T  is  my  conntry's  custom  to 
Slake  a  libation  to  ^  gods. 

SARDANAPALUS. 

And  mine 
To  make  Hbations  amongst  men.     I  *ve  not 
Forgot  the  custom  ;  and,  althongh  alone. 
Will  drain  ouc  draught  in  memory  of  many 
A  joyous  banquet  past. 

[Sabuanapalus  takes  the  cup»andl0Ur  drink- 
ing and  tinkling  the  reversedcup,  m  a  drop 
fulls,  exclaims — 

And  this  libation 
Is  for  the  excellent  Beleies. 

MTRRHA. 

Why 
\)\\*:\\>  thy  mind  lailwr  upon  that  man's  name 
Than  on  his  mate's  in  villany  '. 
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•AlMIAPALUf. 

The 
U  a  mere  soldier,  a  mere  tool,  a  kind 
Of  human  sword  in  a  fiend's  hand ;  the  other 
Is  master-mover  of  his  warlike  pappct; 
But  I  dismiss  them  from  my  mind. — Yet  pantf^ 
My  llyrrha !  doa  thoa  truly  follow  me, 
Freely  and  fearlessly? 

MYBIIA. 

An4  dost  thou  think 
A  Greek  ^rl  dare  not  do  for  love  tliat  which 
An  Indian  widow  braves  for  custom? 

tAEOANAPALUS. 

Then 
We  but  await  the  Mgnal. 

MYSaBA. 

It  is  louQ 
In  aoonding;. 

SAIOARAPALUS. 

Now,  farewell;  one  last  embrace. 

MTIIHA. 

Embrace,  but  not  the  last ;  there  is  one  more. 

SAIOANAPALUS. 

True,  the  commiugling  fire  will  mix  our  ashes. 

MYIIIA. 

And  pure  as  is  my  love  to  thee,  shall  they, 

Purged  from  the  dross  of  earlli,  and  earthly  passion, 

Mix  pale  with  thine.    A  single  thought  yet  irks  me. 

SAaOAIfAPAkUS. 

Say  it. 

MYIRHA. 

It  is  that  no  kind  hand  will  gather 
The  dust  of  both  into  one  um. 

lAlOAHAPALUS. 

The  better  I 
Rather  let  them  be  boruc  abroad  upon 
The  winds  of  heaven,  and  scatter'd  into  air, 
Thau  be  polluted  more  by  human  hands 
Of  slaves  and  traitors;  in  this  biasing  pabcc. 
And  its  enomious  walls  of  reeking  ruin. 
We  leave  a  noblor  monument  tiian  Egypt 
Ilath  piled  in  htr  brick  m<Hintnin«  o'er  dead  kings. 
Or  kinCy  for  none  know  whether  those  proud  piles 
lie  for  their  mouarch,  or  their  ox-god  Apis : 
So  much  for  monuments  that  have  forgotten 
Their  very  record  I 

MTIIVA. 

Tlicn  farewell,  thou  earth ! 
And  loveliest  spot  of  eartli !  farewell  Ionia ! 
Ho  thou  still  free  and  beautiful,  and  f^r 
Aloof  from  desolation !  My  last  prayer 
Was  for  thee,  my  Inst  tlioughls,  save  one,  were  of  thee ! 

SAIOANAPALUS. 

.\nd  that? 

MTllBA. 

Is  yours. 

[The  trumpet  o/ Pari  a  mnmds  wi^imit, 

SAIDANAPALUS. 

Hark! 

MY&ailA. 

Now! 

KARDANAPALt'S. 

Adieu,  Assyria  ! 
I  lovtnl  tliee  well,  my  own,  my  fntlit'rs'  laud. 
And  l)ottcr  as  my  country  tliau  my  kingdom. 
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I  satiated  thee  with  peace  and  joys;  and  this 
Is  my  reward!  and  now  I  owe  thee  nothing. 
Not  even  a  grave.*  [Be  ■toamtf  tkt  pSi. 

Now,  llyrrha  I 

MTiaHA.  % 

Art  thou  ready! 

SAIDAKAPALUS. 

As  the  torch  in  thy  grasp. 

[MrftiBA^Eres  the  p^ 
MTaaiA. 

Tis  fired  !  I  come. 

[As  MrasBA  springs /orwiwrd  to  ffcrov  kenrij 
into  theJIameSy  the  Curtain  falls. 


NOTES. 

I 
I 

Note  I.  PBga  191^  line  19. 

Ami  iheu,  ay  ova  IcdUb  Myrrba. 

« The  Ionian  name  had  been  still  more  compHif!>- : 
sive,  having  included  the  Achaians  an<l  the  B(rotur> 
who,  together  with  those  to  whom  it  was  afirrvardf ' 
confined,  would  make  nearly  the  whole  of  tbeCnH| 
nation,  and  among  thn  orientaN  it  was  alwap  the  p- 1 
ncral  name  for  the  Greeks.*— .If /f^rvTs  Greece,  roll,  i 
P-  «99- 

•  Note  3.  Page  294.  line  i. 

— — —  •Stnl«ii«|ii«Ui«, 

The  king,  mai  •!>■  of  Ao3C}aJ«rat#«, 

In  0D«  Jay  baili  AnrhMilaa  «nil  TarMii. 

Cat,  drink  attd  ioTC;  the  mt**  ■•(  wctli  «  Ufia.i 

«  For  this  expedition  he  took  not  only  a  smaU  cb(Ka 
body  of  the  phalanx,  but  all  his  Ii{;ht  troops.     In  dv 
first  day's  march  he  reached  Anchialus  a  towncaidt* 
have  been  founded  by  the  king  of  Assyria,  Sardaoapaltt 
The  fortifications  in  their  magnitude  and  extent,  ttiJ  I 
in  Arrian's  time,  bore  the  character  of  greatne«s  vhkh  ! 
the  Assyrians  appear  singularly  to  have  affected  in  v<>rkt ! 
of  the  kind.     A  monument  representing  SardaoapiJw 
was  found  there,  warranted  by  an  inscription  ia.\s.«yrus  : 
characters,  of  course  in  the  old  Assyrian  langnage^viiid  ' 
the  Greeks,  whether  well  or  ill,  interpreted  thus :  ^  5I^ 
danapalus,  son  of  Anacyndaraxes,  in  one  tiiy  fouodni  ■ 
Ancliinlus  and  Tarsus.      Eat,  drink,   plav :   all  other 
human  joys  are  not  worth  a  fillip. »     Supposing  thn  | 
version  nearly  exact  (for  Arrian  says  it  was  not  quite  m'i,  : 
whether  thn  purpose  has  not  been  Co  invite  to  civil  ordn' 
a  people  dispo^d  to  turbulence,  rather  than  to  rrcoa-  j 
mend  immoderate  luxury,  may  perhaps  reasonalif  he  ! 
questioned.     What,  indeed,  could  be  the  oLtjeet  of  A 
king  of  Assyria  in  founding  such  towns  in  a  counlnr  <»  • 
distant  from  his  capital,  and  so  divided  from  it  bv  ad  ' 
immcase  extent  of  sandy  deserts  and  lofty  moontoios. 
and,  still  mure,  how  the  inhabitants  could  be  at  once  is  ' 
circumstancQs  to  abandon  themselves  to  the  intempenre 
joys  which  their  prince  lias  been  supposed  loliavervcom-  ■ 
mended,  is  not  obvious;  but  it  may  deserve  ob»4-rvatif>o 
that,  in  that  line  of  coast,  tlie  southern  of  Lesser  Asia, 
ruins  of  cities,  evidently  of  an  age  after  Alexander,  jrf 
ban.'ly  named  in  history,  at  this  day  astunish  tlie  ad<ai- 
turous  traveller  by  their  magnificence   and  elegaaef 
Amid  the  desolation  which,  under  a  singularlr  barbahin 
government,   has  for  so   many  centuries    been   •hi'r 
spreading  in  the  finest  countries  of  the  c^obe,  whetbrr 
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more  from  soil  and  climate,  or  from  opportunities  for 
commerce,  extraordinary  meant  moaC  hare  been  found 
for  communities  to  llourish  there,  whence  it  may  seem 
that  thft  measures  ofSardanapalns  were  directed  by  juster 
views  than  hare  been  commonly  ascribed  to  him ;  but 
that  moDarch  having  been  the  last  of  a  dynasty,  raded 


by  a  resolution,  obloquy  on  lus  memory  would  follow 
of  course  fra^  the  policy  of  his  succesaort  and  their 
partisans. 

M  The  inconsistency  of  traditions  concerning  Sarda- 
napalus  is  striliing  in  Diodorus's  account  of  hinL» — 
Mitford's  Greece,  vol.  ix.  pp.  Sii,  3ia,  and  3i3. 


cue  CtDo  Jt^^cavi; 

AN  HISTORICAL  TRAGEDY. 


Iht/mtktr  aofiffM,  but  tli«  gowcrnor  '•  recolvrd. 

CRITIC. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


MEN. 
Francis  Foscari,  Doge  of  Feniee, 
Jacopo  Foscari,  Son  of  the  Doge. 
Jamrs  LoRtDAifo,  a  Patrician. 
Marco  Mkmmo,  a  Chief  of  the  forty, 
Barbarioo,  Senator. 

Other  Senators,  ^e  council  of  Ten,  Guards,  Attihdr 
anti,  etc.,  etc. 

•   WOMAN. 
Marima,  Wife  of  young  Foscari. 


Scene — The  Ducal  Palace,  Venice. 


THE  TWO  FOSCARI. 


ACT  I. 

S  C  E  Mfl    I. 

A  Hall  in  the  Ducal  Palace. 

Enter  Lorkoaro  and  UAmuAMOO^  meeting. 

LOREDAIfO. 

Wheri  is  the  prisoner? 

BARBARIOO. 

Reposing  from 
The  Question. 

LORROAMO. 

The  hour's  past — fix'd  yesterday 
For  the  resumption  of  his  trial. — Let  us 
Rejoin  our  colleagues  in  the  council,  and 
Urge  his  recal. 

BARBARIOO. 

Nay,  let  him  profit  by 
A  few  brief  minutes  for  his  tortured  limbs ; 
He  was  o'erwrought  by  the  Question  yetlerday, 
And  may  die  under  it  if  now  repeated. 

LQRRDAIVO. 

Well! 

BARRARIGO. 

I  yield  not  to  you  in  love  of  justice, 
Or  hate  of  the  ambitious  Foscari, 
Father  and  son,  and  all  their  noxious  race; 


But  the  poor  wretch  has  suffer'd  beyond  natmw 
Most  stoical  endurance. 

LORRDANO. 

Without  owning 
His  crime. 

BARBARIOO. 

Perhaps  without  committmg  any. 
But  he  avow'd  the  letter  to  the  Duke 
Of  Milan,  and  his  sufferings  half  atone  for 
Such  weakness. 

CORXDAIfO. 

We  shall  sec. 

BARBARIOO. 

You,  Lorcdano, 
Pursue  hereditary  hate  too  hr. 

LORXDARO. 

How  far? 

BARRARICO. 

To  extermination. 

LORfDANO. 

When  they  are 
Extinct,  you  may  say  this.— Let  *s  in  to  council. 

BARBARIOO. 

Yet  pause — the  number  of  our  colleagues  is  not 
Complete  yet ;  two  are  wanting  ere  we  can 
Proceed. 

LORBDARO. 

And  the  chief  judge,  the  Doge? 

BARBABIGO. 

No— he 
With  more  than  Roman  fortitude  is  ever 
First  at  the  board  in  this  unhappy  process 
Against  his  last  and  only  son. 

LOBXDANO. 

True — true — 
Hisiait 

BARBARIOO. 

Will  notliing  move  you?  • 

LORBDARO.  tf 

Feels  he,  think  your 

BABBABIGO. 

He  shows  it  not. 

LORRDANO. 

I  have  mark'd  that— tht  wretch ! 

BABBABICO. 

But  yesterday,  I  hear,  on  his  reluni 
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To  the  dncsl  chambers,  as  be  pass'd  the  threshold, 
The  old  man  feinted.  4 

LOIBDAICO. 

It  begins  to  work,  then. 

BARBJUU60. 

The  work  is  half  your  own. 

LOIBDANO. 

And  should  be  all  mine — 
My  fiather  and  my  uncle  are  no  more. 

B&IBAIIGO. 

I  ba?e  read  their  epitaph,  which  says  they  died 
By  poison. 

LOIBDANO. 

When  the  Doge  declared  that  he 
Should  never  deem  himself  a  sovereign  till 
The  death  of  Peter  Loredano,  both 
TIm  brothers  sicken'd  shortly: — be  is  sovereign. 

^,-   .  BAIBABIGO. 

A  vnNliod  one. 

LOBBDAICO. 

What  should  they  be  who  make 
Orphans? 

BABBABIGO. 

But  did  the  Doge  make  you  so  7 

LOBEDAIfO. 

Yes. 

BA1BAB160. 

What  soUd  proofe? 

LOBBDAMO. 

When  princes  tet  themselves 
To  work  in  secret,  proofs  and  process  arc 
Alike  made  difficult ;  but  I  have  such 
Of  the  nrst,  as  shall  make  the  second  needless. 

BABBABIGO. 

But  you  will  move  by  law  ? 

LOBEDAIfO. 

By  all  tlie  laws 
Which  he  would  leave  us. 

BABBABICa 

They  are  such  in  this 
Our  state  as  render  retribution  easier 
Than  'mongst  remoter  nations.    Is  it  true 
Tliat  you  have  written  in  your  books  of  commerce 
(The  wealthy  practice  of  our  highest  nobles), 
«  Doge  Foscari,  my  debtor  for  the  deaths 
Of  Marco  and  Pictro  Loredano, 
My  sire  and  uncle?* 

LOBBDARO. 

It  is  written  thus. 

BABBABIGO. 

And  will  you  leave  it  unerased? 

LORBOAICO. 

Till  bahinced. 

BABBABIGO. 

And  how  ? 

{Two  Senators  pass  over  Ae  stage j  as  in  0ieir  way  to 
the  Hall  ofAe  Council  of  Ten.) 

LOBBDARO. 

Ton  see  the  number  is  complete. 
Follow  me.  [Exit  I/OBBdano 

BABBABIGO  {sobts). 

Follow  thee !  1  have  follow'd  long 
Thy  path  of  desolation,  as  the  wave 
Sweeps  after  that  before  it,  alike  whelming 
The  wreck  that  crealu  to  the  wild  winds,  and  wretch 
Who  shrieks  within  its  riven  ribs,  as  gush 


The  waters  chroa|h  them;  Iwt  Ihio  aoi 

Might  move  the  demeDts  to  panee,  mmk  yet 

Most  I  on  hardily  like  them— Oh !  wroald 

I  could  as  blindly  and  remoraeleaaly ! — 

Lo,  where  he  comes ! — Be  still,  my  hcsut!  ihty ii» 

Thy  foes,  must  be  thy  nctims:  wrilt  thoa  beat 

For  those  who  almost  broke  thee? 

Enter  Guards,  wi A  young  FoacAai  eu  primntr,  ett. 

onaaB. 

Let  himrfft. 
Sifoori  take  time. 

lACopo  roscaai. 

I  thank  thee,  Crioid,  I  'm  feeble; 
But  thou  may* St  stand  rq>roved. 

OUABO. 

I  Tl  stand  the  hsari 
jAcoPo  roscAai. 
That  8  kind  :— I  meet  some  pilj,  bat  no  merry; 

This  is  the  first. 

OUABD. 

And  might  be  the  last,  dlid  they 
Who  rule  behold  us. 

BABBABIGO  (advancing  to  tike  gmmrdj. 
There  is  one  who  does : 
Yet  fear  not ;  I  will  neither  be  thy  judge 
Nob  thy  accuser;  though  the  hoar  is  past. 
Wait  their  last  summons — I  am  of  « the  Ten,* 
And  waiting  for  that  summons  sanction  yoa 
Even  by  my  presence :  when  the  liM  call  sounds 
We  '11  in  together.— Look  weH  to  the  prieoner! 

lAcoro  roscABi. 
What  voice  is  that?— 't  is  Barbarigo's  !  Ah ! 
Our  house's  foe,  and  one  of  my  few  jndgeft. 

BABBABIGO. 

To  balance  such  a  foe,  if  such  ^erc  be. 
Thy  father  sits  amongst  thy  judges. 

lACOPO  FOSCABI. 

True, 

He  judges. 

BABBABIGO. 

Then  deem  not  the  laws  too  harsh 
Which  yield  so  much  indulgence  to  a  sire 
As  to  allow  his  voice  in  such  high  matter 
As  the  state's  safety 

JACOPO  FOSCABI. 

And  his  son's.     I  'm  Hiat; 
Let  me  approach,  I  pray  you,  for  a  breath 
Of  air,  yon  window  which  o'erioofcs  Uie  waters. 

Enter  an  Officer^  who  whispers  BAaaAaiao. 

BABBABIGO  (to  tite  guard). 
IaH  him  approach.     I  must  not  speak  with  him 
Further  than  thus;  I  have  transgress'd  my  duty 
In  this  brief  pariey,  and  must  now  redeem  it 
Within  the  Council  Chamber. 

[Exit  BAasABico. 

[Guard  conducting  iACOTO  Foscabi  Co  du  windom. 

GUABD. 

There,  sir,  t  is 
Open — How  feel  you? 

JACOPO  FOSCABI. 

♦  Like  a  boy— Oh  Venice! 

GUABD. 

And  your  limbs  ? 
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Limbt  -  bow  oheu  Iihve  ih^Y  borne  le 
!  n'rr  ynii  blue  tide.  a<  I  liaM  ikimm'd 
lul.i  ilsuE  ill  cliilduih  »cr. 
H)iiFd  It  A  fBunf  gondalia-,  unidH 

r  nur  pleasure  in  ibe  finilf  nF  ^Imif^l^ 
I'  r^ir  papUllce-otcrovdiDB  beauliri, 

rlinc!  imikn.  *bA  «ubn  iwliblf, 
ingln'i:liKFi,aailiippUiidn«hni>ds, 
tKBUll  1— Hoiimjiny«liiiwhiiwl 
Ml  Drn  ilill  luilicr,  WhiI  mdndaring. 

ib>'  biUtm)  back  fron  mr  <livn<Hi'd  bnir, 
-liing  Emnunj  lip  ibcJiudncioiu  brine, 

n  they  BpUflnl  mr;  nnd  gfi, 
Diia>«f  ipiriLplaasips  doitn 

o  >l>r1U  JIUl  >i«-«m!,  all  uiiwn 
nboir,  lilll^ey  *ii]CdfciufHl!  llirn 
^;  4irli  mf  emApAinafiu-cli  toLcat 
lL  l1i.1L  I  luil-wuvli'd  theAp*jii  riullLdf;, 
iiwbi^Uiuu  slruhr,  nod  rlniwinf  dKp 
-^uvjvndnl  liTL'HIh,  nipiii  I  ipuru'd 


b  liml 


inu«l 


,  Ukr  a  Fvn-l>inL^I  vji«  a  boy  ihcQ. 


ipu  nnrui  (laeiins/rom  Utt  Uttict). 

IlTl>«.u.iful.my™«. 
i-Hi»!-(Mi  (>  frrwA .'  Tby  brmc. 
■Jik  br-d-bn-ctf,  how  it  tint  my  fiicc  * 

lip.  nf  ihr  IhwthI  Gyckidn, 

»1'<l  abi>m  my  Ciudiorc  duijjnin,  and 

mn  sK'k. 

I  MV  ilip  rolnur  cnnrt 
rnuiy  bv  iiiipiMpd  ^^  dmid  In  ibiuk  nn'i 


■)l»ilM>r«p.i™lyoii. 

i:  brfmv:  bolb  limci  Ihcy  a 


wilKliichUWtori 


Bidr  Ihcr  >im<-ll  mr  ou  Ihcir  borrid  ei 
I  pny  ilir<-  i»ucb  in.'  nu— ilial  U.  jiui  ao«  ; 
Tlir  iimF..II*oiIl«Ihry*illr«irwtlun>fd«, 
Bui  keep  oft  from  me  lill  '1  ii  iiaiKd.     Ai 
)  l»k  upon  iby  bauds  my  cyrdliog  limbi 
(Jailer  «ilh  llie  auricipaled  wreneliiog, 
And  Ike  cnid  dcQ|K  unin  lliniii(h  my  bn*  »  if 
Bui  onvnrd— 1  bavc  bome  it— 1  can  bur  il  — 
llowluokiniy  falkerl 


So  doik  tbe  nnh.  and  tky.  ilie  blue  of  oceau, 
file  brifluoeto  dF  our  ciiy,  and  lirr  damc!!, 
Tlu-  mirlh  oF  brr  Piiiin,  etrii  now 
lu  mrrry  bum  uF  u3lion>  piercex  hen, 
Kvrn  here,  iolo  Ilieke  cbaiuben  oF  Ihr  unkiioan 


Judged  and  d 
TlicHir-saiu. 
No(l.inc«:»l 
Soloeuar 

e,.r,.ydi 
a.p«t.  I 

yiifHihu. 

tilrnci— aU  Ibiuch  vmr 

my  ..ry  tire! 

>ilb  Fotcari, 
T.    aiiondyou. 
~tJ.cu™F«c*a.,0.flfcer, 

En 

lerXiimo 

MldanBllurSna 

tor. 

IIP 

s  (one- 

ay  lenglh 

Ute:-lbii.kv«i. 
flip«l»^yr 

ibeTen^ 

Theywy 
Pfr-iMii 

Ihr 

.it  br.>  a. 

oiali  bul 
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Nor  wholly  <Usbelie«cd:  mea  know M  litlle 
Of  the  state's  reaTacls  as  ef  the  grwe't 
UnftLthom'd  mysteries. 

mifMO. 

Bat  irMi  length  of  time 
We  gain  a  step  in  knowledge,  and  1  look 
Forward  to  be  one  day  of  the  decemvirs. 

URATOa. 

Or  Doge? 


Why,  iM,  Boc  if  I  can  avoid  it. 

SBNATOI. 

T  is  the  first  station  of  Che  state,  and  may 
Be  lawfully  dethvd,  and  lawfully 
Attain'd  by  noble  aspirants. 

VBMWO. 

To  such 
I  lijBli  iK;  though  bom  noble,  my  ambition 
Is  ib3ted :  I  'd  rather  be  an  unit 
Of  an  united  and  imperial  «  Ten,i> 
Than  sfakw  a  lonely,  though  a  gilded  cipher— 
Whom  have  we  here?  the  wife  of Foscari T 

Enter  BlAmiNA,  vfkk  a  f^maU  cfCefuifmt. 

MAaiNA. 

What,  no  one?— I  am  wrong,  there  still  are  two ; 
Rut  ibey  «re  senaion. 

Mnmo. 

■oatnoble  laAy, 
Command  us. 

KAlIirA. 

/  eomaiafuf  /  Alas !  my  Hfe 
Has  been  one  long-entreaty,  and  a  vain  one. 

MBMVO. 

I  understand  thee,  but  I  must  not  answer. 

MAS  IRA  (Jiercely), 
True — ^none  dare  answer  here  save  on  the  rack. 
Or  question  save  those  - 

■nmo  (iNterm^n^  her). 

High-born  dame !  bethink  thee 
Where  thou  now  art 

VAHINA. 

V  Where  I  now  am ! — ^It  was 

My  horiiand's -father's  palace. 

MBtMO. 

The  Dnke^  palace. 

MAaiRA. 

And  his  son's  prison; — true,  I  have  not  forgot  it; 
And  if  there  were  no  other  nearer,  bitterer 
Remembrances,  would  thank  the  illustrious  Memmo 
For  pointing  out  the  pleasures  of  the  place. 

KKimo. 
Re  calm. 

MAaiHA  {looking  up  knomrds  fceovcn).] 
I  am ;  but  oh,  thou  eternal  God ! 
Canst  thott continue  so,  with  such  a  world? 

MCMMO. 

Thy  husband  yet  may  be  absolved. 

VAtlRA. 

He  is. 
In  heaven.     I  pray  yon,  stgnor  senator, 
Speak  not  of  that ;  you  are  a  man  of  office. 
So  is  the  Doge ;  he  has  a  5;od  at  stake. 
Now,  at  this  moment,  and  I  have  a  husband. 
Or  had :  they  are  there  within,  or  were  at  least 
An  hour  since,  face  to  fiice,  as  judge  and  culprit : 
Will  he  condemn  Mm  ? 


He  does  not,  thaae  are  ^boae  will 

Mnmo. 
They  can. 

VAaiwa. 
And  with  thea  power  wad  will 
In  wickedness: — aiylmsbanda  laai ! 

■OtlffMO. 

Not  ao; 
Justice  is  j«dge  ia  Venice. 

MAEtNA. 

Ifit^irereso 
There  now  would  be  no  Venice.     Bm  lee  it 
Live  on,  so  the  good  die  not,  till  the  hour 
Of  nature's  summons ;  l>ut  « the  Ten's  »  is  quieter, 
And  we  must  wait  on't.    Ah !  a  ^roice  of  wrai! !  | 

[A  faint  cry  wMn.  '■ 
SERATOa.  I 

Hark!  ' 


T  was  a  cty  of— 

MAS  IRA. 

No,  no ;  not  my  hnsbsair*- 
Not  Foscari's. 

Munio. 
The  voice  was — 

MAURA. 

Not  his;  no. 
He  shriek !  No;  that  should  be  his  father's  part. 
Not  his — ^not  his— he  'H  die  in  silence. 

\A  faint  groan  agmin  wjdis. 
Munio. 

What! 

Again? 

MAEIRA. 

His  voice !  it  seem'd  so :  I  will  not 
Believe  it.     Should  be  shrink,  I  cannot  cease 
To  love;  but — no — no — no — it  must  have  been 
A  fearful  pang  which  wrung  a  groan  from  him. 

SBR&TOa. 

And  feeling  for  thy  husband's  wrongs,  wonldst  tboa 
Have  him  bear  more  than  nu»rtal  pain  in  silence ! 

KAaiHA. 

We  all  must  bear  our  tortures.    I  have  not 

Left  barren  the  great  house  of  Foscari, 

Though  they  sweep  both  the  Doge  and  son  from  life: 

I  have  endured  as  much  in  giving  life 

To  those  who  will  succeed  them,  as  they  can 

In  leaving  it :  but  mine  were  joyful  pangs  ; 

And  yet  they  wrung  atie  till  I  etmld  hove  shrieii'd. 

But  did  not,  for  my  hope  was  to  bring  forth 

Heroes,  and  would  not  welcome  them  with  tears. 


All 's  silent  tiow. 

MAlniA. 

Perhaps  all 's  over;  but 
F  will  not  deem  it :  he  hath  nerved  himself. 
And  now  defies  them. 

Enter  an  Officer  hastily. 


How  now,  friend,  what  seek  von' 
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orvidR. 
ill.     The  prisoner  has  fainted. 

[Exit  Officer. 

MJUIMO. 

Lady, 
-e  better  to  retire. 

SEN ATOB  {offering  to  asnst  her). 
I  pray  thee  do  to. 

MAimA. 

r  will  tend  him. 

MBIIMO. 

You  !  Romember,  lady  1 
i«  \f>  given  to  Doae  withia  iImmc  ebaaibcn* 
1 «  the  Ten,i*  and  their  familiars. 

MAaiMA. 

Well, 
w  that  Done  vho  enter  there  retum 
'y  have  enter'd — many  never ;  but 
i»hall  not  balk  my  entrance. 

MBMMO. 

Alas!  this 
In  expose  yourself  to  harsh  repwUe, 
rorsc  suspense. 

MAIIMA. 

Who  shall  oppose  me? 

■UMMO. 

They 
c  duty  't  is  to  do  so. 

MARIKA. 

T  is  tik*ir  duty 
mple  on  all  human  feelings,  all 
liich  bind  man  to  man,  to  emulate 
ends,  who  will  one  day  requite  them  in 
y  of  torturing!    Yet  I  11  pass. 

MUIMO. 

npossible. 

MARINA. 

That  shall  be  tried, 
ir  defies  even  despotism  :  there  is 
II  my  heart  would  make  its  way  through  hosts 
li'vell'd  spears;  and  think  you  a  few  jailors 
put  me  from  my  jwiih?     Give  me,  then,  way; 
%  I  lie  Dojjes  palace  ;  I  am  wife 
■  Duke's  son,  the  innocent  Duke't  ton, 
liey  shall  hear  tliis  ! 

MEMMO. 

It  will  only  serve 
to  exasperate  his  judges. 

MAEINA. 

What 
\dges  who  give  way  to  anger?  they 
lo  so  are  assai^ins.     Give  tat  way. 

[BxiiUAMMk, 

8ENAT0I. 

ady! 

MEMMO. 

T  is  mere  desperation;  she 
ot  be  admitted  o'er  the  threshold. 

SBMATOI. 

And 
f  she  be  so,  cannot  save  lier  husband. 
re,  tlK>  officer  returns. 

officer  passes  over  the  stage  with  ano0ur  person, 

MEMMO. 

1  hardly 


Thought  that  « the  Ten  •  bad  evcB  this  touch  of  pity. 
Or  would  permit  aasistaace  to  the  sufferer. 

Pity !  Is  It  pity  to  recal  to  feeling 

The  wretch  too  happy  to  escape  l|a  death 

By  the  compassionate  trance,  poor  nature's  last 

Resource  against  the  tyranny  of  pain? 

MEMMO.  ; 

I  marvel  they  oondemn  kim  not  at  once. 

tuuToa. 

That 's  not  their  policy :  tbey  'd  have  him  Itve^ 

Because  he  fears  not  death;  and  banish  him, 

BecaiLse  all  earth,  except  his  luuive  land, 

To  him  is  one  wide  prison,  and  each  brealh 

Of  foreign  air  he  draws  leenu  a  slow  poison,  * 

Consuming  but  not  killing. 

MEMMO. 

CircMmstance 
Confirms  his  crimes,  but  he  avows  them  not.        X^- 

SBMATOl. 

None,  save  the  letter,  which  be  says  was  written, 
Addrexs'd  to  MiUin's  duke,  in  the  full  knowled0e 
That  it  would  fall  into  the  senate's  hands. 
And  thus  he  should  be  re-^onvey'd  to  Venice. 

MEMMO. 

But  as  a  culprit. 

SBNATOa. 

Yes,  but  to  his  country : 
And  that  was  all  he  sought,  so  he  avouches. 

MEMMO. 

The  accusation  of  the  bribes  was  proved. 

SINATOB. 

Not  cleariy,  and  tfa»  charge  of  homicide 
Has  been  aimull'd  by  the  death-bed  rmnfrwion 
Of  Nicobs  Eriuo,  who  slew  the  late 
Chief  of  « the  Ten.* 

■ 

MEMMO. 

Then  vhy  not  dear  kim? 

SBNATOa. 

That 
They  ought  to  answer;  for  it  is  well  known 
That  Almoro  Donato,  as  I  said. 
Was  slain  by  Erino  for  private  vengeance. 

MEMMO. 

There  must  be  more  in  this  strange  prooess  than 
The  apparent  crimes  of  the  accused  disclose — 
But  here  come  two  of  « the  Ten;*  let  us  retire. 

[fxetuil  Mbmmo  and  Senator, 

Enter  Lobboano  and  Babbabigo. 

BABBlBloo  {addresring  lobbdabo). 
That  were  too  much :  believe  me,  't  was  not  meet 
The  trial  should  go  further  at  tliis  moment. 

LOBEDAHO, 

And  so  the  Council  must  break  up,  and  Justice 
Pause  in  her  full  career,  because  a  woman 
Areaks  in  on  our  deliberations  ? 

BABBABIGO. 

No, 
That 's  not  the  cause;  you  saw  the  prisoner's  slate. 

LOBBOANO. 

And  liad  he  not  recover'd  ? 

BABBABI60. 

To  relapkc 
Upon  the  least  renewal. 
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LOUD  A  no. 
T  was  not 

BAHAliaO. 

T  in  vain  to  maitnur;  the  majority 
In  council  were  against  yon. 

LOISD&KO. 

Thanks  to  yon,  sir. 
And  the  4^  dncal  dotard,  who  combined 
The  wordiy  voices  whidi  o'emded  my  own . 

BAIBAMOC. 

I  am  a  judge;  but  must  confess  that  part 
Of  onr  stem  dnty,  which  prescribes  the  Qnettion, 
And  bids  us  sit  and  see  its  sharp  infliction, 
]fa|^  me  wish— — 

LOIIDANO. 

What? 

BAIBAIIGO. 

That  y<m  wmid  iomitimes  feel. 


As  Hfe  always. 


LOBBDANO. 

Go  to,  you  re  a  child; 
Infirm  of  feding  as  of  purpose,  blown 
About  by  erery  breath,  shook  by  a  sigh, 
l^d  inelted  by  a  tear— a  precious  judge 
Fo>  Venice !  and  a  worthy  statesman  to 
Be  partner  in  my  policy ! 

BABBABMO. 

He  shed 
No  tears. 

LOBBDAKO. 

He  cried  out  twice. 

BABBABIGO. 

A  saint  had  done  so, 
Even  witb  the  crown  of  glory  in  his  eye, 
At  such  inhuman  artifice  of  pain 
As  was  forced  on  him :  but  he  did  not  cry 
For  pity;  not  a  word  nor  groan  escaped  him, 
And  those  two  shrieks  were  not  in  supplication. 
But  wrung  from  pangs,  and  followed  by  no  prayers. 

LOBBDANO. 

He  mutter'd  many  times  between  his  teeth, 
But  inarticulately. 

BABBABIOO. 

That  I  heard  not ; 
You  stood  more  near  him. 

LOBBDANO. 

I  did  so. 

BABBABI«0. 

Methooght, 
To  my  surprise  too,  you  were  touch'd  with  mercy, 
And  were  the  first  to  call  out  for  assistance 
When  he  was  failing. 

LOBBDAHO. 

I  beliered  that  swoon 
His  last. 

BABBABIOO. 

And  haYe  I  not  oh  heard  thee  name 
His  and  his  ftither's  death  your  nearest  wish? 

LOBXOARO. 

If  he  dies  innocent,  that  is  to  say, 

With  his  goilt  unavow'd,  he  '11  be  lamented. 

BABBABIOO. 

What,  wouldst  thou  slay  his  memory? 

LOBBDANO. 

'  Wouldst  thou  hate 


Hit  state  descend  to  his  eUMmi^  aa  it 
IfhedieanattaintedT 

BABBABMO. 

War  with  Aem  tooT 

LOBBDAMO. 

With  all  their  boose,  till  thein  or  mil 

BABBAU«Ob 

And  the  deep  agony  of  Us  pale  wife. 

And  the  repreas'd  convnlsioo  of  the  higk 

And  prinody  brow  of  kia  old  fBtfaer,  wh» 

Broke  forth  in  a  slight  shaddcring,  though  iwdy. 

Or  in  some  clammy  drqic,  soon  wiped  away 

In  stem  serenity;  these  mofed  yo«  not? 

[Actf 

He 's  silent  in  his  hate,  as  Foeeari 
Was  in  his  anffering;  and  the  poor  wretdi  moved  Be 
More  by  his  silence  than  a  thouBand  otciiaa 
Gould  have  effected.    T  was  a  dreadful  sigiit 
When  his  distracted  wife  broke  thraofh  iom 
The  hall  of  our  tribunal,  and  beheld 
What  we  could  scarody  look  upon,  long  nwd 
To  such  sights.    I  must  diink  no  more  of  this. 
Lest  I  forget  in  this  compassion  for 
Our  foes  their  former  injuries,  and  loee 
The  hokl  of  vengeance  Loredano  plans 
For  him  and  me;  but  nune  would  be  contoit 
With  lesser  retribution  than  he  thirsta  for. 
And  I  would  mitigate  his  deeper  hatred 
To  milder  thoughts;  but,  for  the  present,  Foscari 
Has  a  short  houriy  respite,  granted  at 
The  instance  of  the  dders  of  the  Cboncil, 
Moved  doubtless  by  his  wife's  appearance  in 
The  hall,  and  hie  own  snfferingB. — Lo!  they  cone: 
How  feeble  and  forlorn  (    I  cannot  bear 
To  look  on  them  again  in  tfaiy  extremity : 
I  '11  hence,  and  try  to  soften  Loredano. 

[Exit  Babbabko. 


ACT  II. 

-     SGElf  E  L 
A  Ball  in  Ike  Doo«*t  Palace. 
The  DooB  and  a  SsaAToa. 

SBMATOB. 

Is  it  your  pleasure  to  sign  the  rspott 
Now,  or  postpone  it  till  to-morrow  ? 

DOOB. 

Now; 

1  overlook'd  it  yesterday:  it  wants 
Merely  the  signature.    Give  me  the  pen — 

[The  DocB  sia  damn,  and  si^ns  the  pe^ 
There,  signor. 

SBNATOB  {looking  at  Hie  paper), 
Tou  have  foigot;  it  is  not  aiga'd. 

D0««. 

Not  sign'd  ?    Ah,  I  perceive  my  eyes  begin 

To  wax  more  weak  with  age.    I  did  not  see 

That  I  had  dipp'd  the  pen  without  effect. 

SBNATOB  (dipping  the  pen  inh>  the  ink,  mnd  piaeimf  *• 

paper  before  Ike  Doox). 
Your  hand,  too,  shakes,  my  lord :  allow  me,  thus— 

DOOB. 

T  b  done,  I  thank  you. 


I 
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SENATOR. 

Thus  the  act  confirm'd 
u  and  by  « the  Ten,!*  gives  peace  to  Venice. 

DOGK. 

ong  since  she  enjoy'd  it :  i|iay  it  be 
ng  ere  she  resume  her  arms  ! 

SBNATOa. 

T  is  ahnost 
f-four  years  of  nearly  ceaseless  warfere 
the  Turk,  or  the  powers  of  Italy; 
tatc  had  need  of  some  repose. 

DOGB. 

No  doubt : 
id  hrr  qaeen  of  ocean,  and  I  leave  her 
of  Lombardy :  it  is  a  comfort 
[  have  added  to  her  diadem 
rms  of  Brescia  and  Ravenna ;  Crema 
torgamo  no  le^s  are  hers ;  her  realm 
id  has  grown  by  thus  much  in  my  reign, 
•  her  sea-sway  has  no:  shnmk. 

SBNATOI. 

T  is  most  true, 
nerits  all  our  country's  gratitude. 

DOGI. 
pS  SO. 

SBNATOI. 

Wliich  should  be  made  manifest. 

DOGB. 

!  not  complain'df  sir. 

SBNATOI. 

My  good  lord,  forgive  me. 

DOGB. 

hat? 

SENATOR. 

My  heart  bleeds  for  you. 

DOGE. 

For  me,  signor? 

SBNATOB. 

or  your — 

DOGE. 

Stop! 

SBNATOI.      • 

It  must  have  way,  my  lord : 
!  too  many  duties  towards  you 
II  your  house,  for  present  kindness, 
>  feel  deeply  for  your  son. 

DOGB. 

Was  this 

ir  commission  ? 

SENATOR. 

What,  my  lord? 

DOGB. 

Tliis  prattle 
ngs  you  knoic  not :  but  the  treaty 's  sign'di 
D  with  it  to  them  who  sent  you. 

SENATOR. 

I 

I  had  in  charge,  too,  from  the  Gonncil 
fou  would  fix  au  hour  for  tlieir  re*union. 

DOGB. 

rhen  they  will — now,  oven  at  this  moment, 
D  please  them :  I  am  the  state's  servant. 

SENATOR. 

would  accord  some  time  for  your  repose. 

DOGB. 

'.  no  repose,  that  is,  none  which  shatll  cause 


The  loss  of  an  hour's  time  unto  die  state. 

Let  them  meet  when  they  will,  I  shall  be  found 

Whert  I  should  be,  and  what  I  have  been  ever. 

[Exit  Senator. 
[The  Door  reMotfuiit  $iUt%ce, 

Enter  an  attendant 

ATTENDANT. 

Prince! 

DOOB. 

Say  on. 

ATTENDANT. 

The  illustrious  lady  Foscari 
Requests  an  audience. 

DOGB. 

Bid  her  enter.     Poor 
Marina !  [Exit  Jttendant 

[The  Doge  remains  in  silence  «u  before. 

Enter  Marina. 

MARINA. 

I  have  ventured,  father,  on 
Your  privacy. 

DOGE. 

I  luive  none  from  you,  my  child. 
Command  my  time,  when  not  commanded  by 
The  state. 

MARINA. 

I  wish'd  to  speak  to  you  of  him. 

DOGB. 

Your  hukband? 

MARINA. 

And  your  son. 

DOGB. 

Proceed,  my  daughter  •' 

MARI.fA. 

I  had  obtain'd  permission  fronv  «'the  Ten» 
To  attend  my  husband  for  a  limited  number 
Of  hours. 

DOGB. 

You  had  so. 

MARINA. 

'T  is  revoked. 

DOGE. 

By  whom? 

MARINA. 

«Tbe  Ten.»— When   we  had  reach'd  «the  Bridge  of 

Sighs,* 
Which  I  prepared  to  pass  with  Foscari, 
The  gloomy  guardian  of  that  passage  first 
Demurr'd  ;  a  messenger  was  sent  back  to 
«  The  Ten;»  but  as  the  court  no  longer  sate, 
And  no  permission  had  been  given  in  writing, 
I  was  thrust  back,  with  the  assurance  that 
Until  that  high  tribunal  re-assembled, 
The  dungeon  walls  most  still  divide  us. 

DOGB. 

True, 
The  form  has  been  omitted  in  the  haste 
With  which  the  court  adjoum'd,  and  till  it  meets 
T  is  dubious. 

MARINA. 

Till  it  meeu!  Rnd  when  it  meets. 
They  '11  torture  him  again  ;  and  he  and  1 
Must  purchase  by  renewal  of  the  rack 
The  interview  of  husband  and  of  wife, 
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The  hoUe«t  tie  beneath  the  heavens  7— Oh  God! 
Dost  tlM>a  see  this? 

DO«B. 

Child— child 

iu»iir&  {abruptly). 

Call  me  not  « child!* 
Yon  soon  will  liave  no  children — you  deserre  none — 
You,  who  can  talk  thus  calmly  of  a  son 
In  circumstances  which  would  call  forth  tears 
Of  blood  from  Spartans !  Though  these  did  not  weep 
Their  boys  who  died  in  battle,  is  it  written 
Tliat  they  beheld  them  perish  piecemeal,  nor 
Stretch'd  forth  a  hand  to  save  them ! 

DOOB. 

You  behold  mc : 
I  cannot  weep— I  would  I  could ;  but  if 
Each  white  hair  ou  (his  head  were  a  young  life, 
This  ducal  cap  the  diadem  of  earth, 
This  ducal  ring  with  which  I  wed  the  waves 
A  talisman  to  still  them — I  'd  give  all 
For  him. 

MAEIRA. 

With  less  he  surely  migiit  be  saved. 

D06E. 

That  answer  only  shows  you  know  not  Venice. 
Alas !  how  thonld  you  7  she  knows  not  herself, 
In  all  her  mystery.    Ilcar  me — they  who  aim 
At  Foscari,  aim  no  less  at  his  father; 
The  sire's  destruction  would  not  save  the  sod  ; 
They  work  by  different  means  to  the  same  end, 
'And  tliat  is but  they  have  not  conquer'd  yet. 

MAIINA. 

But  they  have  crush'd. 

DOGB. 

Nor  crush'd  as  yet — I  live. 

MARINA. 

And  your  soD,-"how  long  will  he  live! 

DOOB. 

I  trust, 
For  all  that  yet  Is  past,  as  many  years 
And  happier  than  his  father.    The  raah  boy. 
With  womanish  impatience  to  return. 
Hath  ruin'd  all  by  that  detected  letter; 
A  high  crime,  which  I  neither  can  deny 
Nor  palliate,  as  pnrent  or  as  duke  : 
Had  he  but  bonie  a  little,  little  longer 
His  Candiote  exile,  I  had  hopes    •■  -he  has  quench'd 

them — 
He  must  return. 

MABINA. 

To  exile  7 

DOOB. 

I  have  said  it. 

aUBIHA. 

And  can  I  not  go  with  him  1 

DOOB. 

You  well  know 
Tliis  prayer  of  yours  was  twice  denied  before 
By  the  assembled  «  Ten,i>  and  liardly  now 
Will  be  accorded  to  a  third  request. 
Since  aggravated  errors  on  the  part 
Of  your  lord  renders  tliem  still  more  austere. 

MABINA. 

Austere?    Atrocious!     The  old  human  fiends. 
With  cue  foot  in  the  grave,  with  dim  cyrft,  strange 
To  tears  save  drops  of  dotage,  with  long  while 


And  scanty  hairs,  and  shaking  hands,  and  henda 
As  palsied  as  their  Imrtt  are  hard,  lliey  council. 
Cabal,  and  put  men's  lives  out,  as  if  life 
Were  no  more  than  the  feehofs  long  CBlingnish'd 
In  their  accursed  bosoms. 

'do«b. 
You  knowr  not 

MABIITA. 

I  do— I  do — and  so  should  yoa»  mglhinks — 

That  these  are  demcms;  could  it  be  clae  that 

Hen,  who  have  been  of  womon.  bom  and  suckled— 

Who  have  loved,  or  talk'd  at  least  of  iove — have  givrn 

Tlicir  hands  in  sacred  vows — have  danced  their  babr* 

Upon  tlieir  knees,  perhaps  have  motam'd  above  ikess 

In  pain,  in  peril,  or  in  death — who  are. 

Or  were  at  least  in  seeming  human,  could 

Do  as  they  have  done  by  yours,  and  you  yourself, 

You,  who  abet  them? 

DOOB. 

I  forgive  thiti^  for 
You  know  not  what  you  say. 

MABIHA. 

rote  know  it  well. 
And  feel  it  nothing. 

DOGB. 

I  have  borne  so  much, 
Tliat  words  have  ceased  to  shake  mc. 

MABIHA. 

Ob,  no  doubt'. 
.You  have  seen  your  son's  blood  flow,  and  your  Ahk  ; 

shook  not ; 
And,  after  that,  wliat  are  a  wonuin's  words? 
No  more  than  woman's  tears,  that  tltey  should  skake 

you. 

DOOB. 

Woman,  this  clamorous  grief  of  thine,  I  tell  thee. 
Is  no  more  in  the  balance  wcigh'd  with  that 
Which but  1  pity  thee,  my  poor  Marina! 

MASINA. 

Pity  my  husband,  or  I  cast  it  from  me; 
Pity  thy  sou !  Thou  pity ! — 't  is  a  word 
Strange  to  thy  heart — how  came  it  on  thy  lips? 

DOGB. 

I  must  bear  these  reproaches,  though  they  wrong  mt. 
Couldst  thou  but  read— — — 

MABIKA. 

T  is  not  upon  thy  brow 
Nor  in  thine  eyes,  nor  in  thine  acts, — w  here  then 
Should  I  behold  this  sympatliy?  or  sliall! 
DOGE  {pointing  domnutards). 
There! 

MABIHA. 

In  the  earth? 

DOOB. 

To  which  I  am  tending:  when 
It  lies  upon  this  heart,  far  lightlier,  though 
Loaded  with  marble,  than  the  thoughts  which  press  it 
Now,  you  will  know  me  better. 

MABIHA. 

Arc  you,  then. 
Indeed,  thus  to  be  pitied? 

DOGR. 

Pitied !     None 
Shall  ever  use  that  base  word,  with  which  inoa 
Clokc  their  soul's  hoarded  triumph,  as  a  lit  nuo 
To  mingle  with  my  name;  that  name  shall  b«*, 
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:t  /  have  borne  it,  wbat  it  was 
received  it. 

MAItSlA. 

Rut  for  the  poor  children 
thou  canst  not,  or  thou  irilt  not  save: 
re  tlie  last  to  bear  it. 

DOG  I. 

Would  it  were  so! 
or  him  he  never  had  been  bom, 
or  me. — I  have  seen  our  house  dishonoor'd. 

MAai!CA. 

False !     A  truer,  nobler,  trustier  heart, 
viiig,  or  more*  loyal,  never  beat 
»  human  breast.     I  would  not  change 
•d,  porsccuted,  maii(;led  husband, 
'd  but  uot  di<i{;rarrd,  crush'd,  overwhelm'd, 
•r  dead,  for  prince  or  paladin 
or  in  fable,  with  a  world 
(  his  suit.     Di^honour'd! — he  dishonour'd! 
er,  Do(;e,  *t  is  Venice  is  dishonour'd ; 
ic  <iliall  l>r  her  foulest,  worst  reproach, 
:it  he  sufferN,  not  fur  what  he  did. 
who  are  all  traitors,  tyrantl — ye  I 
I  but  love  your  country  like  this  victim, 
tters  back  in  chains  to  tortures,  and 
s  to  all  things  rather  tlian  to  exile, 
tliu(;  yourselves  before  him,  and  implore 
ce  for  your  enormous  guilt. 
noGB. 

lie  wu 
all  you  liave  said.     I  better  bore 
iths  of  the  two  sons  Heaven  took  from  me 
Dcopo's  disgrace. 

MAKIlfA. 

That  word  again? 

DOGE. 

not  been  condemn'd? 

MABINA. 

Is  none  but  guilt  so  ? 

DOGE. 

lay  restore  his  memory — I  would  hope  so. 

my  pride,  my but  *l  is  useless  now — 

)i  (;iveii  to  tears,  but  wept  for  joy 

:ie  was  l>orii :  those  drope  were  ominous. 

MABINA. 

1'  s  innocent:  and,  were  he  not  so, 
iwn  hloo<l  and  kin  to  slirink  from  us 
nionirnts?  ' 

DOCK. 

I  shrank  not  from  him : 
ave  other  duties  than  a  father's, 
ic  would  not  dispense  mc  from  those  duties; 
I  demanded  it,  but  was  refused; 
lust  then  be  fultill'd. 

Enter  an  Attendant 

ATTENDANT. 

A  message  from 

'eii.M 

DOGE. 

Who  bears  it  ? 

ATTENDANT. 

Noble  Loredano. 

DOGE. 

>ut  admit  him.  [Exit  Attendant 


MAMIIIA. 

Must  I  then  retire? 

DOOK. 

Perhaps  it  is  not  requisite,  if  this 

Concerns  your  husband,  and  if  not— — Wdl,  stCBor, 

Your  pleasure !  [To  Lokedaho  eitlenn^. 

U>M04IIO. 

I  bear  that  of  « the  Ten.n 

DOGE. 

Tbey 

Have  chosen  well  their  envoy. 

LOMEOAIfO. 

T  is  their  choice 
Whicl^  leads  me  hece. 

DOGE. 

It  does  their  wisdom  honour. 
And  no  less  to  their  courtesy. — Proceed. 

LOIEDANO. 

We  have  decided. 

D06I. 

We? 

LOaEDANO. 

«Tlie  Tenn  in  council. 

DOGE. 

What !  have  they  met  again,  and  met  without 
Apprixtug  meT 

LOKEDANO. 

They  wisli'd  to  spare  your  feelings. 
No  less  than  age. 

DOGE. 

That 's  new— when  spared  they  either? 
I  thank  them,  notwithstanding. 

LOaiOANO. 

You  know  well 
That  they  have  power  to  act  at  their  discretion, 
With  or  without  the  presence  of  the  Doge. 

DOGE. 

T  is  some  years  nnce  I  leam'd  tliis,  long  before 
I  became  Doge,  or  dream'd  of  such  advancement. 
You  need  not  school  me,  signor :  I  Mte  in 
Tliat  coui^il  when  you  were  a  young  patrician. 

LOBEDANO. 

True,  in  my  father's  time ;  I  have  heard  him  and 
The  admiral,  his  brother,  say  as  much. 
Your  higluicss  may  remember  them:  they  both 
Died  suddenly. 

0O6E. 

And  if  they  did  so,  bettor 
So  die  than  live  on  lingeringly  in  pain. 

LOEKOANO. 

No  doubt !  yet  most  men  like  to  live  their  dajfs  out. 

DOGE. 

And  did  not  they  ? 

LOKEDANO. 

The  grave  knows  best :  th«y  diod, 
As  I  said,  suddenly. 

OOOE. 

Is  that  SO  strange 
That  you  repeat  the  word  emphatically  ? 

LOERDANO. 

So  far  from  strange,  that  never  was  tlicre  death 
In  my  mind  half  so  natural  as  theirs. 
Think  jou  not  so? 

DOGE. 

What  should  I  think  of  morlala? 
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LOIIDANO. 

That  they  have  mortal  foes. 

006K. 

I  understand  you; 
Tour  »im  irere  mine,  and  you  are  beir  in  all  thin^ 

LOtxnANO. 

You  best  knoir  if  I  should  be  so. 


DOGI. 


I  do. 


Your  fathers  irere  my  foes,  and  I  have  heard 
Foul  rumours  ir^re  abroad;  I  have  also  read 
Their  epitaph,  attributing  their  deaths 
To  poison.     T  is  perhaps  ns  true  as  most 
Inscriptions  upon  tombs,  and  yet  no  less 
A  fable. 

LOtEDANO. 

Who  dares  say  so  ? 

DOGE. 

I!— T is  true 
Your  fathers  were  mine  enemies,  as  bitter 
As  their  son  e'er  can  be,  and  I  no  less 
Was  theirs;  but  I  was  openly  their  foe: 
I  never  work'd  by  plot  in  council,  nor 
Cabal  in  commonwealth,  nor  secret  means 
Of  practise  against  life  by  steel  or  drug. 
The  proof  is,  your  existence. 

LOKKDANO. 

I  fear  not. 

DOGE. 

You  have  no  cause,  being  what  I  am ;  but  were  I 
Ttiat  you  would  have  mc  thought,  you  long  ere  now 
Were  past  tlie  sense  of  fear.     Hate  on ;  I  care  not. 

LOKEDANO. 

I  never  yet  knew  that  a  noble's  life 
In  Venice  had  to  dread  a  Doge's  frown, 
That  is,  by  open  means. 

DOGE. 

But  I,  good  signer. 
Am,  or  at  least  wa5,  more  than  a  mere  duke, 
In  blood,  in  mind,  in  means ;  and  that  they  know 
Who  dreaded  to  elect  mc,  and  have  since 
Striven  all  they  dare  to  weigh  me  down :  begsur^. 
Before  or  since  that  period,  had  I  held  you 
At  so  mucli  price  as  to  require  your  absence, 
A  word  of  mine  had  set  such  spirits  to  work 
As  would  have  made  you  nothing.     But  in  all  things 
I  have  observed  the  strictest  reverence ; 
Nor  for  the  laws  alone,  for  those  you  have  strain'd 
(I  do  not  speak  of  you  but  as  a  single 
Voice  of  the  many)  somewhat  beyond  what 
I  could  enforce  for  my  authority 
Were  I  disposed  to  brawl ;  but,  as  I  said, 
I  have  observed  with  veneration,  like 
A  priest's  for  the  high  altar,  even  unto 
The  sacrifice  of  my  own  blood  and  quiet. 
Safety,  and  all  save  honour,  the  decrees, 
The  health,  the  pride,  and  wrifare  of  the  state. 
And  now,  sir,  to  your  business. 

LOtEDANO. 

T  is  decreed. 
That,  without  farther  repetition  of 
The  Question,  or  continuance  of  the  trial, 
Which  only  tends  to  show  how  stubborn  guilt  is 
(«(Tlie  Ten,»  dispensing  with  the  stricter  law 
Which  still  prescribes  the  Question  till  a  full 
Confo^ion,  and  the  prisoner  partly  having 


I 


Avow'd  his  crime,  in  not  denyioB  tbat 

The  letter  to  the  Duke  of  Milan 's  his), 

James  Foscari  retium  to  banishment. 

And  sail  in  the  same  galley  which  coorey^d  him. 

MAtlHA. 

Thank  God!  At  least  they  will  not  dra^  hM  nsre 
Before  that  horrible  tribonaL     Would  he 
But  think  so,  to  my  nriad  the  happiest  doom, 
Not  he  alone,  but  all  who  dwell  here,  could 
Desire,  were  to  escape  from  such  a  land. 

OOGB. 

That  is  not  a  Venetian  thought,  my  danghicr.' 

MAailCA. 

No,  't  was  too  human.    Hay  I  share  his  exile? 

LOIKDANO. 

Of  this  « the  Ten*  said  nothing. 

MAainA. 

So  I  thought : 
That  were  too  human,  also.     Bat  it  was  not 

Inhibited? 

LOIBDANO. 

It  was  not  named. 

MAiiKA  (to  the  i»oob). 

Then,  father. 
Surely  you  can  obtain  or  grant  me  thus  much: 

[7b  Loauii:^ 
And  you,  sir,  not  oppose  my  prayer  to  be 
Permitted  to  accompany-my  husband. 

OOGB. 

I  will  endeavour. 

MAailfA. 

Andycu,  signor? 

LOIKDANO. 

Lady! 
T  is  not  for  me  to  anticipate  the  pleasure 
Of  the  tribunal. 

■ABinA. 

Pleasure !  what  a  word 
To  use  for  the  decrees  of 

DOGE. 

Daughter,  know  rou 
In  what  a  presence  you  pronounce  these  thinfi? 

MABINA. 

A  prince's  and  liis  subject's. 

LOIKDANO. 

Subject ! 

MAURA. 

Oh! 
h  galls  you : — well,  you  are  his  equal,  as 
You  think,  but  tliat  you  are  not,  nor  would  be, 
W>re  he  a  peasant : — ^wdl,  then,  you  're  a  prince, 
A  princely  noble;  and  what  then  am  1? 

LOIEDANO. 

The  offspring  of  a  noble  fcouse.    • 

MAIINA. 

And  wedded 
To  one  as  noble.     W^hat  or  whose,  then,  is 
The  presence  that  should  silence  my  free  thoughts' 

LOIEDANO. 

The  presence  of  your  husbands  judges. 

DOGE. 

And 

The  deference  due  even  to  the  lightest  word 
That  falls  from  those  who  rule  in  Venice. 

MASIKA. 

Keep 
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TliDsr  m.ixims  for  your  ina»s  of  scared  mechanics. 

Your  mcrchantse,  your  Dalmatian  and  Greek  slaves, 

Your  tributaries  your  dumb  citizen*. 

And  matk'd  nobility,  your  sbirri,  and 

Your  s^'ies,  your  ^lley  and  your  other  slaves. 

To  whom  your  midnight  carrying»-ofF  and  droimings, 

Your  dungron^  next  the  pabce  roofs,  or  under 

The  water's  level ;  your  mysterious  meetings. 

And  unknown  dooms,  and  sudden  executions, 

Your  M  Bridge  of  Sighs,*  your  strangling  chamber,  and 

Your  torturing  instruments,  hare  made  ye  seem 

Tlir  Iteiiigs  of  another  and  worse  world  I 

Kerp  >uch  for  them :  I  fear  ye  Hot.     I  know  ye; 

Have  known  and  proved  yoor  worst,  in  the  infernal 

Process  of  my  poor  husband !  Treat  me  as 

Ye  treatfd  him  :— you  did  so,  in  so  dealing 

With  liim.     Then  what  have  1  to'fear /ro«  you, 

Y.yni  if  I  were  of  fearful  nature,  which 

1  trust  I  am  not! 

I>06C. 

Ton  liear,  she'spcaks  wildly. 

MAIINA. 

Not  wisely,  yet  not  wildly. 

LOIBDANO. 

I^dy!  mrds 
rtter  d  within  these  wa  lis,  I  bear  no  furtlier 
Than  to  the  thrtHihold,  saving  such  as  pass 
1l4'twren  the  Duke  and  me  on  the  state's  service. 
i)uge!  have  you  aught  in  answer? 

DOGE. 

Something  from 
The  Doge ;  it  may  be  also  from  a  parent. 

LOKIDAHO. 

My  mission  here  is  to  the  Doye. 

noGB. 

Then  say    ■ 
TI1C  Doge  will  chuse  his  own  ambassador. 
Or  «tatc  in  |>orson  wluit  is  meet ;  and  for 
Thr  father 

LOaiDANO. 

I  remember  mtne. — Farewell! 
I  kivs  the  hands  of  the  illustrious  bdy, 
And  how  nie  to  the  Duke. 

[Exit  LoiIDANO. 
MAIINA. 

Are  you  content? 

DOGB. 

I  am  what  you  behold. 

MAaiRA. 

Aud^tliat's  a  mystery. 

nooB. 
All  things  are  so  to  mortals:  who  can  read  them 
Sji\f  hi'  who  made?  or,  if  they  can,  Ctie  few 
And  gificd  N|iirils,  nklio  have  studied  long 
That  loaihsoine  volume — man,  and  pored  upon 
TluiM'  hlack  and  bloody  leaves  hiii  heart  and  brain, 
Rut  h'arn  a  magic  which  recoils  upon 
Tlir  ade)M  who  pursues  it :  all  the  sins 
Wr  find  in  others,  nature  made  our  own; 
All  our  advantagrs  are  those  of  fortune  ; 
Hirih,  wealth,  hralih,  Itcauty,  are  her  accidents. 
And  vkhcn  wr  rry  out  against  fate, 't  Here  wrll 
Wi>  shiiuld  remember  fortune  can  take  nought 
Save  vthat  )>he  ga\fe — the  rest  was  nakednes<(, 
And  lusts,  and  appetili>s,  and  vanities. 
Till*  universal  heritage,  to  battle 


With  as  we  may,  and  least  in  UumblesC  stations, 

Wliere  hunger  swallows  all  in  one  low  want, 

And  the  origimil  ordinance,  that  man 

Must  sweat  for  his  poor  pittance,  keeps  all  passions 

Aloof,  save  fear  of  fomine !  All  is  low, 

And  false,  and  hollow — clay  from  first  to  last, 

The  prince's  urn  no  less  tlian  potter's  Tesael. 

Our  fame  is  in  men's  breath,  our  lives  upon 

Less  than  their  breath ;  our  durance  upon  da3fs. 

Our  days  on  seasons ;  our  whole  being  on 

Something  which  is  not  u$  ! — So,  we  are  slaves. 

The  greatest  as  the  meanest — nothing  rests 

Tpon  our  will;  the  will  itself  no  less 

D4>|Hrnds  upon  a  straw  than  on  a  storm ; 

And  when  we  think  we  iead,  we  are  most  led, 

And  still  towards  death,  a  thing  which  comet  as  much. 

Without  our  act  or  choice,  as  birth ;  so  that 

Methinks  we  must 'have  sinn'd  in  some  old  world. 

And  this  is  liell:  the  best  is,  that  it  is  not 

Eternal. 

MABIIfA. 

These  arc  things  we  cannot  judge 
On  earth. 

DOGE. 

And  hovr^<thpn  sliall 'we  judge  each  other, 
Who  are'all  earlli,  and  I,  who  am  call'd  upon 
To  judge  my  sonT  I  have  administer'd 
My  country  feithfully — victoriously — 
I  dare  them  to  the  proof,  tlie  c/uirf  of  what 
She  was  and  is:  my  reign  has  double  realms; 
Aud,  in  reward,  the  gratitude  of  Venice 
Has  left,  or  is  about  to  leave,  mt  single. 

MAKINA. 

And  Foscari  T    I  do  not  tliink  of  such  things, 
So  I  be  left  with  him. 

DOGE. 

You  shall  be  so : 
Thus  much  they  cannot  well  deny. 

MAEINA. 

And  if 
They  should,  I  will  fly  with  him. 

DOOB. 

Tliat  can  ne'er  lie. 
And  whither  would  you  fly  T 

MAEINA. 

I  know  not,  reck  not— 
To  Syria,  Egypt,  to  the  Ottoman — 
Any  where,  where  we  mi^t  respire  unfetter'd. 
Anil  live,  nor  girt  by  spies,  nor  liable 
To  edicts  of  inquisitors  of  state. 

DOGE. 

What,  wouldst  thou'luve  a  renegade  for  husband. 
And  turn  him  into  traitor? 

MAaiNA. 

He  is  none . 
The  country  is  the  traitress,  wliirh  thrusts  forth 
Her  best  aud  bravest  from  her.     Tyranny 
Is  far  the  vtnrst  of  treawms.     Dost  thou  deem 
None  n-lwls  rxrrpl  subJ4>ets?  The  prince  who 
Nrglcrts  or  %ioUite<i  hit  trust  is  more 
A  brigand  than  the  rubl»er-<'hief. 

rtOUE. 

I  cannot 
C.harge  mr  with  sudi  a  breach  of  faith. 

MAKINt. 

No;  thou 
4* 


Obserr'ctf  obey'tt,  such  hws  as  mftke  old  Draco's 
A  coda  of  mercy  by  comparison. 

DOOI. 

I  fbond  the  hw ;  I  did  not  make  it.    Were  I 

A  subject,  still  I  might  find  paru  and  portions 

Fit  for  amendment;  but,  as  prince,  I  nerer 

Would  change,  for  the  sake  of  my  house,  the  charter 

UFt  by  our  Others. 

MASIVA. 

Did  they  make  it  for 
The  ruin  of  their  chiklren  T 

D06B. 

Under  such  laws,  Venice 
Has  risen  to  what  she  is — a  state  to  rival 
In  deeds,  and  days,  and  sway,  and,  let  me  add, 
In  glory  (for  we  have  had  Roman  spiriu 
Amongst  us),  all  that  history  has  bequeath'd 
Of  home  ami  Carthage  in  their  best  times,  when 
The  people  sway  d  by  senates. 

MAIINA. 

Rather  say, 
Groan'd  nnder  the  stem  oligarchs. 

DOCK. 

Perhaps  so; 
But  yet  subdued  the  world:  in  such  a  state 
An  indiYidual,  be  he  richest  of 
Such  rank  as  is  permitted,  or  the  meanest, 
'  Without  a  name,  is  alike  nothing,  when 
The  policy,  irrefocably  tending 
To  one  great  end,  must  be  maintain'd  in  Tigour. 

MAaiNA. 

This  means  that  yon  are  more  a  Doge  than  father. 

Dooa. 
It  means  I  am  more  citiien  than  either. 
If  we  had  not  for  many  centuries 
Had  thousands  of  such  citizens,  and  shall, 
I  trust,  have  still  such,  Venice  were  no  cit^ 

MAaiRA. 

Accursed  be  the  city  where  the  laws 
Would  stifie  nature's! 

DOAB. 

Had  I  as  many  sons 
As  I  have  years,  I  would  have  given  them  all, 
Not  without  feeling,  but  I  would  hiave  given  them 
To  the  state's  service,  to  folfil  her  wishes 
On  the  flood,  in  the  field,  or,  if  it  must  be. 
As  it,  alas !  has  been,  to  ostracism, 
Exile,  or  chains,  or  whatsoever  worse 
She  might  decree. 

MAailfA. 

And  thb  is  patriotism? 
To  me  it  seems  the  worst  barbarity. 
Let  me  seek  out  my  husband:  the  sage  «  Ten, » 
With  all  its  jealousy,  will  hardly  war 
So  far  with  a  weak  woman  as  deny -me 
A  moment's  access  to  his  dungeon. 

DOOI. 

I*U 

So  far  take  on  mysdf,  as  order  that 
Vou  may  be  admitted. 

MASINA. 

And  what  shall  I  say 
To  Foscari  from  his  father? 


rhe  laws. 


i»06a. 

That  he  obey 


■AaiRA. 

And BOthiif  mora?  Willyo«BDt 
Ere  he  depart?  It  may  be  the  last  time. 


The  laal  I— «y  boy  l^Tha  laat  Ubm  I  afanU 
MyJucolehadranl  TcUhimi  wiU 


[Cxant 


ACT  III. 

8CXNE  I. 

Tk4  Prison  o/^acopo  Foscaii. 

lAOoro  roscAai  (aolais). 
No  light,  save  yonlBaint  gleam,  which  ahowrs  me  waJb 
Which  never  echo'd  but  to  s(Mrrow*s  sonnda. 
The  sigh  of  long  imprisonment,  the  step 
Of  feet  on  which  the  iron  clank'd«  tb 
Of  death,  the  imprecation  of  despnfa'P 
And  yet  for  this  I  have  retnm'd  to  Venice, 
With  some  funt  hope,  *t  is  true,  that  time,  which  wein 
The  marble  down,  had  worn  away  thelinte 
Of  men's  hearts :  but  I  knew  them  not,  and  here 
Must  I  consume  my  own,  which  never  beat 
For  Venice  but  with  such  a  yearning  aa 
The  dove  has  for  her  distant  nest,  when  wheeling 
High  in  the  air  on  her  recnmto  greet 
Her  callow  brood.    What  letters  are  these  which 

[^jrproaehiHf  the  igdL 
Are  scrawPd  along  the  ineiorable  wall  X 
Will  the  gleam  let  me  trace  themT  Ah !  the  names 
Of  my  sad  predecessors  in  this  place. 
The  dates  of  their  despair,  the  brief  worda  of 
A  grief  too  great  for  many.    This  stone  page 
Holds  like  an  epitaph  their  history. 
And  the  poor  captive's  tale  is  graven  on 
His  dungeon  barrier,  like  the  lover's  record 
Upon  the  bark  of  some  tall  tree,  which  bears 
His  own  and  his  beloved's  name.     Alms  I 
I  recognize  some  names  familiar  to  me. 
And  blighted  like  to  mine,  which  I  will  add. 
Fittest  for  such  a  chronicle  as  this. 
Which  only  can  be  read,  as  writ,  by  wretches. 

[He  engraves  his  nmwu. 

Enter  a  PAMiLiAa  of*Ae  Ten,m 


rAMILIAE. 

I  bring  yon  food. 

JACOPO  POSC&RI. 

I  pray  you  set  it  down  ; 
I  am  past  hunger  r  ^tft  my  lips  are  parch'd — 
The  water ! 

PAMILUa. 

There. 

jACOPo  PoscAai  {afUr  drinkimf.) 
I  thank  you :  I  am  better. 

PAMILIAa. 

I  am  commanded  to  inform  you  that 
Your  further  trial  is  postponed. 

lACOPO  Fosc&ai. 

Till  when? 
rAMiLua. 
I  know  not. — It  is  also  in  my  ordera 
That  your  illustrious  lady  he  admiued. 
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JACOPO  roscAii. 
Ah  !  tliry  relent  then — I  had  ceased  to  hope  it : 
T\ra>«  tim**. 

Enter  Maiina. 

MAKinA. 

My  best  l)oIov(>d ! 
JACOPO  roscAKi  (embrabing  her). 

My  true  wife, 
And  only  friend^!  What  happiness  ! 

MAKIMA. 

We'll  pan 
No  more. 

MOOPa»roscAKi. 
How !  ^ouklst  thou  share  a  dungeon  ? 

MAUNA. 

Ay, 

Tlic  nek,  tlie  grave,  all — any  thing  with  thee, 

Dut  tlu'  tomb  last  of  all,  for  there  we  shall 

he  i(;noraul  of  each  otlier:  yet  I  will 

Share  that — all  things  except  new  separation ; 

It  i<i  too  miirh  to  have  survived  the  firtt. 

flow  dost  ilidu  7  How  arc  those  worn  limbs*?  Alas  ! 

Why  do  I  a»k  ?  Thy  palene!» 

JACOPO  roscAii. 

Tisthejoy 
Of  'iiTing  thoea(;ain  so  soon,  ami  so 
Without  expectancy,  has  sent  tlie  blood 
Rack  to  my  heart,  and  left  my  cheeks  like  thine. 
For  thou  art  pale  too,  my  Marina ! 

MAIINA. 

Tis 

The  gloom  of  this  eternal  ceil,  which  never 
Knew  sunt>eam,  and  the  sallow  sullen  glare 
Of  the  familiar's  torch,  which  seems  akin 
To  darkness  more  than  light,  by  lending  to 
The  ttuii(;enii  vapours  its  bituminous  smoke, 
Which  cloud  wliate'cr  we  jjaie  on,  even  thine  eyes — 
No,  not  thine  eyes— they  sparkle— how  they  sparkle  I 

JACOPO  FOSCARI. 

And  thine! — but  I  am  blinded  by  the  torch. 

MAKf.>IA. 

As  I  Ii.id  been  without  it.     Couldst  thou  sec  lierc? 

JACOPO  rose  A II. 
Niuhlni;  at  flr^i ;  hut  use  and  time  liad  taught  me 
r.iinih  in IV  >»iih  \«hat  was  darkness; 
Aiui  the  (]ray  twilight  of  such  (jUmmerings  as 
('•lide  (hr(Hi(;h  the  crevices  made  by  the  winds 
W.is  kinder  to  mine  eyes  than  the  full  sun, 
Wh«n  i;i»ri;roiiHly  o'er^jildiug  any  towers 
i   Si>f  (Ikim'  (if  Venice  :  but  a  moment^rc 
!   Tliou  earnest  liiliier  I  was  busy^whting. 

!  MAKIMA. 

I     Wh.lt> 

JACOPO  FOSCAII. 

My  name:  look,  '( is  there — recorded  next 
The  name  of  him  who  here  preceded  me, 
If  dungeon  dates  say  true. 

MAKI.XA. 

And  vhill  of  him? 

JAt.OPO  FOSCAHI. 

1   Thi'M-  w.ills  are  silent  of  mcu's  cnd.>  ;  they  only 
:   ><  •  111  to  hint  shrewdly  of  them.  Such  stern  «alU 
I    NN  iTi-  iirxer  pih-d  on  hi{jh  s;i\e  o'er  tin-  dead, 

( »;  ffi«i,e  x»lio  so<»ii  mn-l  lie  >o. — Ifhat  of  him  ? 

I  luiu  a>kcst. — Wlut  of  inci  may  soou  be  aA'd, 


W'iih  the  like  answer^^oubc  and  dreadfol  surmise- 
Unless  thou  tell'si  my  tale. 

MAaiNA. 

/  tpeak  of  thee ! 
JACOPO  rosc4Ki. 
.\nd  wherefore  not?  All  then  shall  speak  of  me: 
Tlie  tyranny  of  silence  is  not  lasting, 
.\nd,  though  events  be  hidden,  just  men's  groans 
Will  burst  all  cerement,  even  a  living  grave's! 
I  do  not  doubt  my  memory,  but  my  life; 
And  neither  do  I  fear. 

WAaiSIA. 

Tliy  life  is  safe. 

JACOPO  roscAai. 
And  liberty  ? 

MAKIXA. 

The  mind  should  make  its  own. 

lACOPO  FOSCAIl. 

That  has  a  noble  sound ;  but 't  is  a  sound, 
A  music  most  impressive,  but  too  transient : 
The  mind  is  much,  but  is  not  all.     The  mind 
Hath  nerved  me  to  endure  the  risk  of  death, 
.\nd  torture  positive,  far  worse  than  death 
f  If  death  be  a  deep  sleep),  without  a  groau. 
Or  with  a  cry  which  rather  shamed  my  judges 
Than  me;  but 't  is  not  all,  for  there  are  things 
More  woful — such  as  this  small  dungeon,  where 
I  may  breathe  many  years. 

MAILXA. 

Alas !  and  this 
Small  dungeon  is  all  that  belongs  to  tliee 
Of  thij  wide  realm,  of  which  thy  sire  is  prince. 

JACOPO  rOSCAKl. 

Tliat  thought  would  scarcely  aid  me  to  endure  it. 
My  doom  is  common,  many  are  in  duugeoas 
But  none  like  mine,  so  near  their  father's  palace; 
Itut  th(>u  my  heart  is  sometimes  high,  and  hope 
Will  stream  along  those  moted  rays  of  light 
Peopled  with  dusty  atoms,  which  afford 
Our  only  day;  for,  save  the  jailor's  torch, 
.\nd  a  strangle  iire-tly,  which  wa.s  quickly  caught 
Last  night  in  you  enormous  spiders  net, 
I  ne'er  siiw  anght  here  like  a  ray.     Alas ! 
I  knovt  if  mind  uuy  boar  us  up,  or  no. 
Tor  I  have  such,  and  shown  it  bi-fore  Ukeu; 
It  sinks  in  suliiudo :  my  soul  is  social. 

MAEL^A. 

I  i»  ill  be  with  thee. 

JACOPO  FOSCAII. 

Ah!  if  it  were  so! 
Ihit  t/iaC  they  never  granted — nor  will  grant. 
And  I  shall  be  alone:  no  ipen — no  books— 
TluMrf*  lying  likenesses  of  lying  men. 
I  ask'd  for  even  those  outline^  of  their  kind. 
Which  they  term  annals,  histor)',  what  you  will. 
Which  men  heque.ith  as  portraits,  aud  they  were 
Refused  nie;  so  these  walls  have  been  my  study, 
More  faithful  pictures  of  Venetian  stor\-, 
With  all  their  blank,  «ir  dismal  stains,  than  is 
Tlie  h.ill  not  fir  from  hence,  which  U-ars  on  high 
llundred.s  of  doge>,  and  tlieir  deed*  aud  dates. 

MAKIKA. 

I  come  to  tell  lliee  the  result  of  their 
lsJky,t  council  on  thy  d<ioni. 

JACOPO  FOSCAlI. 

I  know  it— look! 
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.[A«  fot'nlf  to  his  limbs,  as  referring  to  the 
tortures  Mihich  he  had  under^na. 

MAURA. 

No — no — no  more  of  that :  even  they'reknt 
From  that  atrocity. 

JACOPO  rosCAii. 

What  then? 


MAaillA. 


Return  to  Gandia. 


That  you 


JACOPO  roscAai. 

Then  my  last  hope's  gone. 
I  couM  endure  my  dungeon,  for 't  iras  Venice; 
I  could  support  the  torture,  there  was  somctliing 
In  my  native  air  that  buoy'd  my  spirits  up. 
Like  a  ship  on  the  ocean  toss'd  by  storms. 
But  proudly  still  bestriding  the  high  waves, 
And  holding  on  its  course ;  but  there^  aEar, 
In  that  accursed  isle  of  slaves,  and  captives, 
And  unbelievers,  like  a  stranded  wrreck. 
My  very  soul  seem'd  mouldering  in  my  bosom, 
And  piecemeal  I  shall  perish,  if  remanded. 

MAaiNA. 

And  here  f 

lACOPO  POSCAai. 

At  cmce^by  better  means  as  briefer. 
What!  would  they  even  deny  me  my  sires'  sepuldire, 
As  well  as  home  and  herita^  7 

MAlIIIA. 

My  husband! 
I  have  sued  to  accompany  thee  hence, 
And  not  so  hopelessly.    This  love  of  thine 
For  an  ungrateful  and  tyMnnic  soil 
Is  passion,  and  not  patriotism ;  for  mc. 
So  I  could  see  thee  with  a  quiet  aspect. 
And  the  sweet  freedom  of  the  earth  and  air, 
I  would  not  cavil  about  climes  or  regions. 
This  crowd  of  palaces  and  prisons  is  not 
A  paradise ;  its  firA  inhabitants 
Were  wretched  exiles. 

lACOPO  POSCAai. 

Well  I  know  how  wretched ! 

MAURA. 

And  yet  you  see  how  from  their  banishment 
Before  the  Tartar  into  these  salt  isles, 
Their  antique  energy  of  mind,  all  that 
Remain'd  of  Rome  for  their  inheritance. 
Created  by  degrees  an  ocean-Rome ; 
And  shall  an  evil,  which  so  often  leads 
To  good,  depress  thee  thusT 

lACOPO  roscAii. 

Had  I  gone  forth 
From  my  own  land,  like  the  old  patriarchs,  seeking 
Another  region,  with  their  flocks  and  herds ; 
Had  I  been  cast  out  like  the  Jews  horn  Zion, 
Or  like  our  fathers,  driven  by  Attila 
From  fiertile  Italy  to  barren  islets, 
I  would  have  given  some  tears  to  my  late  country, 
And  many  thoughts;  but  afterwards  address'd 
Myself,  with  those  about  me,  to  create 
A  new  home  and  fresh  state :  perhaps  I  could 
Have  borne  this — though  I  know  not. 

MAaiRA. 

Wherefore  not ' 
It  was  the  lot  of  millions,  and  must  be 
The  fsLte  of  myriads  more. 


JACOPO  POICAll, 

Ay — we  bat 
Of  thetonrivors*  toil  in  their  new  lands, 
Their  numbers  and  success ;  but  who  can  number 
The  hearu  which  broke  in  silence  of  that  ptftiag, 
Or  after  their  departure;  of  that  malady  ■ 
Which  calls  up  green  and  native  fields  to  view 
From  the  rou^  deep,  with  such  identity 
To  the  poor  exile's  fevei'd  eye,  that  be 
Can  scarcely  be  restrain'd  from  trending  them! 
That  melody,  >  which  out  of  tones  and  tunes 
Collects  such  pasture  for  the  longi^ig  sorrow 
Of  the  sad  mountaineer,  when  far  away 
From  his  snow  canopy  of  cliffs  and  clouds, 
Tliat  he  feeds  on  the  sweet,  but  poisonous  tbongfat. 
And  dies.     Tou  call  this  weakness!  It  is  strength, 
I  say, — the  parent  of  all  honest  feeling. 
He  who  loves  not  his  country  can  love  nothing. 

HAaiHA. 

Obey  her,  tbeni  ^b  she  that  puu  th«  forth. 

JACOPO  roscAai. 
Ay,  there  it  fs:  "C  is  like  a  mother's  curse 
Upon  my  soul — the  mark  is  set  upon  me. 
The  exiles  you  speak  of  went  forth  by  nati<HM, 
Their  hands  upheld  each  other  by  the  way. 
Their  tents  were  pitched  together— I  'm  alone. 

MAXIRA.  * 

You  shall  be  so  no  more — I  will  go  with  thee. 

JACOPO  PoacAai. 
My  best  Marina!— and  our^hildrenT 

MAXIRA. 

They, 
I  fear,  by  the  prevention  of  the  state's 
Abhorrent  policy  (which  holds  all  ties 
As  threads,  which  may  bo  broken  at  her  pleasure), 
Will  not  be  suffer  d  to  proceed  with  us. 

JACOPO  FOSCAai. 

And  canst  thou  leave  themf 

MAXlMk. 

'  *  Yes.    ^ith  many  a  puf. 

But — I  can  leave  them,  children  as  they  are. 
To  teach  you  to  be  less  a  child.     From  this 
Learn  you  to  sway  your  feelings,  when  exacted 
By  duties  paramounc ;  and 't  i^onr  first 
On  earth  to  bear. 

JACOPO  FOSCAXI. 

» 

Have  I  not  borne? 

MAXIRA. 

Too  much 
From  tyrannous  injustice,  and  enough 
To  teach  you  not  to  shrink  now  from  a  lot 
Which,  as  compared  with  what  you  have  under|pa» 
Of  late,  is  mercy. 

JACOPO  roscARi. 
Ah !  you  never  yet 
Were  far  away  from  Venice,  never  saw 
Her  beautiful  towers  in  the  receding  distance, 
While  every  furrow  of  tlie  vessel's  track 
Seem'd  ploughing  deep  into  your  heart ;  you  oerer 
Saw  day  go  down  upon  your  native  spires 
So  calmly  with  its  gold  and  crimson  glory. 
And  after  dreaming  a  disturbed  vision 
Of  them  and  theirs,  awoke  and  found  them  not. 

'  Tb«  calentare. 

*  Alludiag  to  ih«  Swim  >ir  and  in  •fTcets. 
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MAIIMA. 

:hts  irith  you.     Lf  t  us  think 
ture  from  this  mucli-loved  city 
u-^t  love  it,  as  it  mciik),  and  this 
itiite  her  gratitude  allots  you. 
▼ill  hq  cared  for  by  the  Doge, 
jicles:  we  must  s:iil  ere  night. 

lACOPO  roscAii. 
Q.    Shall  I  not  behold  my  father? 

MAKIN&. 

JACOPO  roscAii. 
icre? 

MAKINA. 

Here  or  iu  the  ducal  chamber — 
rhich.     I  would  that  you  could  bear 
he  bears  it. 

JACUPO  rOSCARI. 

*  Blame  him  not. 

murmur  for  a  moment ;  but 
now  act  otherwise.     A  sUom 
compassion  on  his  part 
but  drawn  upon  his  aged  head 
im  u  the  Ten,»  and  upon  miue 
1  ills. 

MAIITVA. 

Accumulated ! 
ire  thosr  they  have  spared  you? 

JACOPO  roscABi. 

That  of  letYing 
•ut  l>eholding  him  or  you, 
(  hn\c  been  forbidden  now,  as  't  was 
mcr  exile. 

MAII!IA. 

That  is  true, 
I  am  also  the  state's  debtor, 
more  no  when  I  see  us  both 
he  free  wmcs — away — away — 
arth's  end,  from  this  abhorr'd, 

JACOPO  roscARi. 
CiirM*  it  not.     If  I  am  silent, 
ccuse  my  country? 

MAII.XA. 

Men  and  angels! 

myri.ids  reeking  up  to  hraven, 
F  hI.ivcs  in  rhnins  and  men  in  dungeons, 

isi>e<,  and  sons  :ind  sires,  and  subjects, 
(>ii(l;<i:e  of  ten  balit-la>afls;  and 
not  lr.i«t,  Ay  silence.     Could»t  ikou  say 
fa\oiir,  ^lio  would  prai'^e  like  Aee? 

JACOPu  r<>si:«Ri. 
,^  ii>  then,  since  sti  it  must  be, 
lure.     Wlio  r.imes  here ? 

lyiaKHATio.  attended  by  Familiar 9. 

LUBEUAMO  {to  the  Familiars). 

Retire, 
torch.  [Exeunt  the  two  Familiars. 

jii.oro  ro^cASi. 

Mo«(  vi.'komr.  noble  signor. 
n  thi^  poor  place  could  liasc  drawn 
ir  hilh<rr. 

I.ORir>A?IO. 

T  is  nM  tlie  first  time 
the«e  places. 


MAURA. 

Nor  would  be 
The  hst,  were  all  men's  merits  well  rewarded. 
Came  you  here  to  insult  us,  or  remain 
As  spy  upon  us,  or  as  hostage  for  us? 

LOIKDARO. 

Neither  are  of  my  office,  noble  lady ! 
I  am  hcnt  hither  to  your  husband,  to 
Announce  « the  Ten'sN  decree. 

HAIINA. 

That  tendernesa 
Has  been  anticipated :  it  is  kiy>wn. 

LOatDANO. 

As  how? 

MABINA. 

I  have  inform'd  him,  not  so  gently, 
Doubtless,  as  your  nice  feelings  would  presCTibe, 
The  indulgi^uce  uf  your  colleagues ;  but  he  knew  it. 
If  you  come  for  our  thanks,  take  them,  and  hence  ! 
The  dmigeon  gloom  is  deep  cnougli  without  yoo, 
And  full  of  reptiles,  not  less  loathsome,  though 
Their  sting  is  honestcr. 

JACOPO  roscAti. 

I  pray  you,  cahn  you  : 
What  can  avail  such  words  ? 

MABINA. 

To  let  him  know 
That  he  is  known. 

L^BBDANO. 

Let  the  fair  dame  pmerre 
Her  sex's  privilege. 

MABIHA. 

I  have  some  sons,  sir, 
Will  one  day  tliank  you  better. 

'  LOBBDANO. 

You  do  well 
To  nurse  them  wisely.  Foscar'i — you  know 
Your  sentence,  then  ? 

JACOPO  roSCABI. 

Return  to  t^ndia! 

LOBBIIANO. 


ln»— 


For  life. 


Not  long. 


lAcoro  roscABi. 

Loa»itA«o. 
1  mm!  -fur  li/c. 
lAcoro  f  vacAki 


Repeat — Dot  hmg. 

LvKkWac 
A  y*nsf  r  iiu|m 
In  ilanea — afirTw««^db  tbt  lt«wiMi»i'  r 
Tlu:  whole  i»h-. 

butk<  Um 
Fre«duni  ah  »  iW  bra' 
K*l  trutr  luv  will.  it^\ 


tl 
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DOCK. 

You  behold 

JACOPO    rOSCABI. 

Aud  I  feel,  besides,  that  muie 
SO  wbile.     Embrace  roe,  father! 
n — never  more  than  now. 
Iiildrcn — to  your  last  child's  children : 
II  to  you  which  lie  wax  once, 
10  you  what  I  am  now. 
tliem  also? 

MAKINA. 

No — not  here. 

J\COPO    FOSCARI. 

:liold  their  parent  any  where. 

MAKinA. 

hoy  hcht'ld  their  father  in 
.  would  not  min(;le  fear  with  love, 
'  youn(j  hlood  in  its  natural  current. 
well,  slept  soft,  aud  knew  not  that 
a  mere  hunted  outlaw.     Well 
e  may  one  day  be  their  heritage, 
be  llieir  heritage^ 
pre-^ent  fee.     Tiieir  senses,  though 
ire  vet  nwuke  to  terror: 
clamps,  loo,  and  yon  tliick  green  wave 
ibove  the  place  where  i»e  now  stand— > 
elow  the  >kaler.s  level, 
'.tilence  through  every  crevice, 
icni :  t/iii  li  not  their  atmosphere, 
-and  you — and,  mosit  of  all, 
7-011,  sir,  noble  Loredano ! 
I  without  prejudice. 

JACOPO    rose  All. 

I  had  not 
1  this,  but  acquiesce, 
then,  without  meeting  themT 

•  OGK. 

hall  await  you  in  my  chamber. 

JACOPO  roscABi. 
ivc  them  all  ? 

LOKEDANO. 

You  must. 

JACOPO    roSCABl. 

Not  00c  7 

LOaSDANO. 

;ate's. 

MARINA. 

I  thnught  they  had  been  mine. 

LOREDANO. 

I  maternal  things. 

MARINA. 

That  is, 
aiiiful.     If  they  >e  sick,  they  will 
0  tend  them  ;  should  they  die, 
-  and  to  mourn  :  but  if 
'  '11  make  you  soldiers,  senators, 
-what  you  will ;  or  if  they  arc 
portiono,  brides  and  bribes  for  nobles! 
le's  care  fur  its  sons  and  mothers! 

l.ORKDANO. 

'oaclies,  and  the  wind  is  fair. 

JACOPO   FOSCARI. 

u  that  here,  where  the  genial  wind 
uU  its  blustering  freedom? 


LOBKOANO. 

T  was  $0         j| 

When  I  nroe  here.     The  galley  floats  within 
A  bow-sliot  of  the  «  Riva  di  Schiavoni.n 

JACOPO   rOSCABI. 

Father !  I  pray  yon  to  precede  me,  and 
Prepare  my  children  to  behold  their  father. 

DOGB. 

De  firm,  my  ton !  / 

lACOPO   rOSCABI. 

I  will  do  my  endeavour. 

MABINA. 

Farewell !  at  least  to  this  detested  dungeon. 
And  him  to  whose  good  offices  you  owe 
In  part  your  past  imprisonment. 

LOBBDAftt). 

And  present 
Liberation. 

DOGB. 

He  speaks  truth. 

JACOPO   FOSCABI. 

No  doubc :  but 't  is 
Excliange  of  chains  for  heavier  chaias  I  owe  him. 
lie  knows  this  or  he  liad  not  sought  to  change  tliem. 
Dut  I  reproach  not. 

LOBKDANO. 

Tlie  time  narrows,  signor. 

JACOPO  roscABi. 
Alas!  I  little  thought  so  lingeringly 
To  leave  abodes  like  this :  but  when  I  feel 
That  every  step  1  take,  even  from  this  cell, 
Is  one  away  from  Venice,  I  look  back 
Even  on  these  dull  damp  walls,  wid 

DOCB. 

Boy !  no  tetn. 

MABINA. 

Let  them  flow  on :  he  wept  not  on  the  rack 

To  sliame  him,  and  they  cannot  shame  him  now. 

Tliey  will  relieve  his  heart — that  too  kind  heart — 

And  I  will  find  an  hour  to  wipe  away 

Those  tears,  or  add  my  own.     I  could  weep  now, 

Hut  would  not  gratify  yon  wretch  so  far. 

Let  us  proceed.     Doge,  lead  the  way. 

LOREDANO  (Co  the  Familiar), 

The  torch,  there ! 

MABINA. 

Yes,  light  us  on,  as  to  a  funeral  pyre. 
With  Loredano  mourning  like  an  heir. 

DOGB. 

My  son,  you  are  feeble  :  take  this  hand. 

JACOPO  roscABi. 

Alas! 
Must  youth  support  itself  on  age,  and  I, 
Who  ought  to  be  the  prop  of  yours  ? 

LOBBDANO. 

Take  mine. 

MABINA. 

I  Touch  it  not,  Foscari ;  't  will  sting  you.     Signor. 
j  Stand  off!  be  sure  that  if  a  grasp  of  yours 

Would  raise  us  from  the  gulf  wherein  we  are  plimged. 

No  liaud  of  ours  would  stretch  itself  to  meet  it. 

(k>me,  Foscari,  take  the  hand  the  altar  gave  you; 

It  could  not  save,  but  will  support  you  ever. 

[Exeunt. 
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,  ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 

ABatl  iii  fh«  Dueml  Pmlaee. 

Enter  Loiidano  and  lUuAUfiO. 

BAtt4ftl0O. 

And  hare  you  confidence  in  such  a  project  t 

I  hate. 

aAKBAtiao. 
T  is  hard  upon  hit  years. 

LOIBDAKO. 

Say  rather 
Kmd  to  relicTe  him  from  the  cares  of  state. 

BAIBARIGO. 

T  will  break  his  heart. 

LOBKDANO. 

Ag«  has  no  heart  to  break. 
He  has  seen  his  son's  half  broken,  and,  except 
A  start  of  feeling  in  his  dungeon,  nerer 
Sirenred. 

■AtBAaico. 
In  his  countenance,  I  grant  you,  never; 
But  I  have  seen  him  sometimes  in  a  calm 
So  desobte,  that  the  most  clamorous  grief 
Had  nought  to  envy  him  within.    Where  is  he?    . 

LOaBDARO. 

In  his  own  portion  of  the  palace,  wfth 
His  son,  and  the  whole  race  of  Foscaris. 

BABBABI60. 

Bidding  farewelL 

LOBKDAlfO. 

A  last.     As  soon  he  shall 
Bid  to  his  dukedom. 

B4BBABI60. 

When  embarks  the  son? 

LOBBDANO. 

Forthwith — when  this  long  leave  is  taken.    T  is 
Time  to  admonish  them  again. 

BABBABI60. 

Forbear; 
Retrench  not  from  their  moments. 

LOBBDAlfO. 

Not  I,  now 
We  have  higher  bu^inett  for  our  own.    This  day 
Shall  be  the  last  of  the  old  Doge's  reign, 
As  the  first  of  his  son's  last  banishment. 
And  that  b  vengeance. 

BABBABIGO. 

In  my  mind,'too  deep. 

LOBBDANO. 

'T  is  moderate— not  even  life  for  life,  the  rule 
Denounced  of  retribution  from  all  time : 
They  owe  me  still  my  father's  and  my  uncle's. 

BABBABIGO. 

Did  not  the  Doge  deny  this  strongly? 

LOBBDANO. 

Doubtless. 

BABBABIGO. 

And  did  not  this  shake  your  suspicion ! 

LOBBDANO. 

No. 

BABBABIGO. 

But  if  this  dcpoiition  should  take  place. 


iy  1W  MBJBd  Mnmm  ia  tlw 

It  matt  be  dont  wilh  all  dM  <kfeB«nee 

Due  to  hU  yours,  hia  statioo,  and  his^Mda. 

MBBBAKO. 

As  much  of  oiBKmoBy  as  yoo  will. 
So  that  Che  Ihiav  he  dene.    T«a  awyt  for 
I  care,  dqmte  the  Gooaeil  on  theu"  k»eea 
(Like  BarbtfOisa  to  the  Pope)  to  boff  hin 
To  have  the  courtesy  to  abdieate. 


Wha^ifhewiUllOtl 

LOBBOAMO. 

We  11  elect 
And  make  him  nulL 

BAaaAUOO. 
But  will  the  laws  npbold  os 

LOBBOAaO. 

What  laws  ?— «  The  Ten»  are  lawa : 
I  will  be  legislator  in  this 


At  your  own  peril  1 

LOUDAlfO. 

There  is  none,  I  tdl  yon^ 
Our  powers  are  such. 

BAEBABIOO. 

But  he  haa  twice  already 

Solicited  permission  to  retire. 
And  twice  it  was  refused. 

LoaaoAiio. 
^  The  better 

To  grant  it  thethird  time. 

BABBABIGO. 

Unask*dT 

LOBBDAVO. 

It  AoW9 

The  impression  of  his  former  inatancea : 

If  they  were  from  his  heart,  he  may  be  tbankfiil : 

If  not,  *t  will  punish  his  hypocrisy. 

Ck>me,  they  are  met  by  this  time;  let  as  join  AeB, 

And  be  tiiou  fix  d  in  purpose  for  tbia  once. 

I  have  prepared  such  arguments  as  wrill  not 

Fail  to  move  them,  and  remove  him  :  since 

Their  thoughts,  their  objects,  have  been  sounded,  do  art 

Fou,  with  your  wonted  scruples,  teach  ua  panae. 

And  all  will  prosper. 

BABBABIGO. 

Gould  I  but  be  certain 
This  is  no  prelude  to  such  persecutioa 
Of  the  sire  as  has  fallen  upon  the  son, 
I  would  support  you. 

LOBBDANO. 

He  is  safe,  I  tell  yoa; 
His  fourscore  years  and  five  may  linger  on 
As  long  as  he  can  drag  them :  't  is  hia  throne 
Alon^isaim'd  at. 

BABBABIGO. 

But  discarded  princes 
Are  seldom  long  of  life. 

LOBBDANO. 

And  men  of  eighty 
More  seldom  stiU. 

BABBABIGO. 

And  why  not  wait  these  few  yesn^ 

LOBBDANO. 

Because  we  have  waited  long  enough,  and  he 
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ij;cr  (ban  enough.     Hence !  In  to  council ! 

[Exeunt  Loikdaro  mnd  BAftiiiiao. 

Enter  Mkmmo  and  a  Senator. 

SKRATOIt. 

ons  to  « the  Ten !»  Why  to  ? 

MKMMO. 

«TheTen» 
n  answer:   thry  are  rarely  iront 
ftW  thoughts  anticipate  their  purpose 
ou.«  proclamation.     We  are  summon'd — 
nough. 

8B.XAT0B. 
For  them,  but  not  for  us ; 
know  why. 

MBMMO. 

You  will  know  why  anon, 
bey,  and,  if  not,  you  no  less 
>w  why  you  should  have  obey'd. 

SINATOI. 

I  mean  not 
•se  them,  hut 

MBMMO. 

In  Venice  «  But  i»  *s  a  traitor, 
no  «  huts,v  unless  you  would  pass  o'er 
Ige  which  few  repass. 

SBNATOR. 

I  amsilenL 

MBMMO. 

Why 

fsitatc? — M  The  Ten  »  have  calfd  in  aid 
deliberation  five  and  twenty 
ns  of  the  senate — you  are  one, 
uotlicr ;  and  it  scorns  to  mc 
•n()iir' d  by  the  choice  or  chance  which  leads  ns 
;lc  with  a  body  so  august. 

SKflATOB. 

le.     I  say  no  more. 

MBMMO. 

As  we  hope,  signor, 
may  honestly  (that  is,  all  those 
e  blood  may),  one  day  hope  to  be 
if,  it  i^  surely  for  the  senate's 
delei;utes  a  school  of  wisdom,  to 
admitted,  though  as  novices, 
the  mv<iteries. 

SI.1IAT0B. 

Let  us  view  them ;  they, 
bt,  arc  worth  it. 

MKMMO. 

Being  worth  our^lives 
ivulge  them,  doubtless  they  are  worth 
ing,  at  least,  to  you  or  me. 

SKNATOa. 

I  sought  not 
!  within  the  sanctuary;  but  being 
,  however  reluctantly  so  chosen. 
Fulfil  my  office. 

MIMMO. 

I.et  us  not 
t  ia  obeying  «  the  Teu\»  summons. 

Sfi.NATOK. 

not  met,  but  I  am  of  your  thought 

-let  s  ill. 

MIMMO. 

The  earliest  are  most  welcome 


In  earnest  councils— we  will  not  be  least  so. 

f  Exeunt 

Enter  the  D061,  Jacopo  FoscAti,  and  Haiiiia. 

jAcopo  potCAir. 
Ah,  father!  though  I  must  and  will  depart. 
Yet — yet — I  pray  you  to  obtain  for  me 
That  I  once  more  return  unto  my  home, 
llowe'er  remote  the  period.     Let  there  be 
A  point  of  time  as  beacon  to  my  baart. 
With  any  penalty  annex'd  they  please. 
But  let  me  still  return. 

Son  Jacopo, 
Go  and  obey  our  country's  will,  't  is  not 
For  us  to  look  beyond. 

lAcopo  roMAai. 
But  still  I  most 
Look  back.    I  pray  ou  think  of  me. 

ooai. 

Aks* 

You  ever  were  my  dearest  offspring,  when 
They  were  more  numerous,  nor  can  be  less  so 
Now  you  are  last ;  but  did  the  state  demand 
The  exile  of  the  disinterred  ashes 
Of  your  three  goodly  brothers,  now  in  earth. 
And  their  desponding  shades  came  flitting  round 
To  impede  the  act,  I  must  no  less  obey 
A  duty  paramount  to  every  duty. 

lUBIMA. 

My  husband!  let  us  on :  this  but  prolongs 
Our  sorrow. 

lACOPO  POSCABI. 

But  we  are  not  summon'd  yet : 
The  galley's  sails  are  not  unfurl'd : — wbb  knows? 
The  wind  may  change. 

l||ABIlfA. 

And  if  it  do,  it  will  not 
Change  their  hearts,  or  your  lot;  the  galley's  oars 
Will  quickly  clear  the  harbour. 

JACOPO  POSCAai. 

Oh,  ye  elements ! 
Where  are  your  storms  7 

luaiifA. 

In  human  breasts.    Abs ! 
Will  nothing  caUn  you. 

JACOPO  rOSCABI. 

Never  yet  did  mariner 
Put  up  to  patron  saint  such  prayers  for  prosperous 
And  pleasant  breezes,  as  I  call  upon  you. 
Ye  tutelar  saints  of  my  own  city !  which 
Ye  love  not  with  more  holy  love  than  I, 
To  hish  up  from  the  deep  the  Adrian  waves. 
And  waken  Austcr,  soveregin  of  the  tempest ! 
Till  the  sea  dash  me  back  on  my  own  shore 
A  broken  corse  upon  the  barren  Lido, 
Where  I  may  mingle  with  the  sands  which  skirt 
The  hind  I  love,  and  never  shall  see  more ! 

MABI.fA. 

And  wish  you  this  with  me  beside  you  ? 

JACOPO  rosc.vBi. 

No- 
No— not  for  thee,  too  good,  too  kind  I     May'kt  thou 
Live  long  to  be  a  mother  to  those  children 
Thy  fond  fidelity  for  a  time  deprives 
Of  sucli  support !     But  for  myself  alone, 

4i 
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Hay  all  the  vindc  of  bonren  howl  down  the  gblf, 
And  IMT  the  tessel,  till  the  marinenty^ 
Ap|»aird,  turn  their  detpairiog  eyes  on  me. 
As  the  Thenicians  did  on  Jonah,  then 
Cast^me  out  from  amongst  theoA,  as  an  offerio|; 
To  appease«the  wares.    ThclMflow  which  destroys  me 
Will  be  more  merciful  than  man^  and  bear  me, 
'Dead,  but  still  hear  me  to  a  native  grave, 
From  fislier  8  hands  upon  the  desolate  strand. 
Which,  of  its  thoosand  wrecks,  hath  ne'er  reMved 
One  lacerated  like  the  heart  which  then 
Will  be But  wherefore  breaks  it  not?  why  live  1 1 

MAHIffA. 

To  man  thyself,  I  trust,  with  time,  to  master 

Such,  useless  passion.     Until  now  thou  wert 

A  sufferer,  but  not  a  loud  one:  why. 

What  is  this  to  the  things  thoa  hast  borne  in  silence — 

Imprisonment  and  actual  torture  T 

UCOPO  POSCASI. 

Double, 
Triple,  and  tenfold  torture !    Botjyou  are  right. 
It  must  be  borne.    Father,  your  blesnng. 

DOOB. 

Would 
It  could  avail  thee !  but  no  less  thou  hast  it. 

lACOPO  POSCAII. 

!  Forgive 

DOOB. 

What? 

jAcopo  rosCAii. 
My  poor  mother  for  my  birth. 
And  me  for  having  lived,  and  you  yourself 
(As  I  forgive  you),  for  the  gift  of  life^ 
Which  you  best9w'd  upon  me  as  my  sire. 

MASIIIA. 

What  hast  thou  done? 

9AC0»0  FOaBAll. 

Nodiing.    I  cannot  charge 
Sly  memory  with  much  savcsorrow :  but 
I  have  been  so  beyond  the  common  lot 
Chasten*d  and  visited,  I  needs  must  think 
That  I  was  wicked.    If  it  be  so,  may 
What  I  have  undergone  here  keep  me  from 
A  like  hereafter. 

MAIlllA. 

Fear  not :  ffcaC  's  reserved 
For  your  oppressors. 

JACOPO  r0SC4ll. 

Let  me  hope  not 

MASIKA. 

Hope  not  ? 

/ACOPO  POSCAKI. 

I  cannot  wish  them  all  th6y  have  inflicted. 

MABINA. 

Att!  the  consammate  fiends !    A  thousand  fold. 
May  the  worm  which  ne'er  dieth  feed  upon  them ! 

JACOPO  FOSCABX. 

They  may  repent 

MARINA. 

And  if  they  do,  Heaven  will  not 
Accept  the  tardy  penitence  of  demons. 

Enter  an  Officer  and  Guards. 

OPFICBB. 

^Signor!  the  boat  is  at  the  shore^the  wind 
Is  rising— we  are  ready  to  attend  you. 


ijnoto  roocAB. 
Aad  I  to  be  atlaided.    Once  mora,  fjafbar, 

Tonrband! 

DOCK. 

Take  it.    Alas!  bov  tlune  own  trembles! 

JACOPO  P09CAU. 

No— you  mistake;  't  is  yours  that  shakrs,  my  father. 
FaieweU! 


FaraweU!    It tbem aagbt ola»7 

JACOPO  POaOABB. 


[To  the  Officer. 
Lend  me  yonr  arm,  good  signw. 

orriCBB. 

Ton  tmn  pale — 
Let  me  support  yon — paler— ho !  some  aid  tbere^ 
Some  water ! 

HAURA. 
Ah,  he  is  dyingi 

JACOPO  POSCAII. 

Now,  I  *m  ready— - 
My  eyes  swim  strangely— where  *a  the  door) 

MABINA. 

Away! 
Let  me  support  him — my  best  lore !    Oh  God  I 
Uow  faintly  beats  this  heart — this  poise ! 

JACOPO  P08CAEI. 

The  light! 
is  it  the  light?— I  am  faint 

[Offiuer  prewenU  him  wUk  welerw 

OPPtCBB. 

He  will  be  better. 

Perhaps,  in  the  air. 

JACOPO  POICAai, 

Idoubtttot    Faib«r— wife— 
Your  hands! 

MABINA. 

There 's  death  in  that  damp  clammy  grasp. 
Oik  God  I — My  Foscari,  how  fare  you? 

JACOPO  POSCAII. 

Well! 

{We  diet. 

OPPIGBB. 

He 's  gone. 

DOOB.. 

He 's  free. 

MABINA. 

No — no,  he  is  not  de^ ; 
There  must  be  life  yet  in  that  heart — be  could  not 
Thus  leave  me. 

D06B. 

Daughter ! 

MABINA. 

Hold  thy  peace,  old  man ! 
I  am  no  daughter  now— thou  hast  no  son. 
Oil  Foscarvl 

OPFICBB. 

We  must  remove  the  body. 

MABINA. 

Touch  it  not,  dungeon  miscreants !  your  base  office 
Euds  -with  his  life,  and  goes  not  beyond  murder 
Even  by  your  murderous  laws. .   Leave  his  remains 
To  those  -who  know  to  honour  them. 

orriCBB. 

I  nmsc 


iBfocm  tlM  n^aoTf  ,  mad  Inm  ckeir  pleMora. 


Inform  the  si^ory  from  ute,  the  Dofe, 
They  have  no  farther  power  opon  cboM  aahM: 
While  he  Ured,  he  wm  theirt,  ••  fits  •  wbject— 
Nov  he  U  Mtfie^my  broken*heftrt«l  heifl 

[Bxitqff€€r. 

MAftlRA. 

And  I  most  live ! 


Tear  childm  lirt,  Mirint 

My  children !  ti\ie— they  live^  aod  I  most  lire 
To  bring  them  up  to  ttrre  the  etate,  mod  die 
As  died  their  father.    Oh!  what  bett  of  Uetungs 
Were  barrennese  ih  Yeaioe  I    Woold  my  mother 
Bad  beenio! 

DOOB. 

My  unhappy  children! 
itajuaa. 

Whatl 
FoM  feel  it  then  at  kit— 7011/— Wbore  fa  now 
The  stoic  of  the  state? 

DOGB  {durowing  kimsHfdMm  kf  Iha  hody). 

•     MAKinA. 

Ay,w«epoD! 
I  thought  yon  had  no  tears— yon  hoarded  th«n 
Until  they  are  nseleei;  hot  weep  oal  be 
Shall  weep 


IishaDiiocba 
Joit  now,  though  Yeniot  totler  d  o'er  the  deep 
Like  a  frail  vesseL    I  reipaet  yonr  friefs. 


AiCer  LoEiOAXo  tmd  BAaaAuao. 

Lotniwo. 

Wbal*there? 

MAaiRA. 

Ah!  the  devil  coma  to  iBMilt  the  dead!    Amunt! 
Incarnate  Lucifer!  *t  fa  holy  ground. 
A  martyr's  ashes  now  iielhere,  which  make  it 
A  shrine.    Get  thee  back  to  thy  phoe  of  torment! 

aiaBAaito. 
Lady,  we  knew  not  of  this  sad  event, 
But  passed  here  merely  on  our  path  from  coondL 

IIAIIWA. 

Pass  on. 

UMMQkMOb 

We  sought  the  Dofe. 
MAaiNA  if^nHmg  to  AeDoos,  wAo^ftfU  ontfce^nwii^ 

He'abaeyylook, 
About  the  busineta  jeesi  profidad  for  him. 
Are  ye  contem? 

•AaaAamo. 
We  will  not  intamipC 
A  parent's  sorrows. 

auawA. 
No,  yt  only  amka  th«i, 

Then  leave  them. 

ooai  (rMuf ). 
Sirs,  I  am  ready. 
BAasAaioo. 

No— not  now. 

■.OaBOAIIO. 

Yet 'twas  important 

j  IKMB. 

If 'twas  to,  I  can 

■   Only  repeat— I  am  ready. 


I  thank  you.    if  the  tBdiafi  which  you  bring 
Are  evil,  yon  may  say  them;  nothing  fufdHr 
Can  touch  me  more  than  him  thou  look'st  on  thera: 
If  they  be  9ood,  say  on;  yon  need  not /mr 
That  they  can  comfirtmt, 

Iwonldthayeoald! 


I  spoke  not  to  7011,  but  to  LnrediiWb 
Be  understands  me. 

HAaiMA. 

Ah !  I  thought  Ic  woold  ba  to. 


What  meanyouT 

MABUIA. 

Lo  there  is  the  blood  beginning 
To  flow  through  the  dead  Jipe  of  Foecari— 
The  body  bleed«  in  presenaoiDf  the  assassin. 

in 

Thou  cowardly  murderer  by  law,  behold 
How  death  itself  bears  witness  to  thy  deeds! 

oooi. 
My  child!  thu  is  a  phantasy  of  grief. 
Bear  hence  the  bodf  [16  kit  mUuuUmi$],    Signoea, 

it  pleaaeyon, 
Within  an  hour  I  *li  hear  you. 

'  [£xeiuUDoaB,MAUiiA,«Ml«ttnulBatt 
thehotfy] 

Jfcnanf  LoiBBtAuo  and 
•AaBAuao. 
Be 
Be  troubled  now. 

lobwaho. 
Ha  said  himself  tl 
Gould  give  him  trouble  hutther. 

BABBABIOO. 

These  an  vmdt; 
But  grief  is  lonely,  and  the  breaking  in 
Upon  it  barbarous. 


Somw  preys  upon 
lu  solitude,  and  nothing  moiu  diverts  it 
From  iu  nd  visions  of  the  olhir  worid 
Than  calling  it  at  momeMi  back  to  this. 
The  busy  have  no  time  for  tears. 

BABBABIM. 

And  therefore 
You  would  deprive  this  old  man  of  all  busiaiMr 

lobbbaho. 
The  thing's  decreed.    The  GianU  and  « the  Tern 
Have  made  it  law:  who  shall  oppose  that  Iaw7 

BAaBABiao. 
Humanity! 

MBBDAWO. 

Because  his  eon  is  dead? 

BABBAUOO. 

And  yet  unburiad. 

LOBBDAWO. 

Had  we  known  this  when 
The  act  was  passing  it  might  hava  iuspendad 
lu  passage,  but  impedes  it  not— apce  past.     . 
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■ABIAIIOO. 
IHnOCCOBMAC 

UkKKDAHO. 

Ton  have  cooseatcd  to 
All  that's  eatencial— leave  the  rest  to  me. 

BAtaAtlOO. 

Why  pKss  his  abdication  now? 

MIKDAlfO. 

Thefeelinsit 
Of  private  paanon  nay  not  inlcrrapt 
The  public  benefit;  and  what  the  ttate 
Decides  to^y  must  not  0ive  way  before 
To-morrow  fbr  a  natural  accident. 


iioo. 


Ton  have  a  son. 


LOIIDAMO. 

I  A«v«— and  had  a  father. 

BAKBAa:«0. 

StUlsoineioraMel 

LOaSOAMO. 

Still. 
aAiBAaioo. 
But  let  him 
Inter  his  son  before  we  press  upon  him 
This  edict. 

LOaiDAMO. 

Let  him  call  up  into  life 
My  sire  and  uncle— I  consent    Men  may» 
Even  ayed  men,  be,  or  appear  to  be. 
Sires  of  a  hundred  sons,  but  cannot  kindle 
An  atom  of  their  ancestors  from  earth. 
The  victims  are  not  equal:  he  has  seen 
His  SOBS  expire  by  natural  deaths,  and  I 
My  rires  by  violent  and  mysterious  maladies. 
I  used  BO  poison,  brfbed  no  subtle  master 
Of  the  deMructive  art  of  healing,  to 
Shorten  the  path  to  the  eternal  cure, 
lib  sons,  and  he  had  four,  are  dead,  without 
My  daUbling  in  vile  dmf|s. 

aAiBAaiao. 

And  art  thou  sure 
He  deak  in  such? 

LOIBDARO. 

Most  sure. 

•ABBABIOO. 

And  yet  he  se«ns 
All  openness. 

MBBOAirO. 

And  so  he  eeem'd  not  long 
Ago  to  GBrmagnuola. 

BABBABIOO. 

The  attainted 
And  foreign  traitorT 

LOBBDANO. 

Even  so :  when  Jb«, 
After  the  very  night  in  which  « the  Ten* 
(Join'd  with  the  Doge)  decided  his  destruction, 
Met  the  great  Duke  at  day-break  with  a  jest. 
Demanding  whether  he  should  augur  him 
«  The  good  day  or  good  night  ?n  hii  Doge-ship  ans^ 
•  That  be  in  truth  had  pass'd  a  night  of  vigil, 
In  which  (he  added  with  a  gracious  smile) 
There  often  has  been  question  about  you.»  ■ 
*Twas  true;  the  question  was  the  death  resolved 
Of  Garmagnuola,  eight  months  ere  he  died; 

*  Aa  kiMwiwI  fact. 


rer'd, 


And  the  old  Doge,  who  kn«w  hfan  doMi*d«  HDiled  on  Mb 

With  deadly  rofnage,  eight  long  numdia 

Eight  months  of  such  hypoerisf  aa  ia 

Lepmt  but  in  eighty  years.    Btavi 

Is  dead ;  so  are  yonng  Foscari  and  his 

I  never  saiilail  on  A«n. 

BABBABIOO. 

Waa  Garmagnnob 
YourfriendT 

LoamABOb 
He  was  the  safeganid  of  the  dty. 
In  early  life  its  foe,  but,  in  his  manhood!, 
lu  saviour  first,  then  victins. 

BABBABIOO. 

AhttfantaeeDM 
The  penalty  of  saving  cities.    Ha 
Whom  we  now  act  agiunst  not  only  saved 
Our  own,  but  added  others  to  her  sway. 

UBBBAXO. 

The  Romans  (and  we  ape  iImbb)  gave  a  crown 

To  him  who  took  a  city;  and  diey  gave 

A  crown  to  him  who  saved  a  cttlaea 

In  battle :  the  rewards  are  equal.    How, 

If  we  should  measnrs  forth  the  cities  token 

by  the  Doge  Foscari,  with  citiaena 

Destroy  d  by  him,  or  Htnmgk  him,  the  ncooiuit 

Were  fearfully  against  him,  allbou^  imrrow'd 

To  privau  havoc,  such  as  betweea  hina 

Afid  my  dead  father. 

BABBABIOOw 

Are  you  then  thoa  fis'd? 

LOBBOABO. 

Why,  what  should  change  me? 

BABBABIOO. 

That  which  changes  bk: 
But  you,  I  know,  are  marble  to  iccain 
A  feud.    But  when  all  is  aeeomplidi'd,  when 
The  old  man  is  deposed,  his  nane  dtginikd. 
His  sons  are  dead,  his  family  depraBs'd* 
And  you  and  yours  triumphant,  diall  yon  sleep! 

bOBBOAJIO. 

More  soundly. 

BABBABiaO. 

That's  an  error,  and  jou'U  find  it 
Ere  you  sleep  with  your  fathetB. 

UOBBDAMO. 

Theyaleqpaot 
In  their  accelerated  graves,  nor  will 
Till  Foscari  fills  his.    Each  night  I  see  them 
Stalk  frowning  round  my  conch,  smd,  pointing  toeardb 
The  ducal  palace,  marshal  me  to  vengeance. 

BABBABIOO. 

Fancy's  distemperature !  There  is  no  pattsion 
More  spectral  or  fuitastical  than  hate ; 
Not  even  its  Of^posiie,  love,  so  peoples  air 
With  phantoms,  as  this  msdness  of  the  heart. 

Enter  an.  Offeer, 

LOBBOANO. 

Where  go  you,  sirrah? 

orricBS. 

By  the  ducal  order 
To  forward  the  preparatory  rites 
For  the  late  Foscari's  interment. 

BABBABIOO. 

Their 
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hu  been  often  open'd  of  late  year*. 

LOtBDANO. 

be  full  soon,  and  may  be  doied  for  erer. 

OFFICII. 

pass  on  7 

LOIBDANO. 

You  may. 

BARBABIGO. 

llow  bears  tbe  Doge 
asl  calamity? 

OFFIGia. 

With  desperate  firmness. « 
scnce  of  another  he  says  little, 
perceive  \m  lips  move  now  and  then ; 
>ncp  or  IV ire  I  heard  him,  from  the  adjoining 
ment,  mutter  forth  the  words — «  My  son!» 
>  audibly.     I  must  proceed. 

[Exit  OfficT. 

BABBABISO. 

This  Stroke 
novc  all  Venice  in  his  favour. 

LOBBDANO. 

Riglit ! 
ust  he  speedy :  let  m  call  together 
rlc(;nt(>s  appointed  to  convey 
ouncil's  resolution. 

BABBABIGO. 

I  protest 
St  it  at  this  moment. 

LOBBDANO. 

As  you  please — 
ke  their  voices  on  it  nevertheless, 
ee  whose  most  may  sway  them,  yours  or  mine. 

[Exeunt  Babbabmo  and  Lobbdamo. 

ACT  V. 

SCENE   I. 

The  Dogb's  Afartment, 

Tkb  Dog  I  amf  Attbndant. 

ATTBNDiirr. 

rd,  the  deputation  is  in  waiting; 

dd,  that  if  another  hour  would  better 

-d  with  your  will,  they  will  make  it  theirs. 

DOGB. 

e  all  hours  are  like.    Let  them  approach. 

[Exit  jiUendanL 

AN  OFFICBB. 

e !  I  have  done  your  bidding. 

DOGB. 

What  command? 

OFFICBB. 

lancholy  one — to  call  the  attendance 

DOGB. 

True — trup-^true;  I  crave  yoor  pardon.     I 

to  f.iil  ill  npprrhenMon,  and 
vrry  old — old  almost  as  my  years. 
low  f  fnu(;ht  them  off,  but  they  begin 
rcrinke  nu*. 

rr  tfie  Deputntion^  consisting  of  six  of  the  Signory, 
and  the  Obibf  of  tib  Tbn.] 

Noble  men,  your.pleasore ! 


ciisr  or  T»  tbn. 
In  the  first  place,  the  Cocuicil  doth  condole 
With  the  Doge  on  his  late  and  pritate  grief. 

DOGB. 

No  more — no  more  of  that. 

CaiBF  or  TIB  TBN. 

Will  not  the  Duke 
.\ccept  the  homage  of  respect  T 

DOOB. 

Ido 
Accept  it  as 't  is  given — proceed. 

caiKr  or  t«b  tbn. 

•  The  Ten,* 
With  a  selected  giunta  from  the  senate 
Of  twenty-five  of  the  best  bom  patricians. 
Having  deliberated  on  the  state 
Of  the  republic,  and  the  o'erwhelming  cares 
Which,  at  this  moment,  doubly  must  oppress 
Your  years,  so  long  devoted  to  your  country. 
Have  judged  it  fitting,  with  all  reverence,  ^ 

Now  to  solicit  from  your  wisdom  (which 
Upon  reflexion  must  accord  in  this), 
The  resignation  of  the  ducal  ring, 
Which  you  have  worn  so  long  and  venerably; 
And,  to  prove  that  tliey  arc  not  ungrateful  nor 
Cold  to  your  years  and  services,  tliey  add 
An  appanage  of  twenty  hundred  golden 
Ducats,  to  make  rrtirement  not  Icm  splendid 
,Than  should  become  a  sovereign's  retrcaL 

DOGB. 

Did  I  hear  rightly  T 

CIIBT  or  TIB  TBN. 

Need  I  say  again  ? 

DOGB. 

No. — Have  you  done? 

Cllir  or  TIB  TBN. 

'  I  have  spoken.    Twenty-four 
Hours  are  accorded  you  to  give  an  answer. 

DOGB. 

I  shall  not  need  so  many  seconds. 

CIIBP  or  TKB  TBN. 

We 
Will  now  retire. 

DOGB. 

Stay !    Four  and  twenty  hours 
Will  alter  nothing  which  I  have  to  say. 

ciiar  or  tii  ni. 
Speak! 

DO«l. 

When  f  twice  before  reiterated    • 
My  wish  to  abdicate,  it  was  refused  me ; 
And  not  alone  refused,  but  ye  eaacted 
An  oath  from  me  that  I  would  never  more 
Renew  this  mstance.     I  have  sworn  to  die 
In  full  exertion  of  the  functions  which 
My  country  calPd  me  liere  to  exercise. 
According  to  my  honour  and  my  conscience — 
I  cannot  break  my  oath. 

CIIBP  OF  TIB  TBN. 

Reduce  us  not 
To  the  alternative  of  a  decre# 
Instead  of  your  compliance. 

IWGB. 

Providence 
Prolongs  my  days  to  prove  and  chasten  me ; 
But  ye  have  no  right  to  reproach  my  length 
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diiv  or  TU  noL 
Tec  go  Bot  forth  lojqiiieUy. 

I  tm  old,  air. 
And  even  to  mof*  but  dowlj  moit  begia 
To  mote  betiniat.    Ifaddnks  I  Mt  ■mooftf  you 
A  Imce  I  know  not    toiitor!  your  Mme, 
Too,  by  your  garb,  Quel  of  Che  Forty ! 


8i|pior, 


I  im  the  MO  of  Marco  MMBmo. 

OOOB. 

Ah! 
Tour fiuher  vat  my  frieiid.>-Bat  tons  •nd  fathers! 
What,  ho!  my  ienrantt  there! 

ATTBHDAirr. 

My  prince ! 

DOOK. 

No  prince-^ 
There  ar^  the  princet  of  the  prince! 

[PoiitCfiif  Id  Che  Teit'f  De^^utation. 
Prepare 
To  part  from  hence  upon  the  instant 
csiar  or  tbb  tbh. 

Why 
So  raihlyT  't  will  give  scandal. 

OOOB. 

Answwthat; 

[Te  Che  r«M. 
It  is  yoor  profioea.— 49ira,  bestir  yoorselfcsc 

[To  Che  Servenis. 
There  is  one  bnrthen  which  I  beg  you  bear 
With  care,  althoogh  *t  is  past  all  further  harm-^ 
Bat  I  will  look  to  that  myself. 

•AasAaioo. 

He  means 
Ihe  body  of  his  son. 

DOSE. 

And  call  Marina, 
My  dan(|;hter! 

£nfer  Masiiia. 


Elsewhere. 


DOCK. 

Get  thee  ready,  we  most  mourn 

u   MiaiHA. 

And  evsiY  where. 

OOOB. 

True;  but  in  freedom, 
Without  these  jealous  q>ie8  upon  the  great 
Signors,  you  may  depart:  what  would  you  morel 
We  are  going:  do  you  fear  that  we  shall  bear 
Thepalace  with  us!    Its  olil  walls  ten  times 
As  oU  as  I  am,  and  I  *m  vsry  old, 
Have  served  you,  so  have  I,  and  I  and  they 
Gould  tall  a  tale;  but  I  invoke  them  not 
To  fall  upon  yon!  else  they  woold,  as  erst 
The  pillars  o&  stone  Dagon's  temple  on 
The  Israelite  and  his  Philistine  fbes. 
Such  power  I  do  believe  there  might  exist 
In  such  a  cune  as  mine,  provoked  by  such 
As  you;  but  I  curse  not.     Adieu,  good  signors! 
May  the  next  duke  be  better  than  the  present! 

LOaXDANO. 

The  f»resefiC  dake  is  Pascal  MaUpiero. 


Hoc  tin  I  pMB  the  threshold  of 

U»BBBAirO. 

Saint  Mark'a  gmit  hell  is  aooo  aJbooC  CotoU 

For  his  inangoration. 


Berth  and  heuven ! 
Te  win  reverberate  this  peal;  and  I 
Live  to  hear  this !— theirst  doge  arho  e'er  heard 
Such  sound  for  his  snceeasor!     Happier  he. 
My  attvnted  predecessor,  stem  Fafiero 
This  insult  at  the  least  was  spared  hint. 

lABBDAVO. 

What! 
Do  you  regret  a  traitor? 


Ho— I  BBcrelY 

Envy  the  dead. 

Gllir  or  TBB  TSK. 

My  lord,  if  yoa  indeed 
Are  bent  upon  this  rash  abandoamenC 
Of  the  suie's  palace,  at  the  least  retire 
By  the  private  staircase,  which  cooductt  you  tova 
The  landing-place  of  the  canaL 


No.     I 

Will  now  descend  the  stairs  by  which  I  mounted 
To  sovereignty — the  Gianf s  Stairs,  on  whose 
Broad  eminence  I  was  invested  duke. 
My  services  have  calTd  me  up  those  stepe. 
The  malice  of  my  foes  wiU  drive  me  dotWB  theat 
rXiere  five  and  thirty  years  ago  waa  I 
InstaU'd,  and  traversed  these  same  haUa  from  wUd 
I  never  thought  to  be  divorced  except 
A  corse — a  corse,  it  might  be,  fighting  for  them~ 
But  not  push'd  hence  by  fellow^tiaens. 
But,  come ;  my  son  and  I  wiU  go  together- 
He  to  his  grave,  and  I  to  pray  for  mine. 

cBixr  or  TBB  Tan. 
What,  thus  in  public  7 

DOGB. 

I  was  publicly 
Elected,  and  so  will  I  be  deposed. 
Marina!  art  thou  willing! 

MAllNA. 

Here  's  my  arm ! 

DOOB. 

And  here  my  utaff:  thus  propp'd  wiU  I  go  forth. 

CBixr  or  TBB  tbh. 
It  must  not  be— the  people  wiU  perceive  it 

DOCK. 

The  people  1— There  's  no  people,  you  wdl  know  k. 
Else  you  dare  not  deal  thus  by  them  or  me. 
There  is  a  popuiace,  perhajps,  whose  looks 
May  shame  you;  but  they  dare  not  groun  nor  cane 
Save  with  their  hearts  and  eyes. 

CBIXr   or   TBB   TBN. 

Ton  speak  in  past 

Else 

DOGK. 

You  have  reason.     I  have  spoken  mad 
More  than  my  wont;  it  is  alkible  which 
Was  not  of  mine,  but  more  excuses  you. 
Inasmuch  as  it  shows  that  I  approach 
A  dotage  which  may  justify  this  deed 
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t,  ahhougk  the  law  does  Dot,  nor  will. 
1,  sin. 

BAIBAIIOO. 

Toa  shall  not  depart  without 
>rt  fitting  past  and  present  rank. 
I  accompany,  with  due  respect, 
ic  unto  liis  private  palace.    Say, 
hrcn,  will  ive  not? 

OirntlENT  TOICIS. 

Ay!— Ay! 

DOGB. 

You  shall  not 
I  my  train,  at  lea^t.     I  entered  here 
reign — I  go  out  as  citizen 
•>amc  portals ;  hut  as  citizen, 
r.  vain  ccromoniex  are  hase  insults, 
only  ulcerate  the  heart  the  more, 
ig  poisons  there  as  antidotes. 
s  for  princes— 1  am  none! — That's  false, 
ut  only  to  these  gates. — Ah ! 

LOtKDA.IO. 

Hark! 
[  The  great  bell  of  Saint  Mark's  tolls. 

BAtBiRIGO. 

II! 

CRIBr  or  TBK  TB!f. 

Saint  Mark's,  which  tolls  for  the  election 
ipicro. 

DOGB. 

Well  I  recognize 
und  I    I  heard  it  once,  but  once  before, 
at  is  five  and  thirty  years  ago; 
len  I  was  notyoung. 

BABBABIOO. 

Sit  down,  my  lord! 

emble. 

DOGB. 

Tis  the  knell  of  my  poor  boy! 
irt  aches  bitterly. 

BARBABIGO. 

I  pray  you  sit. 

I>0GE. 

y  seat  here  li^been  a  throne  till  bow. 

I !  let  us  go. 

MABI.^A. 

Itfost  readily. 
DOGE  {walks  a  few  steps^  Aen  stops). 
I  thirst — -will  no  one  bring  me  here 
of  water? 

BABBABIGO. 

I 

MABINA. 
And  I 

LOBBDANO. 

And  I 

f  Doge  takes  a  goblet  from  the  hand9/lMitDkno. 

DOGB. 

yours,  Lorcdano,  from  the  hand 
it  for  luch  au  hour  as  this. 

LOBEOANO. 

Why  so? 

.    DOGE. 

lid  that  our  VenflRn  crystal  has 
pure  iiutip:ithy  to  poison^,  as 
rst  if  aught  of  venom  touches  it. 
ore  this  goblet,  and  it  is  not  broken. 


LOIIDAHO. 

Well,  sir! 

DOGB. 

Then  it  is  fslse,  or  you  are  tme. 
For  my  own  part,  I  credit  neither;  *t  is 
An  idle  legend. 

MABUA. 

You  t^  wildly,  and 
Had  better  now  be  seated,  nor  as  yet 
Depart.    Ah !  now  you  Ic^  as  look'd  my  husband* 

BAinBICO. 

He  sinks! — support  him! — quick— a  chair— support  him! 

DOGB. 

The  bell  tolls  on! — let's  hence — my  brain's  on  fire! 

BABBABIGO. 

I  do  beseech  you,  lean  upon  us ! 

I»OGB. 

No! 
A  soTcreign  should  die  standing,     lly  poor  boy! 
Off  with  your  arms !—  That  Ml! 

[Ttie  DoGB  drops  dowm^  and  dUs, 

MABINA. 

My  God!  my  God! 

BABBABIGO  (to  LOBBDANO). 

Behold !  your  work '%  completed ! 

CliBT  or  TBB  TBIf. 

Is  there  then 
No  aid?     Call  in  assistance ! 

ATTBIfOANT. 

Tis  all  over. 

CfllBF  or  TAB  TBN. 

If  it  be  so,  at  least  his  obsequies 

Shall  be  such  as  befits  his  name  and  nation. 

His  rank  and  his  devotion  to  the  duties 

Of  the  realm,  while  his  age  permitted  him 

To  do  himself  and  them  full  justice.     Brethren, 

Say,  shall  it  not  be  soT 

BABBABIGO. 

He  has  not  had 
The  misery  to  die  a  subject  where 
He  reign'd :  then  let  his  funeral  rites  be  princely. 

CHIEF  or  THE  TBN. 

We  are  agreed,  then  ? 

Allf  except  Lobbdano,  answer 
Yes.    I 

CBIEr  or  TIB  TBIt. 

Het*en*s  peace  be  with  him. 

MABIIIA. 

Signors,  your  pardon :  this  is  mockery. 

Juggle  no  more  with  that  poor  remnant,  irtuch, 

A  moment  since,  while  yet  it  had  a  soul 

(A  soul  by  whom  you  hav«  hicreased  your  empire. 

And  made  your  power  as  proud  as  was  his  glory) 

You  banish'd  from  his  palace,  and  tore  down 

From  his  high  place  with  such  relentless  coldness : 

And  now,  when  he  can  neither  know  these  honours. 

Nor  would  accept  ihcm  if  he  could,  you,  signorB, 

Purpose,  with  idle  and  superfluous  pomp. 

To  make  a  pageant  over  what  you  trai^led. 

A  princely  funeral  will  be  your  reproach. 

And  not  his  honour.  f 

CBIBr  or  TBB  TEN. 

Lady,  we  revoke  not 
Our  purposes  so  readily. 

MABIKA. 


I  know  it. 
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Ah  for  h%  touches  lortaring  tlir  liTing. 

I  thought  the  dead  had  bc^n  beyoud  ^rrn  yoUf 

Thiiu(;h  (itoinc,  no  doubt), coiisifjii'd  to  iMtweni  which  may 

Rr<u>iiible  that  you  cxcrriiM*  on  rartli. 

I<eavc  him  In  me;  yon  would  luvc  done  so  for 

His  dregs  of  life,  which  you  have  kiudly  shorten'd : 

It  is  my  Inst  of  duties,  and  nay  prove 

A  dreary  comfort  iu  my  dnolation. 

(>rief  is  fantastical,  and  Invet  the  dead. 

And  the  apparel  of  the  grave. 

CHiir  OP  Ab  ten. 
I)o  you 
Pretend  still  to  this  office? 

M41I1IA. 

I  do,  signer. 
Though  his  possessions  hnve  been  all  ron>umed 
In  the  state's  service,  I  have  still  my  dowry, 
Which  slinll  be  consecrated  to  his  rites, 
And  those  of [She  stops  with  agitation. 

CBIEF  or  TBS  TE!f. 

Best  retain  it  fur  your  children. 
Ay,  ihry  are  fiillierlcss,  I  thank  you. 

CHIEF  or  THE  TEN. 

Wc 

Cannot  comply  with  your  request.     Wis  relics 
Shall  be  exposed  with  wnntetl  pomp,  and  follow'd 
Tnto  their  home  by  the  new  Doge,  not  clad 
As  DotfCt  but  simply  a^  n  senator. 

MARl.<«i. 

I  ha\e  hennl  of  murderers,  who  have  interred 

Their  victims;  but  ne'er  hiMtd,  until  this  hour, 

Of  no  murh  splendour  in  hypocrisy 

O'er  Uinsc  they  slew.     I  've  heanl  oF  widows'  tears — 

Alas!  I  have  shed  some — always  thanks  to  you! 

I  *ve  heard  of  heirs  in  sables — ynu  have  left  none 

To  the  deceased,  so  you  vtould  act  the  i>art 

Of  such.     Well,  sirs,  your  will  be  done!  as  one  day, 

1  trust.  Heaven's  will  be  done  too! 

CIIIEP  or  TIE  TEN. 

Know  you,  lady, 
To  whom  ye  speak,  and  perils  of  such  s|K*ecli? 

MARl.ti. 

I  know  the  former  bciier  than  yourselves; 
The  latter — Uke  yourselves;  and  can  face  both. 
Wisli  you  more  funerals  t 

■ABBARIGO. 

Heed  not  her  rasli  words ! 
tier  circumstances  must  excuse  her  bearing. 

CUISr  or  THE  TEN. 

We  will  not  note  tliem  down. 

B4BBABIOO  {turning  to  lobbimno,  who  is  writing  upon 

his  tahleU). 

Wliat  art  thou  writing. 
With  Huch  an  earnest  brow,  upon  thy  tablets? 

LOBEDANO  (pointing  to  C/ie  doge's  (km//). 
Tliat  he  lias  paid  mc ! ' 

CBiar  OF  THE  TEN. 

^  Wliat  debt  did  he  owe  you  ? 

I.OBEUANO. 

▲  long  and  just  oue;  nature's  debt  and  mine. 

\Curtuin  fulls. 
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Extrait  de  tHistoire  de  In  RiipubUque  de  reniu,  ptr 
P.  DarUf  de  tJcatUmie  fran^aise,     Tomu  3. 

Depuis  trenle  nns,  la  r^publique  n'a«-ait  pas  depoM^U 
armes.  Elle  avait  acquis  les  provinr«>«  dc  Brescia,  (W 
Dergame,  de  Cn^me,  ct  la  principaiilc  dc  R.ivenne. 

Mais  ees  guerret  continuellcs  fiaisaienc  l>eancoup  df 
malheureux  et  de  mecontents.  1^  (Io(;e  FranrdL*  F«i«- 
cari,  a  qui  on  ue  pouvait  pardouner  dVn  avoir  rte  1^  pro- 
moleur,  manifcsla  uue  sccondc  foift,  r.n  1 443,  pt  prDb3LI^ 
ment  avec  plus  de  sincerite  que  la  premiere,  rintwrina 
d'abdiquer  mi  dignite.  Le  ronseil  s'y  rvftuta  encore.  1)3 
a\ait  exigi*  de  lui  le  ferment  de  ne  plus  quttier  le  dt^^ 
II  elait  deja  avanee  dans  la  vietlln^sr,  coiuwrrvant  cepn- 
dant  beaucoup  de  force  de  tete  et  dc  oaracierv,  et  jnui*. 
sant  de  la  gloire  d'a\oir  vu  la  republique  cteudreaa  Ion 
le^  limiles  de  ses  domaincs  pendant  iton  admini<*tratJoiL 
Au  milieu  de  ces  prosperites,  do  grands  rliagrinf  *io- 
rent  mettre  a  repreiive  la  fcrmete  dc  son  ante. 

S(m  fiU.  Jacques  Foscari,  fut  accuse,  en  i4)5,d*a%ur 
rerii  des  pn'sents  de  quelque^;  princes  ou  seigneurs  eiran- 
gets,  iiotaminenl,  disaii-on,  du  due  dc  Milan,  RiiLppe 
Vi^conii.     C'rtait  non  seulement  uue  hnsscsftc,  niaj«  uiv  ' 
infraction  des  lois  positives  de  la  n^publiquc. 

liC  coiiM'il  d***  dix  traita  cettc  afl^irc  comme  «*il  ir  fit  ; 
agi  dun  delit  commis  par  un  particulicr  obscur.  L'J^  . 
CUM}  fut  ameni!  devant  ses  juges,  dcrant  Ic  duge.qui  w 
cnit  pas  pou\oir  s'abstenir  de  prcsider  Ic  tribunal  La. 
il  futintern»(;<'-,appliqiii;h  la  question,'  declare coupaUr. 
el  il  enteiidii,  de  la  bouche  de  son  pcrc,  I'arrct  qoi  t 
condaninait  11  un  banissement  pcrpctuci,  el  le  ivleguaii 
a  N>.iples  de  llonianie,  i>our  y  linir  scs  jnur«. 

Embaniue  sur  uue  galere  {tour  &c  rcndrc  an  lieu  de  ma 
exil,  il  tomba  malade  a  Trieste.  Les  solioiCations  du 
doje  obtiorent,  non  sans  difficnilc,  qu  on  lui  assignat  uor  | 
autre  n'-sidenre.  Enfin  le  cnnscil  des  dix  lui  permit  di- 
se  retirer  a  Tri'\is«',  en  hii  imposnnt  rohligjtinn  dyret- 
ter  sous  peine  de  inort,  ft  de  se  pn'rsenrcr  tou»  lesjoor*  ; 
devant  le  (■ou\enj('iu'.  j 

II  y  riail  depuis  cinq  ans  lorsqu*^  des  chefs  du  eooviJ 
des  dix  fut  assjiss-inr.  1a>s  ^onprons  se  porlcrent  surhri 
un  de  srs  domcstiqiu^s  qii'on  avait  vu  a  Venise  fut  ami^ 
el  subit  la  torture,  l^s  boiim>aux  nc  parent  luiamcbrr  ■ 
aiicmi  avrii.  Ce  trrrible  tribunal  s«  fit  amencrlemaitfv. ; 
le  souinii  aux  mOines  epreuves ;  il  resista  u  tons  Ics  low- 
ments,  necessant  d'at tester  son  innocence  ;>  nuisooor 


'  •  L'ku  frtyafti. ■     An  lu*toiii  ■!  Tjit. 
ky  I*.  Darn.  p«g«  4>*i  vol-  " 


5<«-   ihr  lliftnry  orVeniir, 


'  E  diugli  l«  con\»  |.rr  atrrc  d«  lui  U  rrtUk  ;  rhiamace  il  csM^li- 
de'  diiriiolU  C'uoti.  m-l  ^-i-lf  fu  nie»«cr  lo  tfi-Q.,  fa  iMlicaiiakw— 
(Mjrin  S«auii>  Viir  d»'  Dudii,  F.  Fo»c«ri.) 

*  E  fu  tomiQUtn  D^t  mat  c^urrtu)  com  tlruna.  pprv  mit*  al  »•■ 
•iClioda'dirridiroafiMrloiD  *iti  alL  OitiM.  (Itud.)  VoKiUfnuJ' 
ju(;rm«ni :  .CiMI  JaMbui  Foic.ii  per  «Hi.j.ioaetn  prrcu.Mo.i.  •!  am  f 
Hermolai  DonatI  fuit  rttrntu*  n  namiutu*.  ei  pr..pirrai(B.|i„ti««. 
l*«iiGrationn.  ri  MripiDra.qur  habeaiur  conlr^  eum.  claw  appml  if^  | 
fum  Fwr  rrum  rrioiinit  prrdirti,  ird  propicr  iDC*BiaiM»»»*,  fi  tfif-* 
qnr  iibi  reperu  %unt,  de  quil.ii«  tsittil  indi«.-ij  mjaircMa.  »U«ur 
pr^.plfr  obktinauin  m«.ntem  lujte.  non  cue  pRuilMle  ritrali#rr  tb 
ipiu  illam  reriuirm.  qua>  .  Ura  r»t  prr  •eripiar..  ct  p<-r  u«tibcatio»ft. 
quiinijin  in  fun*  aliquant  ner  »orrra.  nrc  Hmiium.  •«.!  t^'.am  inir* 
denliK  »ore«  ip«r  vide  tnr  et  auJiiur  infra  ac  icMjui,   nc.   .  Tan** 

non   rii  •inn.tiim  in  utit   l«rminit.   p«pi«r  bonorcm   aiatHa  Main  *: 


•ac  ir  ri  quia  inirrdiiCum  .^i  amplina  pri.^i .  Jerr  -  vaid.t  pan  q.rl 
linn.  J4iol>u«  ro*.iri,  |.r..pir,  f ,  qu*  li.Uoiur  J«  ,I|n.  »iiuui  •« 
■  iiriniiim  in  ,  ifii.i..  C.ii- r,.  rl< .  .Notice  MrU  prfK^adc  J«n|UH  Fm- 
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oblrnir  qurJqiv  a<loiici««fDeii(  i  n  d^porlklioa.  K'o] 
leoRnl  hull  rl  siacbuii  qur  U  (Fmurf|u'iDtpinillf  «gr 
trildpBillxneliiipcmaellailpaiireifi^rH'delmuTcTddii 
Venue  uiir  uulc  rail  qui  I'dkl  en  B  hnur,  il  lii  uc 

Qom  d4»  boon  oflicMqueSfarcefltiilrc^uidu  cbeFdel 
r^ublique^  iL  itoplardii  ma  irjicrvtaiioa  ea  bieur  d'n 


mcB,  eo  di'bMrqiuDI  b  VvaUe,  de  b  rcmcdreHdd 
Iribuul^     L'licnuire  vnflian,  qui  panii  plus  i&Pr,  np- 
porte  quF  In  iFiin  (u(  lurpriir  par  ud  fipioii,  iiiacUe 

pu  di  I'fiiij.  • 

FoKiri.  n^lmncr  Is  pFotcciian  d'nn  prince  imt 
iait  un  rriniD,ilnni  ud  lujel  dr  !■  republique.  Uns 
l^rr  parljt  tuf-le^bAinp  pour  I'dnuncr  duii  1h  priioji* 

Cfaii  van  uaealttn  dtiliuie  pour  le  ciloycn  d'uH  n- 
puLJiquee[pour  JefiUffim  prince,  d'etre  [roit  fou  dnDt 

d'lulJinL  plu4  oilieuH,  quVUe  u'atail  poial  d'nl^el,  Ic  ^it 
qu'ou  Avail  4  lui  rrprocber  i<uiil  inconlemblc 

QuiudoDdenuul**  TiccuK,  diu  la  inKrvallcI  quF 
|p«  IrtiinraiiT  lui  jirpordflicni.  pourquoi  il  b*w<  ^ciil  Ui 
rni'r" '■"'"■>  III'  f-^'lft'^iii,  il  r^pnadil  quv  c'^Uil  pr& 


irabtleui 


pjipriifcoa  pciidablu^aLj,  Cclte  ri|[arHA  i^nnt  on  uaj 
eatm  un  nulbcumi  ^lali  viu  douu  odiruv;  miij 
CBUt  poiili(|uF,  qui  defcndail  k  idu  Ici  eiloycDi  de  Aiir 


je  [Ji  doul 


iBilc,    t>  nf  fui  poini  din>  fiou'riri 
wFcmnic.  ■crompionr'a 
nrfwiccihWcd'iaGi 


unp*ni«lo|[i''nji 


main*  di«loi|u*ci  par  hArturf.  pour  Icnupplijr  dr  ■o^ 
Uciier  qnelque  adDueiia«tDnit  k  h  aenltnce  qnl  TVnail 
iT^rrc  proDODc^  coalrv  Ink  ^<*o  p^  ni[  le  cour^uc  de 
Son,  man  (IK  mpcci 


qmi  pour  <^ndi 


nmnnuE^b  tFipKunc.-'     A  chiodU 
rinFort^Bqui  ful  lur-lKliamp  embu- 


I 


fltn,  quiiiHt  loni 
plaiam;  quLne  !'■ 


inmitre  buie  n'diait  qu'i 


ibordequc  povr  Ju 
,  lui  iolerdit  let  m 


rymnniB  peul  obtrDir  de  I'etj 


(,iDi!li|ue  icmpi  apibrajujemaiii,  nnd^cnatrit  l»vd- 
lablc  aureuc  da  [aMauInoU  dam  JicquH  rmr^|inr 
il  la  peiu  |  n4K  >'  n'lililt  pint  leoipa  de  r^pWWMItt 
rfjCDiujlLilirctlflntaibflummelallmi 

11  mr  mic  i  neoaur  la  luiu  dn  i 
LIli^lpiRli^aHriburarimpAIieaArqi 


iS?"""'?^ 


MnnellenKnl  Jaequn  Lor^dan,  run  dc>  clich  du  a 

uiuliaine  bnvdiuintl  qui  depuii  feog-lEinpi  di 

Pnii;«>  Fouari  anit  naji  it  la  tiiir  crat  , 
Hnni  H  fille  k  nitniirc  amirat  P\rm  Lai«dan,  pour  un 
eutHIi.     L'aliiince  giiil  ^if  RJcLh,  Fl  rioimiti 
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d^ux  families  s'en  ^tait  accrue.  Dans  tous  les  rooseiU, 
dans  toutes  les  afFaires,  le  doge  trouvait  toujours  les  Lo- 
redan  pr^ts  a  combatlre  ses  propositions  ou  «cb  inlerdts. 
II  lui  ^chappa  un  jour  de  dire  qu'il  ne  se  croirait  recllc- 
inent  prince  que  lorsque  Pierre  Ixtrcdan  aurait  cesse  de 
vivre.  Get  amiral  mourut  quelque  temps  apres  d'une 
incommodite  a^itez  promjiCB  qu'on  ne  put  ezpliquer.  II 
u'en  fallut  pns  davantageHk  malveillants  pour  insinuer 
que  Francois  Foscan,  ayant  dntre  cettc  mort,  pouvait 
bien  Tavoir  hat<^. 

Ces  bruits  s'accreditirent  encore  lorsqu'on  vit  aussi 
p^rir  subitemcnt  Marc  I^rcdan,  frcre  de  Pierre,  et  cela 
dans  Ic  moment  ou,  en  sa  qunlitc  d'a\of;ador,  il  inftrui- 
sait  un  proems  contre  Andr^  Auiato,  gcndre  du  do^^e, 
accuse  de  peculat.  On  ecrrmsur  la  tombc  de  I'amiral 
qu'il  avatt  etc  enle\e  a  la  patrie  par  le  poison. 

II  n'y  avait  aucuue  preuve,  aucun  indicc  contre  Fran* 
^ois  Foscari,  aucuue  raison  nieme  do  le  soup<;onner. 
^)uand  sa  vie  enliere  n'aurait  pas  dementi  une  imputa- 
tion au»\  odicuse,  il  Mivail  que  son  rang  ne  lui  promci- 
taii  ni  I'impunite  ni  memc  I'indulgence.  La  mort  tra. 
gique  de  I'un  do  scs  proddcossours  Ten  avortissait,  el 
il  n'avait  que  trop  d'cxeniplos  domcstiquos  du  soin  quo 
le  conscil  des  dix  prenuit  d'humilier  Ic  chef  de  la  repu- 
blique. 

Cependant,  Jacque<i  Loredan,  fils  de  Pierre,  croyait  ou 
feignait  de  croire  a%oir  a  \eoger  les  portes  de  sa  famille. ' 
Dans  ses  livres  do  comptes  (car  il  fuisait  le  commerce, 
commea  cette  cpoque  presque  tous  les  patriclons),  il  avait 
iascrit  de  sa  propre  main  le  doge  au  nombre  de  ses  dcbi- 
teurs,  pour  la  mort,  y  etait-il  dit,  de  mon  pere  et  de  mon 
oncle. '  De  I'autre  cole  du  registre,  il  avait  laisso  une 
page  en  blanc,  poury  fuiro  mention  du  recouvroment 
de  cette  dette,  et  en  offct,  apres  la  perto  du  doge,  il  ecri- 
vil  nr  son  registre:  il  mc  I'a  pay(^;,  Iha pagata. 

Jacques  Ixtredan  fut  olu  membre  du  conseil  des  dix, 
en  devint  un  des  trois  chefs,  ct  se  promit  bien  de  profiter 
de  cette  occasion  pour  accomplir  la  vengeance  qu'il  me- 
ditait. 

Le  doge,  en  sortant  de  la  terrible  opreuve  qu'il  venait 
de  subir,  pendant  le  proces  de  son  fils,  selait  retire  an 
fond  de  son  palai<:  incapable  de  se  livrer  auv  affaires, 
consume  de  chagrins,  accable  de  vieillcsse,  il  ne  se  mon- 
trait  plus  en  public,  ni  ni^me  dans  les  conseils.  Cette 
rctraite,  si  facile  a  expliquer  dans  un  vieillard  octogenaire 
si  malheureux,  deplut  aux  decemvirs,  qui  voulureut  y 
voir  un  murmuro  contre  leurs  arrets. 

Loredan  commenca  par  se  plaindre  devant  ses  col- 
logues du  tort  que  les  infirmites  du  doge,  son  absence  des 
conseils,  apportaient  a  IVxpedition  des  affairw;  il  finit 
par  hasanler  et  roussit  a  faire  agn^r  la  proporition  de  le 
deposer.  Ge  n'etail  pas  la  premiere  fois  que  Yenise  avail 
pour  prince  un  homme  daMlIa  caducitc:  I'usage  ct  les 
lois  y  avaiont  pourvu:  dans  ces  circonstances  le  doge 
^tait  supplee  par  le  plus  ancien  du  conseil.  Ici,  cela  ne 
suffisait  pas  aux  ennemis  de  Foscari.  Pour  donner  plus 
de  solennile  k  la  deliberation,  le  conseil  det  dix  demanda 
une  adjonction  de  vingt-cinq  sena tours ;  mais  comme  on 
n'en  ^non^ait  pas  I'objet,  et  quo  le  gran<l  conseil  ^tait 
loin  de  le  soup^onner,  il  se  trouva  que  Mire  Foscari, 
^r«  du  dogo,  Icur  fut  donue  pour  Tun  des  adjoints. 
As  lieu  de   I'admettre  k   la  deliberation,  ou  de   re* 

*  ll«u-c  umea  iajuri«i  qiMmvi*  imaQiairut  oun  l«m  ad  •oimam 
rerocaverjt  Jatobot  Laurcdanut  dcruDciorHm  oapoa  quam  ia  abcce- 
iariam  viadicMin  opportuoa.  (raUixi  Fatii  dui-dlet.) 

■  Ibid,  ct  rHUloircViBilicoDa  dc  Vianolo, 


clamer  contre  ce  choix,  on  enfemiA  ce  Mnatenr  dm 
une  cbambre  s^perfe,  eC  on  lui  fit  jarer  de  nejamn 
parler  de  cette  dKloiion  qu'il  eprouvatty  en  Ini  decb- 
rant  qu'il  y  aJlailde  sa  vie;  ce  qui  n>mp6cha  pas  qu«i 
inscrivft  son  nom  au  bas  du  decrct,  comme  s'd  y  eui 
pris  part.  * 

Quand  on  en  Tint  k  la  deliberation,  Loredan  b  proTA. 
qua  en  ces  termes.  *    «  Si  I'utilitc  publique  doit  inifi»rr 
silence  a  tous  les  int^r^L  privcs,  je  ne  doute  pa»(]v 
nous  ne  prenions  aiyoainiui  une  me»ure  que  la  painf  I 
reclame,  que  nous  lui  devons.     Le«  etats  ne  peauc 
sc  maintenir  dans  un  ordre  de  choses  immuable:  tn.s 
n'avex  qu'a  voir  comme  le  notre  e&t  cbani^e,  et  combm  ; 
il  le  serail  davantafle  s'il  n'y  avait  une  autoriir  a«v: 
Forme  pour  y  porter  remcde.     J'ai   lionte  de  roui  hm 
rcniarquer  la  confusion  qui  regne  dans  les  roo^eik  ir 
dosordre  des    deliberations,    rencombrement  des  af- 
faires, et  la  legcrete  avec  luquclle  les  plus  i^lporlaa'k^ 
sont   dfcidces;    la  licenci;  de   notre  jruncMe,  le  pn 
d'atisiduite  des  magistrate,   I'iniroduction  de  nonvna- ; 
tcs   dangereuses.    Quel  est   I'cfFct   de    ces   deMudns.  I 
de  coniproniL'ttre  uotre  consideration.     Quelle  eo  hl  ! 
la' cause?   I'absence  d'uu  chef  capable  de  modertrln 
uns,  de  diriger  les  autres,  de  donner  rezemple  a  kmk 
et  de  maintenir  la  force  des  lois. 

M  Ou  est  le  temps  ou  nos  decrets  ^taient  aussiloc  ni- 
cut^  que   rendus?   oili  Francois  Garrare    se    lnw>i.t  i 
investi  dans  Padoue,  avant  de  pouvotr  etre  sruleavB! 
iuforme  que  nous  voulions  lui   foire  la  guerre?    5o«»  ; 
avons  vu  tout  le  contraire  dans  la  demi^re  guerre  rootrr  : 
le  due  de  Milan.     Mallieureuse  la  republique  qoi  «>i 
sans  chef! 

(•  Je  ne  tous  rappelle  pas  tous  ees  incon^raient*  ^t  ' 
leurs  suites  deplorables,  pour  vous  affiigcr,  poui  von* 
effrayer,  mais  pour  vous  faire  souvenir  que  vouc  <it>  ' 
los  maitres,  les  conservateurs  de  cet  ctat  fbnde  par  \<a  ; 
peres,  et  de  la  liberie  que  uowt  devons  a  Igirs  iravaux.  j 
a  leurs  institutions.     Ici,  le  mal   indiqul^jk   remcde  I 
Nous  n'avons  point  de  chef,  II  nous  en  faut  no.     Notir  ' 
]trince  est  notre  ouvrage,  nous  avons   done  le  droit  dr 
juger  son  merite  quand  il  s'agit  de  Tel  ire,  et  son  iacj-  ; 
pacitc^  quand  elle  se  manifestc.      J'ajouterai  que  \t 
peuple,  encore  bien  qu'il  n'ait  pas  le  droit  dc  proDoo- 
cer  sur  les  actions  de  ses  maitres,  apprendra  ce  cSaa-  > 
gement  avec  transport.     Cost  la  Providence,  je  oeo 
doute  pas,  qui  lui  inspire  elle-ni£*me  ces  disposiiioiH, 
pour  vous  avertir  que  la  n^publiquc  reclame  iellen^«»- 
lution,  et  que  le  sort  deletat  est  en  vos  mains.*  , 

Ce  discours  n'eprouva  que  de  timides  contradictiow ,-  ; 
cependant,  la  deliberation  dura  liifit  jours.   L'asseinbW, 
no  sojugeant  pa.s  aussi  strode  Tapprobation  univer»rjJr 
que  rorateurvoulaitlc  lui  faire  croire,  delimit  que  ledo«r  : 
donnat  lui-m£me  .sa  demission.     II  I'avait  deja  BroptMr  : 
deux  fnis,  el  on  n'avait  pas  voulu  I'accepter.  . 

Aucune  loi  ne  portuii  que  le  prince  fiki  revocable:  ii  i 
eLiit  auconiraireA  vie,etlesoxemplesqu'on  pouvait  citer 
de  plusieurs  doges  deposes,  prouvaiont  que  dc  telles  rrio- 
lutions  avaient  toujours  ete  leresultai  d'un  mouvemeai 
populaire.  I 

Mais  d'ailleurs,  si  Ic  doge  pouvait  6tre  dispose,  cc  n  euii  ' 
pas  assurement  par  un  tribunal  comjMisc  d'un  iietit  nom-  I 
bre  dc  membres,  institue  pour  punir  les  crimes,  et  nullc-  ' 


*  II  r^ui  rr|>enJ4nl  rruarqurr  qur  daM  ta  nutu-e  ou  Toa  rardru  c 
r«it,  U  ili'libci  jliou  r«t  raj.poriee.   que  lea  nugt-^inq  aJjviau  v  *»»  ' 
nomm^*,  et  qu'  i<*  nom  da  Marc  Foaiaii  nr  a'y  trouv*  Paa.  - 

*  Oiic  haraoQua  to  lit  dao*  la  noiKv  liier  ci-dc»«««.  I 


'APPESDIX  TO  THE  TWO  POSCARt. 


^,  c«  l»  cb>fi  du  cihmhI Villi.  K  IniH- 
,  iiii|Hi<  iId  doge,  pour  lui  li^Gcr  que  I'ci' 


IF  deiDiailt ;  nut  Ii  TVd- 


f|u'im  li«u  de  L«  lui  pi^r 

vid«u:c  atnil  pn^an^  ah  janra  poor  It^niii tern  pour 
Wnifti!  i|iKicpca<bia)au  nclsii  paxmlrniLdenplii- 
tbtr  u  lonipu  lie  k  uujlinininc  qui  inii  tmployt  quabr- 
Tin^E-qqaiTF  ■Oh  au  vrrvicc  de  U  r^lkbLu|uc.  quil  ^ii 
pr«  «i.«.™  1  lui  ucriRtr  »  nc ;  mu.  que,  p«^  di- 
gcil  j.  il  Id  unu  de  k  republiqiK  Edti^n,  «  ^Rl  le 
r^rvail  de  rrpondre  hit  ce  tiyel^f qund  la  volopl^  gr- 

L«  Jrodrjiuin,  a  Tlicure  indiqu^,  1«  cihunilert  rl  In 
(liefi  ilir«  dilH  prrvDi^rruI.  IJ  nr  Toiilul  pat  IcBT  ttoo- 
jwr  iTaHirii  i^paofc^  Lf  FDUivil  tauemlila  lur-le-cbamp, 
lui  rnvdjadtnuiidrr  encore  one  fob  ia^^LutiDa,i«aci 
icDinu,  «,  k  rspanic  *]ru(  ei^  la  mtiue,  on  proaoofa 
i]ur  \r  ddfe  ^il  nhid  de  KHi  HiiDeDl*«  dcpiM^  dc  b 
dignilj :  on  lui  JtuigDa  uiK  pcoiiaD  dc  i  Sua  di 
en  lui  MyoigDiDi  d(  tonirdupaUiiduuliuiiJ 

Le  IcDdfmnin,  re  dccrel  tiU  forti  au  dap;, 
Jacquei  LoiT.laB  qui  cul  1»  tfuelle  joie  dc  le  lui  pf^int- 

laac  Hi  p-^Judiciiblr  i  IrUI,  k  cbeF  di  k  r<Vbliqi 


Uipiiic 


I.  punc 


irprifm 


.  dam  uat  daontB,  jt  .oulai.  Ini  ^  nuuacrer  jA 
qii'au  dFrpHi  momeDL  1^  d^rrl  cat  nadm  ja  di'i 
MBfominiii    Aprti  ainir  parl^  ■■■ni.  il  m  d^uilli 

briH  ru  ka  pr^aeocv^  Att  li^jour  luivaol  il  quilla  ce  pa' 
kia,  qu'il  avail  babiiti  pendani  Iruile-cuiq  aru.  acc^u 
paRoj  dr  tnn  frrrc,  de  •»  paRnIa,  «  da  au  awit.  tli 
arci^uin.  qui  u  Iroun  lur  Ic  pciroD,  riaiiu  a  do 

rafuaa.  ditaot  qui!  vaukii  dea«Ddra  pared  il  Aai 
BHUt^i  rlquandil  fui  au  bai  de  L'ricalkr  d«  g^aula,  i 
m  ivKHiroB,  appuya  hit  <a  b^uille,  len  le  palaia,  ai 


lua  ds  lupccl  < 


trilkrs  Ind^p^bn  iki  ainhauadcura  da  la  r^pohliqua, 
al  lea  IcUm  dn  priHcaaetranuara.' 

La  jiHimr*  cWiirrni  au  cnuclaicfi  noniniinni  au 
dogii  harha^bliiuci,  la  Iwrabre  1)^7.  La  clocbc 
dc  Sahi-Har*,  qui  awHia^li  Venitr  ton  noumu 
priucr.  •iul  fnppar  ronllk  df  Pniwoia  Foicari  \  «tle 
fni<  la  hrmMt  I'ltiandoUM.  il  rpnuira  uo  [al  uiiHiaa- 
meat,  qu'il  Bourui  Ic  lanknain.' 


difpiil^j  man  kn 
pBuillJ  de  la  coun 


t  lui  lain  rrudi 

■aiiooa  da  raucicaue  dogii 
T«ia  dn  arHm.'ni  ducani 
icquci  funDI  cJlibiWi  a>i 


r^iiU 


ripoa^  ra  public. 


la  famiUe  d  nllilier 
t'^iiwaer.  qu  uii  pr 


jpic  laul  ki*aa  adwipcr  qurlquaa  ngrcla ;  uua  pf 
iDHlion  du  caiuJnai  dii  pmc liiil  k  tikncB  k  pi 


obe  di  i^Bamr. 
La  pilic  quawiii  iuapir^  la  malbeur  de  n  Ticdkrd, 
le  fill  pai  ioiil-4-fail  •l«ik.     Va  au  aprta,  ob  an  dir« 

ui  fut  dfFanriupar  uucloidu  graud  canwildeiUif^nr 
I'afenir  dt  jugrr  lapriiuc,  k  noim  queer  uc  faipaur 
auK  da  F^laoic.t 


fai^eal,  au  au  mnina  arruiautt  uh  diiiiifw  dana»» 
^ubliquc  iDIniAdlt  conaliluac  que  Veuiv.     M^l* 


que  en  meme  letnp>  par  k  Init^  da  LodI, 
J  (iiLU  alon  partcDU  a  uoe  eui4>nc  iieillEue.  Fnii(«a 
;  Foicari  nceupail  otie  prciaita*  diRuilc  dc  T^t  dta  k 
I  IS  airil  1^.  Quoiqu'il  fAl  d^a  li«e  dc  plua  dc  eia- 
I  quauicui^ka  r^poque  de  sm  drciion,  il  ^lail  ecpot- 
'  dam  Ic  pint  jepne  das  quannie-un  ^lecicort,  U  mil 
eu  bcaucoup  dc  peine  k  pa^nir  ao  nn|  qu'il  cruivi>i< 
lail,  CI  VIA  ^FiioD  avail  ft&  cdDduiu:  aiec  baaueoup 
d'adreiH.'Pendaut  pluiieun  loun  de  >cn>lin  ta  atuii 
In  plui  lelet  i^ieal  abilemii  de  lui  dnnncr  kur  auf- 
fraBe.puurquJMUIiwnekccMHldeiwfeolpaaciraime 

•nn  rrMil  pa™i  k  aobkae  pauvrc,  parrcqull  avail 
cbncli^  i  tr  kM^n  (axmble,  undi>  qu'il  «iaii  pn>- 
euraleur  dc  ^^mUtn,  rn  faiuul  cmplujer  plua  da 
iriTDle  mille  duau  il  dMer  do  jcaoo  GUea  ik  1  M  | 
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maifon,  ou  k  niablir  des  jeunet  gentiifthommet.  %n 
craifpMit  rncATR  M  nombrcuse  fomille,  caralon  il  ^it 
p^re  tl«  qiiatre  etifans,  et  marie  de  nouvrau;  rafin  on 
ivdoutait  M)n  ambition  et  Kon  goAl  pour  la  guerre.  L'opi- 
uinii  (|ui>  set  adversairet  s'lHaieut  formce  dn  lui  futveri- 
fifV*  pur  Ics  pvenomens;  prndant  trentc-qualre  aoM  que 
FoHcari  fut  a  la  tvtf  de  la  republiquc,  elkne  cesia  point 
de  combattrc.  Si  left  bostilites  eiaieiit  auspcudoes  du- 
ra ut  (piclqurs  mois,  c'etait  pour  rcrommcncer  bicntot 
a%cc  plus  dc  vi(<iicur.  Ce  fut  repo(|uc  ou  Venice  ctendil 
sou  empire  sur  Brescia,  Bercamc,  Ravenne,  ct  Oemc, 
ou  rile  fonda  sa  domination  dc  lA)mbanlie,  et  parul 
snnft  ccHse  sur  Ic  point  d'as»er^ir  tuute  ccttc  province. 
Prof«in<l,  rouratjjcux,  in/'braolablc,  Foscari  communiquu 
aux  ronsriU  son  proprc  caracterc,rlNr%  talcnsliii  firrnt 
obtcnir  plus  d'iufluenor  sur  la  rrpubliquc,  que  n'a\aient 
fXiTCu  la  plupiirt  dc  scs  pn'>tic<'e>scurft.  Mais  si  son  am- 
bition a\ait  cu  pour  but  I'a^^randisM'mcnt  de  sa  famillc, 
ellc  fut  cnicllcment  tromp<re:  trois  dc  .scs  fils  moururvni 
dnns  Ics  bnit  annces  qui  suivircnt  iton  election  :  le  qua- 
tri^mc,  Jncob,  par  Icqud  la  maison  Koscari  s'est  per- 
]N>tuc<',  fut  victinic  dc  la  jalousie  du  cousetl  dc.<  dix,  et 
rmpoisnnna  par  scs  m:ilhcurs  leu  jours  dc  son  pcre.' 

Kn  effct,  Ic  cnnscil  dcs  dix,  rcdoublant  do  defiance 
cnvcrs  Ic  clief  dc  IViat,  lorsqu'il  Ic  voyait  phis  fort  par 
fu^i  talcns  ct  .sa  populnritc,  veillait  sans  ccssc  sur  Foscari. 
pour  Ic  punir  de  .son  cn'tlit  ct  dc  sa  (;loirc.  Au  mois  dc 
fcvricr  i44«'»f  Michel  Revilacqua,  Florcntin,  exile  a  Ve- 
nisc,  accusa  en  secret  Jacques  Foscan  aupr6s  den  ioqui- 
sitcurs  d'etat,  d'avoir  rccu  du  due  Pliilippe  Visconti,  dcs 
pn'-M'ns  d'ari;cnt  ct  dc  joyaux,  j»ar  les  mains  dcs  gensdc 
Ni  maison.  Telle  clait  I  odieusc  proccdun*  adoptee  a 
Venis«»,  que  snrccltc  accu«»ation  wcn'-lc,  le  fils  du  dof;c, 
durcpn>scntanl  de  la  majeste  de  la  rcpuhliquc,  fut  misc 
il  la  torture.  Oului  arracha  par  Teslrapadc  I'avcu  des 
char(jcs  pnrtr>c<t  contrc  hii;  il  fut  rcle)jue  pour  le  reste 
dc  scs  jfiurs  a  NajKjIi  dc  Romanic,  avee  oblif^aiion  de  sc 
pn->cnter  cliaquc  matin  au  conmiamlant  de  U^^ce.' 
Opendant,  Ic  vai<senu  qui  le  portait  ayant  tonche  a 
Trieste,  Jacob,  {jrievemeiit  malade  dcs  -suiles  «lc  la  tor- 
ture, ct  jilus  encore  de  riiumiliation  qu'il  a\ait  eprou- 
\w,  demanda  en  jjracc  au  const'il  dcs  dix  de  nctre  |Wi 
cM^oye  plus  loin.  II  oblint  celte  favcur,  par  unc  deli- 
beration du  iStli^cembre  i  ^^(i ;  il  fut  rappdr  a  Tro\isc, 
et  il  cut  la  liberte  d'liubiter  lout  le  Tn'vi.siui  indiffercm- 
nieut.^ 

II  vi\ait  en  paix  k  Trcvisc;  ct  la  fille  dc  L(*onard  Cou- 
lariiii,  qu'il  avail  cpou-si-e  Ic  lo  fcvrier  i44i<<^t8it  venue 
le  joindre  dans  sun  cxil,  lorsquc,  Ic  5  novembrc  14^0, 
Almoro  Donato,  chef  du  couM-il  dcs  dix,  Mt  as^a.ssine. 
Ias  deux  autres  iiiquisiieurs  fl'el.it,  Tri.iilnio  (Irilli  ct 
Antonio  Venicri,    portercul   Icur  sou|>cons  sur  Jac<il) 
Foseari,  parcequun  domcstique  ii  lui,  uomme  Oli\ier,  ' 
a\ait  etc  \u  ce  soIr-l;i  nieuie  a  Vcuise,  ct  avail  dcs  pn;-  ' 
miers  donne  la  uomelle  de  eel  assassinal.     ()li\icr  fui 
mis  a  la  torture,  mai&  il  uia  juMpiu  la  liii,  avec  un  ecu-  . 
rut;c  incbninlable,  le  crime  doul  ou  t^^uxait,  quuique 
sesjugcs  eusscut  la  barbaric  dc  lui  faire  douncr  jusipi'a  ' 
qiiatnr-vingt    tours    d'esinipadc.     (le[>eiulaut,    comiui:  I 
Jacob  Foscari  avail  do  puiss.uis  uioli&dflDiniilie  cuntre  ' 
Iciouscildesdix  qui  I'a>ail  coiidamne,  rlqui  leuioijuuit  ' 
de  1.1  haine  au  do{;e  .son  pere,  on  essaya  dc  metlre  a  son  , 
U»ur  Jacob  ii  la  lurturc,  ec  rt)u  prolonyea  contre  lui  crs  ■ 

»  l!.iJ.  |>.  yO!<.  ! 

1  IliiJ.  Vile,  p.  Iial.  I 


aflretu  tourmeas,  sans  r^«<ir  h  en  tifw  aocunc  cm-  i 
feuion.    Mains  ml  denogatton,    le  conveil  de»  d:i  k  | 
rondamna  k  jfff  transporte  &  la  Canee,  et  arrordi  uae  . 
recompenie  kwm  d^lateur.     Bfain  les  horribkv  doulnn  ' 
que  Jacoh  nMcari  avail  eprouv«?cs  avaicni  trouht  «i 
raiiion ;  wen  penecutcurs,  touches  de  ce  dernier  maUwr, 
permircnl  qu'on  le  rameu&t  a  Venisc  le   %6  roai  14^1. 
Il  embrassa  son  pere,  il  puisa   dan*  vm  riliortaii<w. 
quelque  courage  ct  quelque  caJine,  ct  il  ful  rrrondiLl 
immediatemcnt  a  la  Gan^.*    Sur  ces  rntrefjite«,  Xtr»- 
las  Erino,  liomme  deja  note  pour  un  pn.kre«imt  chnv, 
cunfcssa,  en  mouraut,  que  c'etaic  Ini  qui  avoil  ine  li 
moro  Donato.' 

Le  nullicurcuz  doge,  Francois  Foscari,  a«ait  il-jj 
clierchc,  a  plasieurs  reprises,  a  abdiquer  unc  difpiii^M 
fuuestc  a  lui-mcme  et  a  sa  famille.  II  lui  scmUii: 
que,  redescendu  au  rang  de  simple  citoycu,  roma-  il 
n'lAM^rait  plus  dc  crainte  ou  de  jalousie,  oo  nacn- 
blenft  plus  son  fils  par  ccs  cffroyables  persfcut»«^ 
Abattu  par  b  mort  dr  srs  premiers  enfans,  il  avail  t»- 
lu,  des  le  atijujn,  i^'i'i^  deposcr  uuc  dignile,  dans: 
I'exercice  de  laquclle  sa  patrie  avaitet«*  tounnenlR  par 
la  guerre,  )>ur  la  pestc,  et  |>ar  des  niallifun  dr  imi 
genre.*  II  renouvcla  cetle  propoitiun  apri^  le«jup- 
mens  rcndus  contrc  son  tih;  mnis  le  consril  de«<ht :? 
retcnaii  f()rcement  sur  le  tr6ne,  comnie  il  reieoaitMn 
fils  dans  Ics  fcrs. 

En  vain  Jacob  Foscari,  obliye  de  se  presenter  chscv 
jour  au  gouverneur  de  la  Cince,  recLamatt  conlrr  fio- 
justice  de  sa  dernierc  sentence,  sur  bquelle  la  coofruifla 
d'Erizio  ne  laissait  plus  de  duule^.  En  rain  il  deflu> 
dait  grace  nu  farouche  cousci I  dcftdia;  il  ne  poarai 
oblenir  aucuuc  n'-ponsc.  I-e  desir  de  revoir  son  p-nr  n 
sa  mere,  arrives  tons  deux  au  <lornicr  irrme  de  is  \Wil- 
lesse,  le  dcsir  dc  revoir  unc  patrie  dunt  la  rrutut^v  , 
meritait  pas  un  si  tcudre  amoiu*,  so  cliaDgerent  eo  In  , 
en  une  vraie  fuRur.  Ne  pouvaiir  rrlounier  a  Vm'iir  1 
pour  y  vivre  librc,  il  vonlut  du  moinft  y  aller  chrrrlM 
un  siipplice.  II  ccrivit  au  due  dc  Milan  a  la  fio  de  nui 
1456,  pour  implorcr  sa  protcciia#aupr*»s  du  srwii.  ^. 
sacbant  qu  une  telle  Icltrc  si-rail  con*idrri'«c  commr  no 
crime,  il  I'cxpos;!  lui-mrme  daus  un  lieu  nil  il  ct;iit  ^' 
quelle  sentit  saisie  par  Ics  espioiis  qui  rcitmuraicol.  La 
effct,  la  lettre  elant  dcfcrec  au  conseil  dcs  dix,  ou  fi-iir 
voya  chcrchcr  aussilot,  et  il  fut  reconduit  a  VcuixJf 

i9Juillet  i4'i<).^ 

Jacob  Foscari  ne  nin  ]»oint  sa  Icrirc,    il   raronta  n 
mcrac  temps  dans  quel  but  il  Tavail  rcriie,  i*t  commiV  . 
il  I'avait  fail  tf^mbcr  entrc  Ics   mains  Ar  son  dehtrsr.  ! 
Maign'?  ccs  aveux,  Foscari  fut  rcmis  a  I.i  torture,  et  «a 
hii  ilonna  trcnle  lours  d'cslmpadc,  pour  \oir  v'il  conlir 
mcniit  cnsuite  m>s  depositions.      Ounnd  on  le  di<ti<lu 
dc  la  cordc,   on  Ic  trouva  decliin*    par  Ci**  iNlribli^  «<^ 
cousses.     Les  jugc>  ivcrmin*nt  alors  4  M>n  phv.  J  «> 
men',  a  sa^pinc,  el  a  scs  iiU,    d'allcr  Ic  vnirdaii^'a 
prison,     l^evieux  Foscari,  appuyc  sur  sou  iKiton.  nr  »■  j 
traiua  qu'avec  peine  daus  la  cluunitn*  oil  son  tils  uiitqat  ' 
clait  pause  dc  scs  blcssures.     Cc  fils  dcniand.iil  cU'"'«Pr 
la  gniee  <Ie  mourir  dans  sa  m:usoii. — «  Relouriic  .1  tiw 
exil,  mou   nis,  puis<|uc  la  patrie  ^orilouuc.n  lui  dii  1:* 
doge,   Mct  soutn«'t';-loi  a  s;i  voloiitr. »«    Mai>  en  r>*u(r.int 

I    Marin  .sanuto.  p.    Ii38.  — M.  Aat.  SalMrllicrt.      |l.>ra   III.    L.  H 

f.   iS:- 

>  Ili.l.   I  I.i.).  I 

*  llii-l.  p.  i.>Ji. 
<  I.  1.1.  y.   iil>a. 
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111  la  mtme  librri/  lioA^  k  liqudlr  il 

•lul  Ml  {(cIKiiwnl ;  nuu  k  peine  ful-il 


n^lnrt,  a  iH-odam  quiue  ddis,  k  ricui  iuft  ■«■- 
bl*  irtUD^i  ei  dr  rluprini,  ni  iHnDtra  pliu  la  for™ 

■ucuB  iIh  coniFil*.  II  il  or  iKHioilpliu  mn|ilir  iidcbiu 
del  fonriinn*  dn^  digniU.  II  Aail  ciili^  du»  a 
qiutrv^kAfl'siilnViuD^,  «l«  lecomnl  dadimtail 
^li'  uuccplibic  da  <|iu!litiie  pili^.  il  *iinil  illriKlu  cd 

rWf  du  cmucil  dri  dii  (Uil  alun  Jacqun  Londuw, 
fil>  d(  Ibrc.  el  oetru  d«  Pierre,  I*  gnnd  iinir^Jliii 
eauemit  lebira^  du  fhiu 


umilMiioa  de  vIttc  ii^cl,  U  u 
lUEvlaai  If  vM  da  elDdto,  '|ui 
iiaieD(eniic(t^Ad4?0nfe|HHireel(ei^l«liou,  il  mm 
.ubiientnl  itK  benuirrauu^  MuWp  |inr  uue  leinc 


jaw  en  pleiu  ntuctl:  *lle«in  Angoilin.  r 
nre  povible  ponr  hftlrr  lu  mort  ^  toiu 
me  tucc^der ;  nvU  *i  If*  4uire«  eoui « 


Bji!.  Jta  .rai 
i  ee«r»leillc 

mr  d'-iwl,  pi 

■liDO.     IM><. 
■c>  Foacliaui,  BukpFiGO  dcmaoda  qaiw 
Bulndage.     LectSeiLquiKBltrefiue 


ruxlignlion  de  Lorediiio.  iterAme  Bubuigs,  it 
trtir  d'liwl,  propoM  au  lomwJ  de«  da,  au  moii 

|ue  ce  mafriMm  oe  pouiaii  pliu  nmplir 


oji  appnrlrment.  clinDDnilqnelqaeiJDttnfl 
Ce  (tin  canmldiurl  il  ttaii  empon'  tut  frfriaiinnl 
rrneur  qaon  lui  rtoaiH.  CAail  an  mMle  daal 
ui[  k  lAir  compM,  •nrtoal  k  nn  pami,  dr  VfIR 
ioppo«iIlonaveclecbefdelBrepublu|ne.B>  Pam, 
tfidgiH  rfg  riniir,  TDl.  ii.  >ec.  li.  p.  511. 


jdun,  juMiuefoO  >™iid.n.li.BuiL    Cepeodaol,  ^ll 
d..  Saioi-M-rc.  «  (rtre  du  doje,  poor  qull  FOl  lie  par 
In  onum  de  m  (Dntmu.     EnGn,  la  cmwil  te  rendi; 

.»».  un  e»pl.i  , 

jarit  rcpoBdii  It 
uiun.  kIdii  kikd  b 

rieilUfd,   .  de  reoiplir  jiuqu'i  m. 

lil>U.IUb|K'l«<" 

JeliHiaoHnemede 

palrie  ma  appelA     Je  ue  pui<  d» 

ca»il  d«i.  Fn[»f 

le  u  di«aiij.     La 


uiUb6l>deHar«> 


d^iii  iiiir  •iiiiiHiii  ■  lui ;  el  le  leodnnain,  ijlniitn,  0 
le  .,1.  .1-  «.uu™iil  k  peiH.  et  appaj*  |RbB  liHi 


e«  lalle*  oik  la  repii< 

^upla  entierparul 
nnlro  oo  neillard 
aiiiHiii  utiiale  coneildodit 


IS  Dciobn.  nnqiial 
c,  ful  ^li 


u  jllre.- 


iiejp  ' 


lilHlc 


In  Lailj  Korgan*!  fearlea  ind  iieelleni  vork  1 
•  lUlT,.  I  percHvellie  eipreuionoF  •  tlnioe  of  Ibe 
OceaD>  applied  10  Venice.  The'aine  phiase  oeeun 
Ihe  •T*cf  FiMcih.ii  My  publiiber  un  >i>ue]i  for 
thai  (he  Iragedy  vai  nrriltcn  and  vnt  ui  Enfbmd  vo 
lime  before  I  bad  tean  Lady  Kor^nV  work,  whie 
oulyrertitedDaibeiGilixfAuiiwl.  I baiiea, Iwnr 
10  iMiiea'tbe  eolocidenee,  and  to  yield  iht  origiMltPHf 
Ihr  pbraie  10  lier  afan  Gn(  placed  il  before  Uw  public. 
I  am  Ibe  Ddtb  Auiioiu  In  do  tbii,  is  I  am  iufbnncd  (^ 
11uitet«Dbiitfe«or(be>peci]DCD«,  andlbMearcidepl- 
ally)  ^  Ibere  hare  been  lalrly  brousbl  againil  me 
ehar^e)  of  pbginriim.  Ibiiealw  had  an  annoynmu 
ton  aribreaieiuDciniimatioD  of  ibeEnuekiod,  ■ppn- 
mllj  with  Ibe  iDIeui  of  eaiorling  money.  To  lucb 
!bai^  I  ba*e  no  nnnrer  Id  make.     One  of  ibem  i>  lu- 

Ibedeieripliaaaraihipiireckin  nne  from  tlw  nam- 
'  etsf  maD;actiid>hipi>reck>[Qfn>ie,  wtecliogfuch 

meriiinTawiitabiiie  copied  iheminuieudeiii lit nfiha 
lifKe  af  Jervialea  kan  Ibe  Cfarteicls.*  Id  me  il  ma] 
'  wi^pegnnu;  kl  ir  remain  to.  Wbilallban 
'up^Vm  dehBdiim  Pvftt  chancier,  ibe  lovei 
'  GtiOHtraet  appnr  [o  hate  been  aiaailing  ailHC 
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acquaintance  with  Mr  Townvmd,  a  gentleman  of  tk 
law,  who  wa«  with  me  on  businn^  in  Venice  three 
years  ago,  for  the  purpose  of  obtaining  any  defama- 
tory particulnrs  of  my  life  from  tliis  occasional  visitor.* 
Mr  Townsend  is  welcome  to  Miy  what  be  knows.  I  men- 
tion these  particulars  merely  to  show  ^  world  in  ge- 
neral what  the  Uternry  lower  world  coflj^ns,  and  their 
way  of  setting  to  work.  Another  charge  made,  I  am 
told,  in  the  «  Literary  Gaiettci*  is,  that  I  wrote  the  notes 
to  tt  (^ueen  Mab;n  a  work  which  I  never  saw  till  some 
time  after  its  publication,  and  wbirh  I  recollect  showing 
to  Mr  Sotlieby  as  a  poem  of  great  power  and  imagi- 
nation. I  never  wrote  a  line  of  the  notes,  nor  ever  saw 
them  except  in  their  published  form.  No  one  knows 
better  than  their  real  author,  that  his  opinions  and 
mine  differ  materially  upon  the  metaphysical  portion 
of  that  work ;  though,  in  common  with  all  who  are  not 
blinded  by  baseness  and  bigotry,  I  highly  admire  the 
poetry  of  that  and  his  other  publications. 

Mr  Southey,  too,  in  his  pious  preface  to  a  poem  whoM 
blasphemy  is  as  harmless  as  the  sedition  of  Wat  Tyler, 
because  it  is  equally  absurd  with  that  sincere  production, 
calls  upon  the  «  legislature  to  look  to  it,i»  as  the  tolera- 
tion of  such  writings  led  to  the  French  Revolution:  not 
such  writings  as  Wat  Tyler,  but  as  those  of  the  «  Satanic 
School,  n  This  is  not  true,  and  Mr  Southey  knows  it  to  be 
not  true.  Every  French  writer  of  any  freedom  was  perse- 
cuted ;  Voltaire  and  Rousseau  were  exiles,  Marmontel  and 
Diderot  were  sent  to  the  Itastille,  and  a  perpetual  war 
was  waged  with  the  whole  class  by  the  existing  despotism. 
In  the  next  place,  the  French  Revolution  was  not  occa- 
sioned by  any  writings  whatsoever,  but  must  have  occur- 
red had  no  such  w  riters  ever  existed.  It  is  the  fashion  to 
attribute  every  llnng  to  the  French  Revolution,  and  the 
French  Revolution  to  every  thing  but  its  real  cause. 
Tliat  cau«>e  is  obvious — the  government  exacted  too 
much,  and  the  people  could  neither  give  nor  bear  more. 
Without  this,  the  Encyclopedists  might  hav^vritten 
their  Kngers  off  without  the  occurrence  of  a  single  alter- 
ation. And  the  English  Revolution — f  the  first,  I  mean) 
what  was  it  occiisioned  by?  The  puritans  were  surely 
as  pious  and  moral  as  Wesley  or  his  biographer?  Acts — 
acts  on  the  part  of  government,  and  not  writings  against 
them,  have  caused  the  past  convulsions,  and  are  tending 
to  the  future. 

1  look  upon  such  as  inevitable,  though  no  revolu- 
tionist :  I  wish  to  see  the  English  constitution  restored 
and  not  destroyed.  Born  an  aristocrat,  and  naturally 
one  by  temper,  with  the  greater  part  of  my  present  pro- 
perty in  the  funds,  what  have  /  to  gain  by  •  revolution  7 
Perliaps  I  have  more  to  Ionc  in  every  way  than  Mr  Sou- 
they, with  all  bis  places  and  presents  for  panegyrics  and 
abuse  into  the  bargain.  But  that  a  revolution  is  inevit- 
able, I  repeat.  The  government  may  exult  over  the 
repression  of  petty  tumults;  these  are  but  the  rereding 
waves  repulsed  and  broken  for  a  moment  on  the  shore, 
while  the  great  tide  is  still  rolling  on  and  gaining  ground 
with  every  breaker.  Mr  Southey  accuses  us  of  attacking 
the  religion  of  the  country  ;  and  is  he  abetting  it  by  writ- 
ing lives  of  fTesley?  One  mode  of  wonhip  is  merely  de- 
stroyed by  another.  There  never  was,  nor  ever  will  be,'a 
country  without  a  reUgion.  We  shall  be  told  of  France 
again :  but  it  was  only  Parisand  a  frantic  party,  which  for 


ft  moment  upheld  their  do^adc  Donmiac  of  thc»-f4*- 
lanthropy.    The  church  of  Eo^fland,  if  overthrown,  «il 
be  swept  away  by  tlie  sectarians,  and  not  by  the  kcepim. 
People  are  too  wise,  too  well-informed,  too  certain  nftlA^ 
own  immense  importance  in  thr  realms  of  spnce,  ev«r  k  I 
submit  to  the  impiety  of  doubt.     There  may  he  i  fr*  - 
such  diffident  speculatoni,  like  water  in  the  pale  -unb^aa 
of  human  reason,  but  they  are  very  few  ;  and  thf-irc-p-  j 
nions,  without  enthusiasm  or  appeal  to  the  passions  •»  . 
never  gain  proselytet— unlest  indeed,    iliey  are  pof- 1 
cuted:  that,  to  be  sure,  will  increaae  any  thing. 

Mr  S.  with  a  cowardly  ferocity,  faults  over  tb?  is- ' 
ticipated  «  death-bed  repentance**  of  the  objeciv  'if  k^ 
dislike;  and  indnlges  himself  in  a  plftasanl  «Vixioo-r' 
Judgment,*  in  proiie  as  well  as  verso,   full  of  inifirc. 
impudence.     What  Mr  S.'s  sensations  or  ours  rajy  ^ 
in  the  awful  moment  of  leaving  this  state  of  ezistrvr. 
neither  he  nor  we  can  pretend  to  decide.     In  romn--^. 
I  presume,  with  most  men  of  any  reflection,  /bar^  vt 
waited  for  a  «dMtb-bedi>  to  repent  of  many  of  r 
actions,  notwithstanding  the  «  diabolical  pride*  vLtfh 
this  pitiful  renegado  in  his  rancour  would  impair*.' 
those  who  scorn  him.     Whether,  upon  the  whok  i*  , 
good  or  evil  of  my  deeds  may  preponderate,  is  doi  fv  : 
me  to  ascertain ;  but,  as  my  means  and  opportuaiiietbivr 
been  greater,  I  shall  limit  my  prea^t  defence  to  aa  as- 
sertion (easily  proved,  if  necessary}  that  I,  «ia  ibt  d^ 
grce,»  have  done  more  real  good  in  any  one  given  rar. 
since  I  was  twenty,  than  Mr  Southey  in  the  whole  eoanr 
of  his  shifting  and  tnmcoat  existence.    There  are  srwrd 
actions  to  which  I  can  look  back  with  an  honeti  prids, 
not  to  be  damped  by  the  calumnies  of  a  hireling.   TWrr  ' 
are  others  to  which  I  recur  with  sorrowr  and  repeariaer;  i 
but  the  only  act  of  my  life  of  which  Mr  Southrrcu  , 
have  any  real  knowledge,  as  it  was  one  which  broo^ki 
me  in  contact  with  a  near  connexion  of  his  own,  (fidw 
dishonour  to  tliat  connexion  nor  to  me. 

I  am  not  ignorant  of  Mr  Soutliey's  calnmiues  oa  a  fi- 1 
ferent  occasion,  knowing  them  to  be  snch.  which  Ik- 
scattered  abroad,  on  his  return  from  Switzerland,  apio^t 
me  and  others:   they  have  done  him   no  good  in  ttt^ 
world ;  and,  if  his  creed  be  the  right  one,  rtiey  will  6t 
him  less  in  tlie  next.     What   his  «  death-bed*  out  K 
it  is  not  my  province  to  predicate:  let  him  settle  it  «i:c 
his  Maker,  as  I  must  do  w  ith  mine.     There  is  scMnethis; 
at  once  ludicrousand  blasphemous  in  I hi.«  arrogant  jcr> 
bier  of  all  works  sitting  down  to  deal  damuation  aod  ic- 
struction  upon  his  fellow  creatures,  with  Wat  T^-W,  tbf 
Apotheosis  of  George  the  Third,  and  the  Elegy  on  Xartn 
the  regicide,  all  shuffled  togptlier   in  his  writing-dnk 
One  of  his  consolations  appears  to  be  a  Latin  note  fnn 
a  work  of  a  Mr  Laiulor,  the  author  of  «  Gebir,*  wbo«e 
friendship  for  Robert  Southey  will,  it  mmi,  «b«ai 
honour  to  him  when  the  ephemeral  disputes  aod  rphr- 
meral  rcpiilatioos  of  the  day  are  forgotten.*     I  for  c« 
neither  envy  him  « the  friendship,»   nor  the  glorr  is 
reversion  which  is  to  accrue  from  it,  like  Mr  TheliW' 
son's  fortune   in   the   tliird   and  fourth  gcneratioo.— 
This  friendship  will  probably  be  as  memorable  s>  hi* 
own  epics,  which  (as  I  quoted  to  bim  ten  or  twelve  tmt* 
ago  in  English  KartLs)  Porson  said  «  would  be  remem- 
bered when  Homer  and  Virgil  are  forgotten,  and  not  li- 
thcn.M     For  the  present,  I  leave  him. 


Cain ; 

A  MVSTF.nY. 


TO  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT,  RART. 
Cbia  "^(trrs  gt  Cain"  la  jNarrtbrb, 


PREFACE 

T» 

/on 

t<>llowine(e<rdnar(enliM- 
ilar9ubJFCl>,v)tii:li  vcnilylcd 

"  MlWrj,.  in 

muukcnlbc 

upon 
.Mo- 

rrfer  10  IboH  ttrf  profniK  pnidiKikiiu,  irhnlxr  in 
Englijli,  Frcncb.  lialwD,  or  ^niih.  Tbe  author  hu 
mdcflvouml  ta  pmcrtt  Ihe  lan^migc  idaplnt  lo  hit 


rlijlbm 


ould  peimilr  The 


•ith  bubnp  W 


it  Ibe  vordi  ai  I  find  1 


mliirSrrUool! 


ef  ('.ambridgi-.  ■  Bebald  Iht  Book!*- 

Scripnin,   II  it  lo  be  ncnUecled  Iliil 

jecl  bsi  nolhing  to  da  «ilh  (he  Kt 

•■Iiich  DO  rrfmnre  ua  be  ben  midg  wiihonl  am- 

cliTDdiirn.    With  the  poeim  upon  timlbr  lopiu  1  bite 

wicr  rr^  Milloa;  but  I  b>d  md  h.in  k  &^iicnl1y 
hrfan,  llul  1hi>  nuy  nuke  link  differeiKe.  GeuMr'i 
•  Deilb  af  Abrl>  I  lute  Oliver  md  ■■■iff  [  vu  eijht 
jnm  tt  tge.  »i  Abrrdmi.  Tbe  genwal  inpmiion  of 
my  ncdlnrlion  i<  drlighl ;  but  nf  ihe  conMnu,  IrrniFtn- 


I  anj  of  [Ik  books  oF  Mate*,  i 


THE  ADTHOB. 


HllAfiiclorT  or  [nol,  no  betli-r  bu  y«l 

lip,  nilbuul,  1  hope,  any  pmeniou  of  Holy  Wril. 

Willi  rrgard  lo  the  Ijingiuue  of  Lurifcr.  ii  lis  dif' 
!uli  for  roe  lo  make  him  u[k  bkr  n  rlrr|:yiiiDii  upou 
Ihe  same  lubjeclsi  bal  I  have  door  wlint  t  rould  lo 
•irain  hiB  nilhiB  Ike  beundi  of  ipirjlunl  poliieneu. 

If'hr  dUclainubiiiogJIemptedKiein.lbe  ihap*  nF 
e  Serpent,  it  h  aoly  bccguie  Ibe  book  of  l^ucut  hi> 
11  ihr  molt  duUDI  allusion  lo  any  Ibing  oF  the  kind, 
II  lorrely  ta  ilic  Strpeai  b  bii  lerpeniine  Mpaeiiy. 

A'ofc.— The' reader  will  peretiTe  ihui  ilie'miibor  tm 
partly  adopted  In  dih  poem  the  ODIiOD  of  dinirr,  tlial 
Ihi  vorid  bad  been  dnlroyed  sevrral  liinei  brfott,  llie 
rrrMilill  ^  man.  Thii  (peenUtioo,  dented  from  Ibe 
diflMM  ttnla  and  Ib«  bonn  af  eoorinaua  and  un- 
uiri^ininull  found  Id  ihera.  it  nol  natnry  lo  Ihe 
oiaic  BCCDum,  but  niber  coofirmt  i( ,-  u  oo  hui 
jprt  have  yet  bv-a  discovered  ia  Ibose  siraia, 
riiti^h  Those  of  msDy  kmvii  ■nioisli  mft  found  i 
leremainiof  ibeuoknonD.  The  aDmioi)  qfLuei^, 
At  lUepre<adamile  ^tnrld  vis  alio  peopled  by  iqtiojia I 
!iii|^  murb  more  iDieib^cDl    than  man,  and  pr 


1  uu^l  la  jdd,  llul  Ihere  i>  .  .Tninelogadia.  of 
IBeri.  eallrd  •  Abel. —I  biie  oefr  readllisl  nor  any 
tber  of  the  posthonunia    works  of  Iha  vnler,  e 
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CAIN. 


ACT  I. 

SCENE  L  * 

1%*  Land  wiAoiU  ParadiM,'—  JUu,  $utui$e. 

Adam,  Etb,  Gum,  Abkl,  Adai,  ZiLLjuiy  offnin$  a 

Saerijic€. 

ADAM. 

God,  the  Eternal !  Infinite !  All-Wise  !— 
Who  out  of  darkness  on  the  deep  didst  make 
Light  on  the  waters  vith  a  word — all  hail! . 
Jehorah,  with  returning  light,  all  hul  I 

BTI. 

God !  who  didst  name  the  day,  and  separate 
Morning  from  night,  till  then  divided  never — 
Who  didst  fUvide  the  wave  frofn  wave,  and  call 
Part  of  thy  work  the  firmament — all  hail ! 

AaiL. 
God !  who  didst  caU  the  elementt  into 
Earth-— ocean— air — and  fire,  and  with  the  day 
And  night,  and  worlds  which  these  iUnminate 
Or  shadow,  madest  beings  to  enjoy  them, 
And  bve  bath  them  and  thee— aU  haU !  aU  hail ! 

ADAB. 

God,  the  Eternal  I  Vaxtni  of  all  thiogi! 

Who  didst  create  these  best  and  beanteons  beings. 

To  be  beloved,  more  than  all,  save  thee — 

Let  me  love  thee  and  them: — All  hail!  all  hail! 

ZILLAH. 

Oh,  God !  who  loving,  making,  blessing  all. 
Yet  didst  permit  the  serpent  to  creep  in. 
And  drive  my  fiither  forth  from  Paradise, 
Keep  us  from  farther  evil :— Hail!  all  hail! 

ADAM.  ^ 

Son  Gain,  my  first-bom,  wherefoie  art  dion  silentT 

CAIN. 

Why  should  I  speak? 

ADAM. 

To  pray. 

CAIII. 

Have  ye  not  pray'd  T 

ADAM. 

We  have,  moat  fervently. 

CAIN. 

And  loudly :  T 
Have  beard  you. 

ADAM. 

So  will  God,  I  trust. 

ASKL. 

Amen ! 

ADAM. 

But  thoo,  my  eldest-bom,  art  silent  still. 

CAIN. 

T  is  better  I  should  be  so. 

ADAM.  ' 

Wherrfore  so?  ^ 

CAIlf. 

1  have  nought  to  ask. 

ADAM. 

Nor  aught  to  thank  for  ? 

CAIR. 

No. 


Dort  thou  not 


CAIV. 

Mmt  I  not  die  T 


Aba! 
The  fimit  of  oar  forbiddflB  tree  beipaa 
To&U. 

ADAM. 

And  we  must  gather  it  u^gtiau 
Oh,  God !  why  didst  thou  plant  the  tree  of  koovltdgF 

CAIH. 

And  wherefore  j^ck'd  ye  not  the  tree  of  life? 
Ye  might  have  then  defied  him. 

ADAM. 

Ofalmyaon, 
Blaspheme  not :  these  are  serpente*  words. 

GAM. 

Why 
The  snake  spoke  tnA:  it  vmu  the  tree  of 
It  w«s  the  tree  of  life:— knowledfe  is  good. 
And  life  is  good;  and  how  can  both  be  evil? 


? 


My  boy !  ihtm  speakest  as  I  ^poke  in  sin, 
Bdfbre  thy  birth  t  let  me  not  see  reacVd 
My  misery  in  thine.    I  have  repeate&r 
Let  me  not  see  my  ofVipring  fall  iiKo 
The  snares  beyond  the  walls  of  Pluediee* 
Which  sTen  in  Paradlie  destiof d  hia  psveMa^ 
Gonteot  thee  with  what  it.    Had  ve  been  aei, 
Thou  now  hadst  been  eoatetttad.«'^Nl«  my  son! 

ADAM. 

Our  orisoiM  completed,  let  us  henee. 
Each  to  his  taak  of  toil — not  heavy,  thoi^j^ 
Needfal :  the  earth  is  young,  and  yields  ns  lundly 
Her  fttuts  with  little  labour. 


Cdn,  my 
Behold  thy  lather  cheerful  and  resigned. 
And  do  as  he  doth. 

[£x£f  Adam  cii^Eti. 

ZILLAH. 

Wilt  thou  not,  my  brother? 

ASBL. 

Why  wilt  thou  wear  this  gloom  upon  thy  brow, 
Which  can  avail  thee  nothing,  save  to  ronse 
The  Eternal  anger? 

ADAI. 

My  beloved  Cain, 
Wilt  thoo  frown  even  on  me  ? 

CAIM. 

No,  Adah!  no; 
I  fain  would  be  alone  a  little  while. 
Abel,  I  'm  sick  at  heart;  but  it  will  peas : 
Precede  me,  brother — I  will  follow  shortly. 
And  you,  too,  Asters,  tarry  not  behind;  *    ' 
Your  gentleness  must  not  be  harshly  met: 
I  '11  foUew  you  anon. 

ADAH. 

]fnot,IwiU 
Return  to  seek  you  here. 

ASBL. 

The  peace  of  God 
Be  on  your  spirit,  brother ! 

[Exit  AaB^  ZiLLAi,  mnd  Abau. 
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CAIN   (solus). 

And  thi«  n 
I'ifr- ! — Toil !  and  wherrfore  should  I  toil  ? — because 
My  father  could  not  keep  bin  place  in  Eden. 
What  had  /  done  in  tliinT— I  Iran  unborn, 
I  sou(;lit  not  to  be  born ;  nor  love  the  state 
To  which  that  birth  has  brought  me.     Why  did  he 
Yield  to  thr  .serpent  and  the  woman  ?  or. 
Yielding,  vhy  suffer?  What  van  tliere  in  this? 
The  tre«>  'was  planted,  and  why  not  for  him  ? 
If  not,  why  place  him  near  it,  where  it  grew. 
The  fairest  in  the  centre?  They  have  but 
One  answer  to  all  questions,  «  't  was  his  will, 
And  he  is  good.n     How  know  I  that?  Because 
Ho  is  all-powerful  must  all-good,  too,  follow  ? 
I  jud^e  but  by  the  fruits — and  they  are  bitter — 
Which  I  must  feed  on  for  a  fault  not  mine. 
Whom  have  we  here? — A  shape  like  to  the  angels. 
Yet  of  a  sterner  and  a  sadder  aspect. 
Of  spiritual  essence  :  why  do  I  quake  ? 
Why  should  I  fear  him  more  than  other  spirits. 
Whom  I  M-e  daily  wave  their  Eery  swords 
lU'fore  the  gates  round  which  I  linger  oft. 
In  twilight's  hour,  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  those 
<«:irdens  which  arc  my  just  inlieritance, 
Kro  the  night  closer  o'er  the  inhibited  walls, 
And  the  immortal  trees  which  overtop 
The  clKTubini-tlcfended  battlements  ? 
If  I  shrink  not  from  tliese,  the  fire-arm'd  angels, 
Why  should  1  quail  from  him  who  now  approaches  ? 
Yet  he  »eems  mightier  fair  than  them,  nor  less 
Ik'auleou!^,  and  yet  not  all  as  beautiful 
.\s  he  luitli  been,  and  might  be :  sorrow  seems 
Half  of  his  immortality.     And  is  it 
So  .'  and  can  aught  grieve  save  humanity? 
He  cometh. 

Enter  Lucipki. 
Lucirai. 
Mortal! 

Cd.f. 

Spirit,  who  art  thoa  ? 

LL'CIPKl. 

Master  of  spirits. 

CAIN. 

And  being  so,  canst  thou 
l^ave  them,  and  walk  with  dust  ? 

LUCirKl. 

I  know  the  thoughts 
Of  dust,  and  feel  for  it,  and  with  you. 

CAIN. 

now! 

You  know  my  thoughts  ? 

LuciPia. 
They  are  the  thoughts  of  all 
Worthy  of  thought ; — 't  is  your  immortal  part 
Which  speaks  within  you. 

CAIN. 

What  immortal  part  ? 
This  has  not  been  roreard  :  the  tree  of  life 
Was  withheld  from  us  by  my  folher's  folly. 
While  th.it  of  knowledge,  by  my  mother's  haste. 
Was  pluck'd  too  soon ;  and  all  the  fruit  is  death  ! 

LUCIPBB. 

They  have  deceived  thee  ;  thou  shalt  lite. 

CAIN. 

I  live, 
Hut  live  to  die :  and,  living,  see  no  thing 


To  make  death  hateful,  save  an  ionate  clinging, 
A  loathsome  and  yet  all  invincible 
Instinct  of  life,  which  I  abhor,  as  I 
Despise  myself,  yet  cannot  overcome — 
And  so  1  live.     SVould  I  had  never  lived  ! 

LDCIPIB. 

Tliou  livest,  and  must  live  for  ever :  think  not 
Tlie  earth,  which  is  thine  outward  corering,  is 
Existence— it  will  cease,  and  thou  wilt  be 
Mo  less  than  thou  art  now. 

CAIN. 

No  Uss  !  and  why 

No  more  ? 

LUCIPIB. 

It  may  be  thou  shalt  be  as  we. 

CAIN. 

And  ye? 

LUCIFBt. 

Are  everlasting. 

GAIN. 

Are  ye  happy  ? 

LUCIFIl. 

We  are  mighty. 

CAIN. 

Are  ye  happy  ? 

LUCirEl. 

Mo :  art  thou  ? 

CAIN. 

How  should  I  be  to  ?  Look  on  me  ! 

Luciraa. 

Poor  clay ! 
And  thou  pretendest  to  be  wretched  !  Tbou  ! 

CAIN. 

1  am  : — and  thou,  with  all  thy  might,  what  art  thou  ? 

LUCIPBB. 

One  who  aspired  to  be  what  made  thee,  and 
Would  not  have  made  tliee  what  thou  art. 

CAIN. 

Ah! 
Thou  look'st  almost  a  god ;  and— 

LUCIPBB. 

lam  none: 
And  having  fail'd  to  be  one,  would  be  nought 
Save  wliat  I  am.     He  conquer'd ;  let  him  reign  ! 

CAIN. 

Who  ? 

LUCIPBB. 

Thy  sire's  Haker,  and  the  earth's. 

CAIN. 

And  heaven's. 
And  all  that  in  them  is.    So  I  have  heard 
llis  seraphs  sing ;  and  so  my  father  saitb. 

LUCIPBB. 

They  say— what  they  must  sing  and  say,  on  pain 
Of  being  that  which  I  am — and  thou  art— 
Of  spirits  and  of  men. 

CAIN. 

And  what  is  that  ? 

LL'CIPBB. 

^SduIs  who  dare  use  their  immortality — 
Kouls  >»ho  dare  look  the  Omnipotent  tyrant  in 
His  everlasting  face,  and  tell  him,  tluil 
His  evil  is  not  good  !  If  he  lias  made, 
As  he  saith — which  I  know  not,  nor  believe — 
Hut,  if  he  made  us — he  cannot  unmake : 
We  are  immortal !— nay,  he  d  havt  ns  so, 
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That  he  nuiy  torture :— let  him !  He  it  great — 

Bot,  in  his  greatnesc,  ■•  no  happier  than 

We  in  our  conflict !  Goodness  would  not  make 

Evil ;  and  what  else  hath  he  made  T  But  let  him 

Sit  on  his  vast  and  solitary  throtte. 

Creating  worlds,  to  make  eternity 

Less  burthensome  to  his  immense  existenot 

And  unparticipated  solitude ! 

Let  him  crowd  orb  on  orb :  he  is  alonr 

Indefinite,  indissoluble  tyrant! 

Could  he  but  crush  himself,  *t  were  the  best  boon 

He  ever  granted :  but  let  him  reign  on. 

And  multiply  himself  in  misery  \ 

Spiriu  and  mm,  at  least  we  sympathise ; 

And,  suffering  in  concert,  make  our  pangs, 

Innumerable,  more  endurable. 

By  the  unbounded  sympathy  of  all — 

With  all !  But  He !  so  wretched  in  his  height, 

So  restless  in  his  wretchedness,       st  still 

Create,  and  re-create — 

CAItl. 

Thou  speak'st  to  me  of  things  which  long  have  swum 

In  Yisions  through  my  thought :  I  nerer  could 

Reconcile  what  I  saw  with  what  I  heard. 

My  father  and  my  mother  talk  to  me 

Of  serpents,  and  of  fruits  and  trees :  I  see 

The  gales  of  what  they  call  their  Paradise 

Guarded  by  fiery-sworded  cherubim, 

Which  shut  them  out,  and  me :  I  feel  the  wei^t 

Of  daily  toil,  and  constant  thought :  I  look 

Around  a  ^world  where  I  seem  nothing,  with 

Thoughts  which  arise  within  me,  as  if  they 

Could  master  all  things :— but  I  thought  alone 

This  misery  was  mine. — My  father  is 

Tamed  down ;  my  mother  has  forgot  the  mind 

Which  made  her  thirst  for  knowledge  at  the  risk 

Of  an  eternal  curse ;  my  brother  is 

A  watching  shepherd  boy,  who  offers  up 

The  firstlings  of  the  flock  to  him  who  bids 

The  earth  yield  nothing  to  us  without  sweat ; 

My  sister  Zillah  sings  an  earlier  hymn 

Than  the  bird's  matins ;  and  my  Adah,  my 

Own  and  beloved,  she  too  understands  not 

The  mind  which  overwhelms  me :  never  till 

Now  met  I  aught  to  sympathise  with  me. 

T  is  well— -I  rather  would  consort  with  spirits. 

Lcciraa. 
And  hadkt  thou  not  been  fit  by  thine  own  soul 
For  such  companionship,  I  would  not  now 
Have  stood  before  thee  as  I  am :  a  serpent 
Had  been  enough  to  charm  yc,  as  before. 

CAIN. 

Ah  I  didst  Iftoii  tempt  my  mother  ? 

Lucirai. 

I  tempt  none. 
Save  with  the  truth :  was  not  the  tree,  the  tree 
(tf  knowledge  ?  and  was  not  the  tree  of  life 
Still  fruitful  1  Did  /  bid  her  phick  them  not  ? 
Did  /  plant  things  prohibited  within 
The  reach  of  beings  innocent,  and  curious  ^ 

By  their  own  innocence  7  t  would  have  made  ye 
Gods ;  and  even  He  who  thrust  ifp  forth  so  thrust  ye 
BecauM*  «  ye  should  not  cat  the  fruits  of  life, 
And  become  gods  as  we.»     Were  those  his  words? 

CilN. 

They  were,  as  I  have  heard  from  those  who  heard  them 


In  thunder.  ^ 

Locirn. 
Thea  who  was  the  dflBoof  Be 
Who  would  not  let  ye  live,  or  he  who  voald 
Have  made  ye  live  for  ever  in  the  joy 
And  power  of  knowledge  ? 

OAIM. 

Woold  thcf  lad  enatch'd  bofk  ' 
The  fimits,  or  neither ! 

LOGfTlB. 

One  is  yoore  akmdj^ 

The  other  may  be  still. 

CAIN. 

How  so? 

Lociraa. 

By  being 
Yourselves,  in  your  resiscance.    Nothing  can 
Quench  the  mind,  if  the  mind  will  be  itself 
And  centre  of  surrounding  things — *t  ii  mndc 
To  sway. 

CAIH. 

But  didst  thoa  tempt  my  parenta  T 
LOGiria. 

I? 
Poor  cUy !  what  should  I  teniipt  them  for,  or  how  ? 

CAIK. 

They  say  the  serpent  was  a  spirit. 

Lucirsa. 

Who 
Saith  that  T  It  is  not  written  so  on  high  : 
The  proud  One  will  not  so  Hr  AJaify, 
Though  man's  vast  fears  and  little  vanity 
Would  make  him  cast  upon  the  spiritoiLl  nature 
His  own  low  failing.    The  snake  was  the  anake — 
No  more ;  and  yet  not  less  than  those  be  tempted,  - 
In  nature  being  earth  also     wore  in  wisdom^ 
Since  he  could  overcome  them,  and  foreknew 
The  knowledge  fatal  to  their  narrow  joys. 
Think'st  thou  I  *d  take  the  shape  of  things  that  die  ? 

CAlH. 

But  the  thing  had  a  demon  T 

He  bnt  woke  one 

In  those  he  spake  to  with  his  forky  tongue. 

I  tell  thee  that  the  serpent  was  no  more 

Than  a  mere  serpent :  ask  the  cherubim 

Who  guard  the  tempting  tree.    YHien  thousand  ages 

Have  roU'd  o'er  your  dead  ashes  and  your  seed's. 

The  seed  of  tlte  then  world  may  thus  array 

Tlieir  earliest  fault  in  fable,  and  attribute 

To  me  A  shape  I  scorn,  as  I  scorn  all 

That  bows  to  hna  who  made  things  but  to  bend 

Before  his  sullen  sole  eternity ; 

But  we,  who  see  the  truth,  must  speak  it.     Thy 

Food  parents  listen'd  to  a  creeping  thing. 

And  fell     For  what  shonki  spirits  tempt  them  ?  What 

Was  there  to  envy  in  the  narrow  bounds 

Of  Paradise,  that  spirits  who  pervade 

Space but  I  speak  to  thee  of  what  thou  know'st  not. 

With  all  thy  tree  of  knowledge. 

CAIN. 

But  thou  canst  not 

Speak  aught  of  knowledge  which  I  would  not  know. 
And  do  not  thirst  to  know,  and  bear  a  mind 
To  know. 
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i.ociria. 


And  heart  to  look  on  T 


CAIN. 

Be  It  provw. 
urciPii. 
Dtr  tt  thou  to  look  on  Death  I 

CAiir. 

He  has  not  yet 
Been  teeo. 

Lucirai.' 
But  mutt  be  uodergooe. 

CAIH. 

My  father 
Sayt  he  U  something  dreadful,  and  my  mother 
Weeps  when  lie  *s  named;  and  Abel  lifts  his  eyes 
To  heaven,  and  Zillah  nsts  hers  to  the  earth. 
And  sighs  a  prayer ;  and  Adah  looks  on  me, 
And  speaks  not. 

LUGiria. 
And  diouT 

CAIR. 

Thoughts  unspeakable 
Crowd  in  my  breast  to  burning,  when  I  hear 
Of  this  almighty  Death,  who  is,  it  seems. 
Inevitable.    Could  I  wrestle  with  htmT 
I  wrestled  with  the  lion,  when  a  J>oy, 
In  play,  till  he  ran  roaring  from  my  gripe. 

LocirsB. 
It  has  no  shape,  but  will  absorb  all  things 
That  bear  the  form  of  eartb-bom  being. 

CAM. 

Ah! 
I  thought  it  was  a  being :  jrbo  could  do 
Such  evil  things  to  beings  save  a  being  T 

LUGuraa. 
Ask  the  Destroyer. 

GAtM. 

Who? 

Loana. 

The  Makci^-caU  him 
Which  name  thou  wilt ;  h«  makes  bnt  to  destroy. 

CAIN. 

I  knew  not  that,  yet  thought  it,  since  I  heard 

Of  death :  although  I  know  not  what  it  is. 

Yet  it  seems  horrible.     I  have  look'd  out 

In  tiie  vast  desobte  ni|^t  in  search  of  him; 

And,  when  I  saw  gigantic  shadows  in 

The  umbrage  of  the  walls  of  Eden,  cheqnai'd 

By  the  far-flashing  of  the  cherubs*  swonls, 

I  watdi'd  for  what  I  thought  his  coming;  for 

W^ith  fear  rose  longing  in  my  heart  to  know 

Wliat  't  wBs  which  shook  us  all— bnt  nothing  came. 

And  then  I  tum'd  my  weary  eyes  from  off 

Our  native  and  forbidden  Paradise, 

Up  to  the  liglits  above  us,  in  the  azure, 

Which  are  so  beautiful :  shall  they,  too,dteT 

LUGina. 
Perhaps— but  long  outlive  both  thine  and  thee. 

C.illf. 

I  'm  glad  of  that;  1  would  not  have  them  die, 
Tliey  are  so  lovely.    Wlut  is  death  T    I  fear, 
I  feel,  it  is  a  dreadful  tiling ;  but  what, 
I  cannot  compass :  't  is  denounced  against  us, 
Hoth  them  wlio  sinn'd  and  nnn'd  nof,  as  an  ill— 
Wliat  ill? 


'  LOCI 

To  be  raolved  iaio  dit  earth. 

GAIN. 

But  shall  I  know  itT 

uroiru. 
As  I  know  not  deaih, 
I  caimoc  answer. 

CAIN* 

Were  I  quiet  earth, 
That  were  no  evil :  would  I  ne'er  had  been 
Aught  else  but  dust! 

Loaraa. 

That  is  a  grovling  wish, 
Less  than  thy  father's,  for  he  wish'd  to  know. 

CAIN. 

But  not  to  live,  or  wherefore  pluck'd  he  not 
ThelifeHree? 

Luaru. 
He  was  fainder'd. 

GAIN. 

Deadly  error! 
Not  to  snatch  first  that  fruit :  bnt  ere  he  phick'd 
The  knowledge,  he  was  ignorant  of  dAth. 
Alas !  I  scarcely  now  know  what  it  is. 
And  yet  I  fear  it — fear  I  know  not  what ! 

Ltrciraa. 
And  I,  who  know  all  things,  fear  nothing :  see 
What  is  true  knowledge.    \ 

GAIN. 

Wilt  thott  teach  me  all? 

LUCiriB.    ' 

Ay,  upon  one  conditioo. 

GAIN. 

Zfameic 
LuariB. 

That 
Thou  dost  fall  down  and  worship  me — thy  Lord. 

GAIN. 

Ilioa  art  not  the  Lord  my  father  worshipe. 

LCCIPIB. 

No. 

GAIN. 

His  equal? 

Loctpia. 
No ; — I  have  nought  in  common  with  him! 
Nor  would :  I  would  be  aught  above— beneath—  ^ 

Aught  save  a  sharer  or  a  servant  of 
His  power.    I  dwell  apart ;  bat  I  am  great  :— 
Many  there  are  who  worship  me,  and  moie 
Who  shall— be  thou  amongrt  the  first. 

caiN. 

Intver 
As  yet  have  bow'd  uto  my  father's  God, 
Altbou^  my  brother  Abel  oft  implores 
That  I  would  join  with  him  in  sacrifice  :— 
Why  should  I  bow  to  thee? 

LVGina. 

Hasi  thott  ne'er  bow'd 
To  him? 

CAIN. 

Have  I  not  said  it?— need  I  say  it? 
Gould  not  thy  mighty  knowledge  teach  thee  that? 

LUCIPIB. 

He  who  bows  not  to  him  has  bow'd  to  me! 

GAIN. 

But  I  will  bend  to  neither. 


■  f . 


"iiilB^ijii 
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tvcirgft. 

Me'er  the  btt, 
Tboa  art  my  worahipper :  not  vonhippSng 
Him  makes  thee  mine  the  same. 

GlIH. 

▲nd  what  it  that? 
Lucim. 
Thoa  It  know  here— and  hereafter. 

CAIN. 

Let  me  bat 
Be  taoffat  the  myMery  of  my  being. 

ujciraa. 

Follow 
Where  I  will  lead  thee. 

CAItl. 

fikit  I  most  retire 
To  till  the  earth— for  1  had  promised-—^ 

Luciru. 

What? 

CAIN. 

To  call  tome  fint  frnits. 

LUGiria. 
Why? 

CAIN. 

To  offer  ap 
With  Abel  on  an  altar. 

Lucxrsa. 

Saidst  thou  not 
Thoa  ne'er  hadst  bent  to  him  who  made  thee? 

dAlN. 

Yea- 

But  AbeFs  earnest  prayer  has  wroni^t  upon  me; 

The  offering  is  more  his  than  mine — and  Adah 

LDCiraa. 
Why  dost  thou  hesiute? 

CAIN. 

She  is  my  sister. 
Bom  on  the  same  day,  of  the  same  womb;  and 
She  wrong  from  me,  with  tears,  this  promise,  and 
Rather  than  see  her  weep,  I  would,  methinks, 
Bear  all— and  worship  aaght. 

Lociraa. 

Then  follow  me! 

GAIN. 

IwilL 

EntarADAM. 

ADAH. 

My  brother,  I  have  come  for  thee; 
It  is  our  hour  of  rest  and  joy — and  we 
Have  less  without  thee.    Thou  hast  laboured  not 
This  mom ;  but  I  have  done  thy  task :  the  fruits 
Are  ripe,  and  glowing  as  the  light  which  ripens : 
Come  away. 

CAIN. 

See'st  thou  not? 

ADAN. 

Isee  an  angel; 
We  hate  seen  many :  will  he  share  our  hour 
Of  rest?— he  is  welcome. 

CAIN. 

But  he  is  not  like 
The  angels  we  have  seen. 

ADAH. 

Are  there,  then,  others? 
But  he  is  welcome,  as  they  were :  they  deign'd 


To  be  ow  gnarti    will  bef 

GAIN  (t»LmciJkr)m   * 
WlktboaT 


Thee  to  be  mine. 


CAia. 
I  BWft  away  widi  faun. 


And  leave  osT 


OAiir. 


Ay. 


ADAH. 

And  Me? 

CAIK. 

BelovadAdah! 

,ADAa. 

Let  me  go  with  thee. 

LUCIFSE. 

No,  the  naaat  aoc 

ADAS. 

Who 
Art  thoa  that  steppett  between  heart  and  heart? 

cAin. 
lie  is  a  god. 

ADAH. 

How  knoVtt  thoa? 

CAUI. 

Beapeakalike 

A  god. 

ADAS. 

So  did  the  serpent,  and  it  lied. 
Ltrciraa. 
Thou  errest,  Adah ! — was  not  the  tree  dmt 
Of  knowledge? 

A»An. 
Ay — to  our  eternal  sorrowr. 
Luciraa. 
And  yet  that  grief  is  knowledge— ao  ^  lied  not: 
And  if  be  did  betray  you,  't  was  with  trath; 
And  truth  in  its  own  essence  cannot  be 
But  good. 

ADAI. 

But  all  we  know  of  it  has  gather  d 
Evil  on  ill:  ezpulsioiL from  our  honae. 
And  dread,  and  toil,  and  sweat,  and  beavinets; 
Remorse  of  that  which  was,  and  hope  of  that 
Which  Cometh  not.    Gain !  walk  not  with 
Bear  with  what  we  have  borne,  and  lore 
Love  thee. 

Luciraa. 

itore  than  thy  mother  and  thy  tire  I 

ADAS. 

[  do.    Is  that  a  sin,  too  7 

Lociraa. 
No,  not  yet ; 
It  one  day  wiU  be  in  your  children. 

ADAI. 

What! 
Must  not  my  daughter  love  her  brother  JBno<^  ? 

Luciraa. 
Not  as  thou  lovest  Gain ! 

ADAH. 

Oh,  my  God! 
Shall  they  not  love  and  bring  forth  things  that  love 
Out  of  their  love?  have  they  not  drawn  their  milk 
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ihiplyLng  our  beiDg,  iDullipl;r 


What  ii  the  ila  whieb  it  not 
Sin  m  ilwJf  I  Cin  cireumirance  nuke  lin 

Of— - 

IILqIw  LhiflgtlhAa  ydarcilitH;  toil  hi 

PrrfpT  an  indeprndenry  of  larnirv 

To  Iheimaolh  igfiDicl  of  odoblion 

IjL  liymoB  mad  barpLnp,  and  vlf-wekinf  pnjn 

Tn  Ihst  vhirh  ii  ompipomi.  IxwauK 

Bui  terror  gwl  ulf-lidpc. 


Oiiuii|Mi[riK« 


lU  J»atity ;  ibou  mn  (thtt 


my  ni 


RflUllQ 


■  lAlt  plucVd  B  frui 

Than  In  IhyiclEj  ihouaE  thf  lr«it  lual  pai 

Ami  h.ppT  ioiwnwfMt  viih  hsppj  .pini. 
Bui  w<s  th^  cMLdnn,  ignimot  of  Edm, 
Arc  gin  iboul  by  demoas  *ha  wiuno 
The  vonUo(  Gotl.  lud  lempt  moiib  our 


^>hTm 


1  look  upou  bim  wilh  ■  pleiiiiit;  fttr, 
Aod  jel  I  Hy  Dot  from  him :  in  hil  i^e 
llimiia  fuirniugntninioa  vhich 
Fiin  my  fluItniDg  ryet  on  hi<^  my  hurt 

Nearer  iikI  ik*itt  ;  Cam— Cain— hti  me  (p 

W1.ll  dmdi  my  AdDh)  Thii  it  no  ill  •piril. 


And  Ihii  ibould  bci 


Tim  ihry  in  lui  eampaiible,  ihe  doom 

Of  Lhy  fond  partati,  for  tbrir  darini;.  profof. 

Chiue  bernil  laie  and  knawledgE- (inra  (lie 


lb  driren  ui  alL  from  PlradiH 


Sliall  men  lave  ibe  nmcmbnince  of  ihe  nun 
Who  »>'d  Lbi  Kcd  of  oil  and  manbiuil 
Inlheumebourl  They  pluek'd  iho  im  of  UK 
And  lin^ind,  nol  conlenl  wilh  Ibeir  ovn  mr 
Begat  mi— rter— and  ill  iha  fev  Ihal  are, 
And  all  ihe  Dnnnmberd  ind  ituianunbJii 
NuUiladct,  miJlioni,  myriada,  vblch  may  bc» 

By  3G«<— And  f  muil  be  tin  of  turh  lhin|i[ 
Thy  beauly  and  Ihy  loie — my  love  and  joy, 
The  rapturoui  moneni  and  [he  plaeid  hour, 


Ofiii 


ToDeuLh— IheunlinovntHelbtnkilhilrerof  know  Inlgi 
nol  (uIGirdiu  pramiM;-if  tbey^innd, 
al  ihry  oughl  lo  have  known  oil  IhinEt  ihll  arv 

or  knowledge—end  themyiin-y  oFdenlb. 

WbU  do  lliey  know! —thai  [hey  are  nlHnble. 
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I  will  hare  non^t  to  do  irith  happiness, 
Which  humbles  me  and  mine. 

ADAH. 

Alone  I  cottid  not, 
Nor  would  be  happy:  but  with  those  around  us, 
I  tliink  I  could  be  so,  despite  of  death. 
Which,  as  I  know  it  not,  I  dread  not,  though 
It  seems  an  awful  shadow — if  I  may 
Judge  from  what  I  have  heard. 

LUCirXB. 

And  thou  couldst  not 
Alone,  thou  sayst,  be  happy! 

ADAH. 

Alone!  Oh,  my  God! 
Who  could  be  happy  and  alone,  or  good? 
To  me  my  solitude  seems  sin;  unless 
When  1  think  how  soou  I  sliall  see  my  brother, 
Dis  brother,  and  our  children,  and  our  parents. 

LDCIFIt. 

Yet  thy  God  is  alone;  and  is  he  happy. 
Lonely  and  good? 

ADAD. 

He  is  not  so;  he  hath 
Tlie  angels  and  the  mortals  to  make  Iiappy, 
And  thus  becomes  so  iu  diffusing  joy : 
What  else  can  joy  be  but  the  spreading  joy? 

LUCIFIt. 

Ask  of  your  sire,  the  exile  fresh  from  Eden ; 
Or  of  his  first-bom  son ;  ask  your  own  heart ; 
It  is  not  tranquil. 

ADAH. 

Alas !  no;  and  you — 
Are  you  of  heaven  ? 

LUCIFKB. 

If  I  am  not,  inquire 
The  cause  of  this  all-spreading  happiness 
(Which  you  proclaim)  of  the  all-great  and  good 
Maker  of  life  aud  living  things ;  it  is 
His  secret,  and  he  keeps  it.     We  must  bear. 
And  some  of  us  resist,  and  both  in  vain, 
His  seraphs  say;  but  it  is  worth  the  tria4, 
Since  better  may  not  be  without :  there  is 
A  wisdom  in  the  spirit,  which  directs 
To  right,  as  in  the  dim  blue  air  the  eye 
Of  yoi%  young  mortals,  lights  at  once  upon 
The  star  wliich  watches,  welcoming  the  mora. 

ADAH. 

It  is  a  beautiful  star ;  I  love  it  for 
Its  beauty. 

LUCIFBB. 

And  why  not  adore? 

ADAH. 

Our  father 
Adores  the  Invisible  only. 

LUCIPBR. 

Dut  the  symbols 
Of  the  Invisible  arc  the  loveliest 
Of  what  is  visible;  and  yon  bright  star 
Is  leader  of  the  host  of  hca\cn. 

ADAH. 

Our  f.iiher 
Saith  that  he  has  behold  the  God  himself 
Who  made  him  and  our  mutlicr. 


LUCIFER. 


Hast  thou  seen  him? 


ADAM. 

Tet— in  hat  works. 

LUCIPBH. 

Boc  in  bis  being? 

ADAH. 

No- 
Save  in  my  father,  who  is  God's  own  image; 
Or  in  his  angek,  who  are  like  to  thee — 
And  brighter,  yet  less  beautiful  and  powerful 
In  seeming:  as  the  silent  sunny  noon. 
All  light,  they  look  upon  us ;  b«t  thou  seem'sc 
Like  an  ethereal  night,  where  long  white  cloud« 
Streak  the  deep  purple,  and  unnumber'd  stars 
Spangle  the  wonderful  mysterious  vault 
With  things  that  look  as  if  they  would  be  suns; 
So  beautiful,  unnumber'dj  and  endearing. 
Not  dazzling,  and  yet  drawing  us  to  them. 
They  (ill  my  eyes  with  tears,  and  so  dost  thou. 
Thou  seem'st  unhappy;  do  not  make  us  so, 
And  I  will  weep  for  thee. 

Lucirtfa. 
Alas !  those  tears ! 
Gouldst  thou  but  know  what  oceans  will  be  shed— 

ADAB. 

By  met 

LUCIPKH. 

By  all 

ABAJL 

What  all? 

LOCIPBa. 

The  miUion  millions— 
Tlie  myriad  myriads— the  all-peopled  earth — 
The  unpeopled  earth — and  ibe  o'er-peopled  M^, 
Of  which  thy  bosom  is  the  germ. 

ADAH. 

Ob  Cain! 
Tliis  spirit  curseth  us. 

CAIN. 

Let  him  say  on ; 

Him  will  I  follow. 

ADAB. 

Whitlier? 

LUCrVER. 

To  a  place 
Whence  he  shall  come  back  to  thcc  in  an  hour; 
But  in  that  hour  see  things  of  many  day^ 

ADAH. 

How  can  that  be? 

LUCIPEa. 

Did  not  your  Maker  make 
Out  of  old  worlds  this  now  one  in  few  days  ? 
And  cannot  I,  who  aided  iu  this  w  ork. 
Show  in  an  hour  wliat  he  hath  made  in  many. 
Or  hath  destroy'd  iu  few  ? 

CAIM. 

Lead  on. 

ADAH. 

Will  lie 
In  sooih  return  williin  an  hour  ? 

LDCIFER. 

He  shall. 
With  Us  acts  arc  exempt  from  time,  and  wc 
(^111  rro>K(l  eternity  into  an  hour, 
()r  Ntrctch  an  hour  into  eternity: 

We  breathe  not  by  a  mortal  measurement 

but  that's  a  mystery.     Cain,  come  on  wiib  mc. 


CAIN. 


369 


A  DAB. 

;  mum  ? 

LUCIPIt. 

Ay,  vomau!  be  aJone 
rtnU  from  that  place  (the  first  and  last 
lall  return,  save  0.^b)— shall  comeb«pk  to  thee 
<e  that  silrot  and  expectant  world 
ulous  as  this :  at  present  there 
V  inhabitants. 

ADAB. 

Where  dwellest  thou? 

LUGlPBt. 

Iiout  all  space.  Where $aiould  1  dwell?  Where  arc 

d  or  Gods— there  am  I ;  all  things  are 

1  with  me ;  life  and  deatli — and  time — 

/—and  heaven  and  earth — and  that 

is  not  heaven  nor  earth,  but  peopled  with 

vho  once  peopled  or  shall  people  both — 

re  my  realms  !  So  that  I  do  divide 

J  possess  a  kin^jdom  which  is  not 

F I  were  not  that  which  I  have  said, 

«tand  here  ?     His  angels  arc  within 

ision. 

ADAH. 

i^o  they  were  when  tlie  fair  serpent 
A'ith  our  mother  first. 

LUCIFKB. 

Cain !  thou  hast  heard, 
dost  long  for  knowledge,  I  can  satiate 
lirst :  nor  ask  thee  to  partake  of  fruit 
shall  deprive  thee  of  a  single  good 
iqueror  has  left  thee.     Follow  me. 

CAIN. 

I  have  said  it.  [Exeunt  LuciriB  and  Caik. 

A  PAH  {follows,  exclaiming). 

Ciiin  !  my  brother!  Cain ! 

ACT  II. 

SCENE  r. 
The  Abyss  of  Space. 

CAI!t. 

Mi  air,  and  sink  not;  yet  I  fear 

LircirBR. 
Have  faith  in  me,  and  thou  shalt  1k> 
n  the  air,  of  which  I  am  the  prince. 

CAIN. 

)  so  without  impiety? 

i.ucirBR. 
-and  sink  not!  doubt — and  perish!  thus 
'un  the  edict  (»f  the  other  God, 
mes  me  demon  to  his  angels;  they 
[?  sonnd  to  miserable  things, 
knc»wini;  nou[,'hi  beyond  their  sliallow  senses, 
»  the  word  which  strikes  their  ear,  and  deem 
;ood  what  is  proclaim'd  to  them 
abasemenl.     I  viill  have  none  such  : 
t  or  worship  not,  thoa  shalt  behold 
Ids  beyond  thy  little  world,  nor  Iw  ^ 

1,  for  doubts  l>eyond  thy  little  life, 
'lure  of  my  dooming.     There  will  come 
,  when,  to»s'd  upon  some  water-drops, 
hall  s;iy  to  a  roan,  m  Believe  in  me, 
k  the  waters;*  and  the  man  shall  walk 
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The  billows  and  be  safe.    /  wih  not  say 
Believe  in  me,  as  a  conditional  creed 
To  save  thee;  but  fly  with  me  o'er  the  gulf 
Of  space  an  equal  flight,  and  I  will  show 
Wliat  tliou  dar  St  not  deny,  the  history 
Of  past,  and  present,  and  of  future  worlds. 

CAIN. 

Oh,  god,  or  demon,  or  whate'er  thou  art. 
Is  yon  our  earth  ? 

LUCirSB. 

Dost  thou  not  reMgnixe 
The  dust  which  form'd  your  father? 

CAIN. 

Can  it  be? 
Yon  small  blue  circle,  swinging  in  for  ether, 
W^ith  an  inferior  circlet  near  it  still. 
Which  looks  hke  that  which  lit  our  earthly  night? 
Is  this  our  Paradise?  Wliere  arc  its  walls, 
And  they  who  guard  them? 

LUCirtB. 

Point  me  ont  the  site 
Of  Paradise. 

CAIN. 

How  should  I  ?  As  we  move 
Like  suul)edms  onward,  it  grows  small  and  smaller, 
And  a^  it  waxes  little,  and  then  less, 
(iaihers  a  lialo  round  it,  like  the  light 
Which  shone  the  roimdent  of  the  stars,  when  I 
Beheld  them  from  tlie  skirts  of  Paradise : 
Methinks  they  both,  as  we  recede  from  them. 
Appear  to  join  the  innumenible  stars 
Which  are  around  us ;  and,  as  we  move  on. 
Increase  tlieir  myriads. 

LUCIPER. 

And  if  lliere  should  be 
W^orlds  greater  than  thine  own,  inhabited 
By  greater  things,  and  they  themselves  lar  more 
In  number  than  the  dust  of  thy  dull  earth, 
Though  multiplied  to  animated  atoms. 
All  living,  and  all  doom'd  to  death,  and  wretclied, 
Wliat  wouldst  thou  think? 

CAIN. 

I  should  1h>  proud  of  thought 
Which  knew  such  thingN. 

LnCIFBB. 

But  if  that  high  thought  were 
Link'd  to  a  MTvde  mass  of  matter,  and. 
Knowing  such  things,  aspiring  to  such  things, 
And  science  still  Iteyoiid  tliem,  were  cliain'd  down 
To  the  uiO!>t  gross  and  petty  paltry  wants. 
All  foul  <iud  fulsome,  and  tlie  very  best 
Of  thine  enjoyments  a  sweet  degradation, 
A  most  enervating  and  filthy  cheat. 
To  lure  thee  on  to  the  renewal  of 
Fresh  souls  and  iKMlies,  all  foredoom'd  to  be 
\s  fniil,  and  few  so  happy 

CAIN. 

Spirit!  I 
Know  nou(;ht  of  death,  save  as  a  dreadful  thing. 
Of  which  1  have  heard  my  parents  Kpr.ik,  as  of 
A  hiileous  heritage  I  ovte  to  llieiii 
No  levs  than  life ;  a  heritage  not  liappy. 
If  1  may  judge  till  now.     But,  spirit,  if 
It  be  as  thou  hast  said  (and  1  within 
FtH'l  the  prophetic  torture  of  its  truth). 
Here  let  me  <lie :  fur  to  give  birth  to  those 

A? 


\ 


MeAinki,  it  ■MNiy  pvnpafMiaf  dmh. 
And  multiplyiaf 


itf II  die— tboNi  It  ivhat  aratt  Mnrivt. 

ThtOtfatr 
Spake  not  of  tliit  onto  my  ftdwr,  what 
He  shot  him  forth  firom  Iteadke,  with  death 
Written  upon  hb  Japliitil     BntetleMt 
Let  what  it  mortal  or  me  periih,  that 
I  may  he  in  the  rett  at  an^elt  are. 

fiWBiraa. 
/amanfelle:  wonldtt  thonbeatlam) 

CAim. 
I  know  not  what  thon  art :  I  tee  thy  power, 
And  tee  thon  thow'tt  mo  thms»  beyoiid  my  power, 
Beyond  all  power  of  my  bom  feenltiet, 
Although  inferior  tdn  to  my  detiret 
And  my  eonceptiottti 

LUCIFia. 

What  are  they,  which  dwell 
So  humbly  in  their  pride,  at  to  eqoom 
With  wormt  in  clay  Y 

CAIW. 

And  what  art  thou,  who  dwellett 
So  haughtily  in  tpirit,  and  canttrange 
Nature  and  immnrtafity,  and  yet 
Seem'tt  torrowAd? 

Lucim. 
I  teem  that  which  I  am ; 
And  therefore  do  I  ask  of  thee,  if  thou^  ^ 
Wouldtt  be  immortal ! 

CAIN. 

Thou  hatt  taid,  I  mutt  be 
Immortal  in  detpite  of  me.    I  knew  not 
Thit  until  lately— but,  lince  it  mutt  be. 
Let  me,  or  happy  or  imhappy,  learn 
To  anticipate  my  immortality. 

Luciria. 
Thou  didtt  befnre  I  came  upon  diee. 

CAM. 

How?  ' 


By  enfraring. 

OAia. 

And  mutt  torturt  be  immortall 

LUCIFM. 

We  and  thy  tout  will  try.    But  now,  behold ! 
It  it  not  glorioutl 

CAia. 
Oh,  thou  beautiful 
And  unimaginable  ether !  and 
Te  multiplying  mattet  of  increated 
And  ttiUAncreating  Ugbu!  what  are  yel  what 
Is  thit  blue  wildonett  of  int^n>^*bl* 
Air,  where  ye  roll  along,  at  I  have  teen 
The  leasee  along  the  limpid  ttreamt  of  Eden  ? 
It  your  conrte  meatnred  for  yo  1  Ordoyt 
Sweep  on  in  your  unbounded  retelry 
Through  an  aerial  universe  of  endlett 
Expansion,  at  which  my  toul  acbet  to  think. 
Intoxicated  with  eternity  1 
Oh  God !  Oh  Godt !  or  whattoe'er  ye  are! 
How  beautiful  ye  are!  how  beautiful 
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Tour  workt,  or  arndtnft,  or  wltaiaMror 
Jhey  may  be!  Let  me  die,  at  atoms  dim 

that  they  die),  or  know  ye  la  your  nai^hft 
And  knowledge!  lif  tfun^  mra  not  in  due  hour 
Unworthy  whU  I  ttt,  though  my  dmA  ia: 
Spirit  !leifaa  I 


Art  thou  not  nearer!  k»ok  back  to  thiao  onrdi! 

CAI>. 

WhertititT  Iteenothiuf  i 
Of 


I  cannot  tee  it 


TeiittpaikJetatiB. 


What,yonderr 


Tea. 


And  wilt  tfaou  tell  me  toT 
Why,  I  have  teen  the  fire4liea  and  fire-wonns 
Sprinkle  the  dusky  gvovet  and  tiie 
In  the  dim  twilight,  brighter  dtaa 
Which  heart  them. 

LoevBa. 
Thou  haet  teen  bodi 
Each  bright  and  tpackling,— what  doot  ttuak  of 

CAin. 
That  they  are  beantifnl  in  thev  own  apheai^ 
And  that  the  night,  which  maket  both  beantife^ 
The  Uttle  thining  firt^y  in  itt  flight. 
And  the  immortal  ttar  in  itt  great  eoorae^ 
Mutt  both  be  guided. 

Lucina. 
But  by  whom  or  what? 
CAxir. 
Show  me. 

Lucma. 
Dar'tt  thou  behold? 

OAIU* 

How  know  I  ^tiiat 
I  ilare  behold  ?  at  yet,  thou  hatt  shown  nou^t 
I  dare  not  gate  on  further. 

LUGimL 

-  On,  then,  with  oae. 

Wouldtt  thou  behold  things  mortal  or  immortal? 

CAIM. 

Why,  what  are  things  ? 

Lucim. 

Both  partly :  hat  what  doth 
Sit  next  thy  heart  I 

CAia. 

The  thingt  I  tee. 

Lucijria. 

But  what 

Sate  nearest  it  I 

CAM. 

The  things  1  have  not 
Nor  ever  thall— the  mysteries  of  deuth. 

LDcvaa. 
What  if  I  show  to  thee  thingt  which  have 
As  I  have  shown  thee  much  which  ceumot  die? 


CAIN. 
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CAM. 


>. 


LUCIFIl. 

Away,  then !  on  our  mighty  iringt. 

Ckim. 
how  we  cleave  the  blue !  The  ttan  ftule  Iroai  us! 
•artb !  where  is  my  earth  T  let  me  look  oo  it, 
wax  made  of  it. 

LUCIFBI. 

T  isjnow  beyond^thee, 
in  the  universe  than  tliou  in  it : 
cvm  not  that  thou  canst  escape  it ;  thou 
!»oon  return  to  earth,  and  all  its  dust; 
>art  of  thy  eternity,  and  mine. 

Ckim. 
-e  dost  thou  lead  me? 

Lucini. 

To  what  was  before  thee ! 
•liantasm  of  the  world ;  of  which  thy  world 
:  the  wreck. 

CAIH. 

What !  is  it  not  then  new  7 
Luciraa. 
ore  than  life  is  :  and  that  was  ere  thou 
arere,  or  the  thin^js  which  seem  to  ns 
er  than  either:  many  things  will  have 
d ;  and  some,  which  would  pretend  to  have 
lo  be^nning,  have  had  one  as  mean 
>u  ;  and  mightier  things  have  been  eitinct 
ike  way  for  much  meaner  than  we  can 
ise ;  for  moments  only  and  the  sfmct 
been  and  mua  be  all  unchang^akU. 
ungcs  make  not  death,  except  to  clay ; 
lou  art  clay — and  canst  but  comprehend 
which  was  clay,  and  such  thou  shalt  behold. 

CAIH. 

spirit !  What  thou  wilt,  I  can  survey. 

LUCIPBB. 

then ! 

CAIlf. 

Rut  the  lights  fade  from  me  fast, 
ime  till  now  grew  larger  as  we  approach'd, 
ore  the  look  of  worlds. 

LUCIPU. 

And  such  they  are. 
CAin. 
dens  in  tliem  ? 

It  nuy  be. 

CAIN. 

And  men? 

LUCIPUL 

r  things  higher. 

CAIN. 

Ay !  and  serpents  tool 

LUCIFBA. 

.St  thou  have  men  without  them  ?  must  no  reptile 
e,  cave  the  erect  ones  ? 

CAIN. 

How  the  lighu  recede ! 

fly  we  ? 

LL'CIFBI. 

To  the  world  of  phantoms,  which 
ings  past,  and  shadows  still  to  come. 

GAIN. 

grows  dark,  and  dark— the  sUn  are  ■»>•' 


And  yet  thou  aeast 

CAin. 
Tit  a  fearful  light! 
No  sun,  no  moon,  no  lights  innumerabk. 
The  very  blue  of  the  empurpled  night 
Fades  to  a  dreary  twilight ;  yet  I  see 
Huge  dusky  masses,  but  unlike  the  woridt 
We  were  approaching,  which,  begirt  with  light, 
Seem*d  full  of  life  even  when  their  atmosphere 
Of  light  gave  way,  and  show'd  tham  uking  shapes 
Unequal,  of  deep  valleys  and  vast  mowitains; 
And  some  emitting  sparks,  and  some  displaying 
Enormous  liquid  plains,  and  some  begirt 
With  luminous  belts,  and  floating  moons,  which  Cook 
Like  tliem  the  features  of  fair  earth ;— instead, 
All  here  seems  dark  and  dreadful. 

LuciPia. 

Bvtditthict. 
Thou  seekest  to  behold  death,  and  daad  thingil 

CAIB. 

I  seek  it  not;  but  as  I  know  there  are 

Such,  and  that  my  sire's  sin  makes  him  and  me. 

And  all  that  we  inherit,  liable 

To  such,  I  would  behold  at  once  what  I 

Must  one  day  see  perforce. 

LUCIPXB. 

Behold! 
CAiir. 

T  is  darkness. 
Lucirxa. 
And  so  it  shall  be  ever;  bat  we  will 
Unfold  iu  gates! 

CAIN. 

Soormous  vapours  roll 
Apart— what's  this  7 

Luarii. 
Enterl 

CAIN. 

CanI  rtCora? 
aaciraa. 
Retom !  be  sure :  how  else  should  death  be  peopled? 
Its  present  realm  is  thin  to  what  it  will  be, 
Through  thee  and  thine. 

CAIN. 

The  clouds  ttill  open  wide 
And  wider,  and  make  widening  drdaa  round  us. 

LUCiriB. 

Advance ! 

GAUI. 

And  thou ! 

Lucivaa. 
Fear  not — without  me  thou 
Couldst  not  have  gone  beyond  thy  world.    On !  on ! 

[They  diMmppear  Arouyh  Ae  eUmds, 


SCENE   II. 

Bmd€t. 

EtUer  LuciFxa  and  Cain. 

CAIN. 

How  silent  and  how  vast  are  these  dim  worlds  ! 
For  they  seem  more  than  one,  and  yet  more  paapled 
Than  the  huge  brilliant  luminous  orba 
So  thickly  in  the  upper  air,  lliai  I 
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Had  deeni'd  tkam  nuber  the  bri^  populace 

Of  fone  all  animayiiMiMe  heaven 

Than  dun^  to  be  inhabited  tbemad'ret, 

Bat  that  on  drawing  near  them  I  b^eld 

Their  streiling  into  palpable  Immetirity 

Of  matter,  which  eeem'd  made  for  life  to  dwdl  on. 

Rather  than  life  itself.    But  here,  all  it 

So  shadowy  and  so  full  of  twilight,  that 

It  speaks  of  a  day  past. 

LUCIVBl. 

It  is  the  realm 
Of  death.— Wonldst  have  it  present? 

CAIN. 

Till  I  know 
That  which  it  really  is,  I  cannot  answer. 
But  if  it  be  as  I  have  heard  my  father 
Deal  out  in  hit  long  homilies,  't  is  a  thing — 
Oh  God !  I  dare  not  think  on  *t !  Guraed  be 
He  who  invented  life  that  leads  to  death ! 
Or  tlie  doll  mast  of  life,  that  being  life 
Gould  not  retain,  but  needs  must  forfeit  it-« 
Even  for  the  innocent ! 

Lucina. 

Dost  thou  curie  thy  father? 
CAiir. 
Gorsed  he  not  me  in  giving  me  my  birth  ? 
Gursed  he  not  me  before  my  birth,  in  daring 
To  pluck  the  frait  forbidden? 

Lircim. 

Thou  say'st  well : 
The  cnrte  is  mutual  'twixt  thy  sire  ai^  thee — 
But  for  thy  sons  and  brother? 

CAIN. 

Let  them  share  it 
With  me,  their  sire  and  brother!  What  else  is 
Beqneath'd  to  me?  I  le^ve  them  my  inheriunce. 
Oh  ye  interminable  gloomy  realms 
Of  swimming  shadows  and  enormous  shapes, 
Some  fully  shown,  some  indistinct,  and  all 
Mighty  and  melancholy — what  are  ye? 
Live  ye,  or  have  ye  lived  T     '' 

Locina. 
Somewhat  of  both. 

CAIN. 

Then  what  is  death  7 

Luana. 
What?  Hath  not  He  who  made  ye 
Said 't  is  another  life? 

CAIN. 

Till  now  He  hath 
Said  nothing,  save  that  all  shall  die. 

LUcirai. 

Perhaps  ' 
He  one  day  will  onfold  that  further  secret. 

CAIN. 

Happy  the  day! 

Lvciraa. 
Tct,  happy!  when  unfolded 
Through  agonies  unspeakable,  and  clogg'd 
With  agonies  eternal,  to  innumerable 
Yet  unborn  myriads  of  uncoqecious  atoms, 
All  to  be  animated  for  this  omyl 

CAIH. 

What  are  these  mighty  phantoms  which  I  tee 
Floating  around  me?~they  wear  not  the  form 
Of  the  intelligencet  I  have 


Immd  our  ragriciad  and  — eatar'd  Btei, 
Nor  wear  the  form  of  man  at  I  hnva  vieVd  it 
In  Adam's,  and  in  JUaf*,  mad  in  mine. 
Nor  in  my  eitiepbrMrt,  nor  in  my  cfaildven't; 
And  yet  they  have  an  atpeet,  which,  thougifa  noi 
Of  men  per  aageit,  looks  like  aomrthimy  which. 
If  not  the  iatt,  roee  higher  than  the  first. 
Haughty,  and  high,  and  heautifii|^|Bd  fall 
Of  seeming  strength,  but  of  iaexpoenble 
Shape;  for  I  never  oavaneh.    Theybanraot 
The  vring  of  seraph,  nor  die  feee  of  mail. 
Nor  form  of  ml|^tiett  bmte,  nor  aaight  dmt  is 
Now  breathing;  mighty  yet  and  beaatifnl 
As  the  most  beaatifnl  and  mi^ity  wiiicb 
Live,  and  yet  to  unlike  them,  diat  I  scnroe 
Gan  call  them  living. 


Thou  livest. 


Tec  they  lived. 

OAIV. 

Luomn. 


CAIH. 


Where 


When? 


On  what  thoa  enllert  earth 
They  did  inhabit. 

OAin. 
Adam  it  the  first. 
Lneim. 
Of  thine,  I  grant  thee— >bal  too  mean  en  be 
The  btt  of  tfaete. 

cAin. 
And  what  are  dwyT 

LBCiriM. 

Tliat 

Thou  shah  be. 

CAIW. 

But  what  tpere  they  ? 
LDcirn. 

Living, 

Intelligent,  good,  great,  and  glorioaa  things. 
As  much  superior  unto  all  thy  sire, 
Adam,  could  e*er  have  been  in  Eden,  as 
The  sixty^thooMuidth  generation  shall  be. 
In  iu  duU  damp  degeneracy,  to 
Thee^id  thy  son ; — and  how  weak  they  are,  jndge 
By  thy  own  flesh. 

CAIN. 

Ah  me!  and  did  Cfcey  perish? 
Lucina. 
Yes,  from  their  earth,  as  thou  wilt  feide  firom 

GAIN. 

But  was  mtne  theirs? 

Lucma. 
It 


CAIN. 

But  not  OS  now : 
It  is  too  little  and  too  lowl^  to 
Sustain  such  creatures. 

Luciruu 

Tme,  it  was  more  ghxioos. 

CAIN. 

Andwhttefofedidicfall? 
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n«bald  Ihcie  phantotni !  1h(^  vttf  b 


TliT  peiiiiT  ponioD  of  the  ImmnrlBl  part 
orhlGliiiiLcIlienicFaiiilninhlyxreoeih. 
Wlinl  jc  ia  cDimnan  hire  with  vhal  ihey  hul 
tt  Liffr,  andirhjil  ye  Mall  have — deaib;  Ihe  ml 
Of  IT""'  V"'  ■iiribuin  Ii  inch  ■•  mill 
ni-piilci  rn^Ddn-'d  oal  of  ihe  Hibwliog 
Sliini?  of  a  mighty  UDiven«»  cttiih'd  inio 
A  Humly-y*!  ihap«l  pUnel,  p<wpled  niih 
Tli'iDgt^boH  rnjoymcnt  vat  Id  be  in  bHndruu— 
A  Paradite  «f  rgnonmce,  From  -which 
EnovtcdgiinulnrT'dai  ponnn.     Bui  brbnld 

Or.  if  il  irk  lb«,  lorn  iluw  back  and  (ill 

Tbc  nnh,  Ihy  uik— 1 11  vafi  ih«  then  hi  taFciy, 


uiD  I  I  am  Hck  of  III 


ItymiDe!  Bni,  phgliicd  lo  mum. 
My  spirit  buoyi  th«  up  lo  bRalbi?  in  ntliani 
WlKrr  all  i.  biralhlnu  «m  lli)u]F.  Cud  oa; 
flu)  do  nol  Ibink  to  dwell  lure  lilllbioehuur 

And  ihw.  (oo.  can  ihcy  ue'rt  tvpB>> 


By  ■hai  il  bran  of  bcauiiful  uati 
Nor  gralify  my  thounnd  ««elliiif 
With  knairledg«.  itor  allay  my  lb 
OfdnlhandliFc. 


Trbat  ihy  ■oHd  i>  Ihoa  ice'H. 


Itoar  ai|i1iily  in  thi  fomi,  but  ten-fold 

The  rli^rub-cuardcd  ■alii  uf  Edin.  *iih 
Eja  naibtn))  like  the  Gny  flrordi  vbicb  fen 
And  luiki  projreliug  Uke  the  lr«»  itripp'd  a 
Their  bark  oai)  hrviDrhci — ■hat  mn  Ibryt 


No!  for  thyfrail  race  lo  war 
Willi  them  vuuld  rmidrr  (he  enne  uu  il  attl 
T  irould  be  deitroy'd  u  early. 

You  hare  forRotlen  the  deuuncialion 
Which  drote  your  race  from  Eden— war  »ilh 
And  death  lo  aU  Ihiugq,  and  di»aie  lo  mwi 

Of  Ihc  forbidden  tm. 

Did  ihay  loo  eai  of  il,  Ihal  they  mnii  die< 


At  you  for  him.— Von 
Fallen,  aB  had  flood. 


I,  ton,  viUiDut  Ihe  lodear-baughl  liuwinlf* ' 


:j 
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With  time. 

OAm. 
But  time  Ims  patt,  and  hitlMrto 
Ef en  Adam  and  my  mother  both  are  fidr: 
Not  fur  like  Adah  and  the  aecaphim— 
But  tcry  Cur. 

Lveiraa. 
All  that  mnit  paei  away 
In  them  and  her. 

GAIB. 

I'm  sorry  for  it;  bat 
Cannot  coneeive  my  lote  for  her  the  less. 
And  when  her  beauty  dicappears,  methinks 
He  who  creates  all  beauty  will  lose  more 
Than  me  in  seeing  perish  such  a  work. 

Luciria. 
I  pity  thee  who  lovest  what  must  perish. 

CAIN. 

And.I  thee  who  loVst  nothing. 

tocirBi. 

And  thy  brother— 
Sitt  he  not  near  thy  heart? 

CAM. 

Why  shonU  he  natl 
Lucirn. 
Thy  father  lores  him  well— so  does  thy  God. 

GAiir. 
AndaodoL 

Lociria. 
Tis  well  and  meekly  dmie. 

CAIV. 

Meekly! 

LOCIPll. 

He  is  the  second  bom  of  flesh, 
And  b  his  mother's  foTonrite. 

CAIV. 

Let  him  keep 
Herfotonr,  since  the  serpem  was  the  first 
To  win  it. 

Lvcini. 
And  his  lathei'sl 

CAM. 

What  is  that 
To  me!  shoald  I  not  love  that  which  all  lofe! 

LuciPia. 
And  the  lehovah— the  indulgent  Lord, 
And  beauteous  planter  of  barr'd  Piuadise — 
He,  too,  looks  smilingly  on  AbeL 

CAM. 

I 
Ne'er  saw  Him,  and  I  know  not  if  He  smiles. 

LUCIPIl. 

Bat  yon  have  seen  his  angels. 

CAM. 

Rarely. 
Lucina. 

But 
Sufficiently  to  see  they  lofe  your  brother; 
Mi$  sacrifices  are  acceptable. 

CAipi. 
So  be  they !  wherefore  speak  to  me  of  this? 

Lucivn. 
Because  thou  hast  thou^t  of  this  ere  now. 

CAM. 

And  if 


I*«M  thoniht,  whyeeoaln 


I 


/ 


Art  we  are  in  flt|r  world;  apeak  aot  of  1 
Thoa  hast  shown  me  wonders ;  tboa  host  dbown  ■ 
Mighty  Pc«^Adamites  who  wnlk'd  the  earth 
Of  which  oars  is  the  wrcefc:  thou  hnat  pointed  4 
Myriads  of  sUrry  worlds,  of  which  oar  own 
Is  the  dim  and  remote  eompaniosi,  in 
Infinity  of  lifo;  then  hast  shown  mm  shadows 
Of  that  eiistence  with  the  dreaded  onme 
Which  my  sire  brought  MS    death;  dioa  hast  shi 

much — 
But  not  all:  show  me  where  Jehovah  dwells, 
In  his  especial  Pluradise — or  Atit«: 
Where  is  it? 

Lvcivm. 
i7ere,  and  o'er  al  apaoe. 

CAM. 

Bat  ye 

Hate  some  aUottad dwelling— «a  nil  things; 
Clay  has  its  earth,  and  other  wotMa  their  tenant 
All  tempwary  breathing  creatorea  dieir 
Peculiar  element ;  and  things  which  huTe 
Long  ceased  to  breathe  oar  breath  have   diein 

say'st; 
And  the  Jeborah  and  thyself  have  thu 
Te  do  not  dwell  together? 

LUCirSB. 

Ro,  WW  resgn 
Together,  but  our  dwdlings  are 

CAM. 

Would  there  were  only  one  of  ye! 

An  unity  of  purpose  might  make  anion 

In  elements  which  seem  now  jnrr'd  in  storms.  | 

How  came  ye,  being  spirits,  wiae  and  infinite. 

To  separate?    Are  yt  not  as  brethren  in 

Tour  essence,  and  your  nature,  and  yonr  Q^ory? 

LOOirBE. 

Art  thou  not  AbeTs  brother? 

CAM. 

We  are  brethren. 
And  so  we  shall  remain;  hot,  were  it  not  so, 
Is  spirit  like  to  flesh?  can  it  fsU  ont? 
Infinity  with  immorfahty? 
Jarring  and  turning  space  to  misery— 
For  what? 

Luciraa. 
To  reign. 

CAM. 

Did  ye  not  tell  me  that 
Ye  are  botli  eternal  ?  * 

LUCIFia. 

Tea! 

CAM. 

And  what  I  hnte  seen 
Yon  blue  immensity,  is  boundless? 

Luciria. 

A,. 

CAIH. 

And  cannot  ye  both  reign  then? — is  there  not 
Enough  ?— why  should  ye  differ? 

LDCirta. 

We  h09h  reign. 

CAM. 

But  one  of  you  makes  eriL 


CAIN. 


377 


Luaru. 
Wbieh? 

CAIN. 

Tbon!  ^ 
canst  do  man  good,  why  dost  ihou  not  ? 

LUCIPEl. 

ly  not  he  who  made  ?     /  nude  ye  not ; 
his  creatures,  and  not  mine. 

CAllf. 

Then  leiTe  us 
itureK,  as  thou  say'si  we  are,  or  show  me 
elling,  or  his  dwelling. 

LDClfBt. 

1  could  show  thee 
)ut  the  time  will  come  thou  slult  sec  one 
n  for  c\ermorc. 

CAIN. 

And  why  not  now  7 

Lucirit. 
man  mind  hath  scarcely  grasp  to  gather 
le  I  have  shown  thee  into  calm 
■iir  thought ;  and  thou  wouldst  go  on  aspiring 
jreat  double  mysteries !  the  tu>o  Principles! 
to  upou  them  on  their  secret  thrones  ! 
imit  thy  ambition,  for  to  see 
)f  lliese,  would  be  for  thee  to  perish ! 

CklN. 

me  perish,  so  I  see  them  t 
Luciruu 

There 
1  of  her  who  snatch'd  the  apple  spake ! 
>u  wouldst  only  perish,  and  not  see  them ; 
ght  is  for  the  other  state. 

CAIN. 

Of  death  ? 
Li'cina. 
the  prelude. 

CAIN. 

Then  I  dread  it  less, 
lat  I  know  it  leads  to  something  definite. 

LUCIPBt. 

tw  f  will  con>cy  thee  to  thy  world, 

thou  shalt  multiply  the  race  of  Adam, 

ink,  toil,  tremble,  kiugh,  weep,  sleep,  and  die. 

GAIN. 

what  end  have  I  beheld  these  things 
thou  hast  shown  meT 

LUCIPBB. 

Didst  thou  not  require 
[^d^e7     And  have  1  not,  in  what  I  sbow'd, 
I  thee  to  know  thyself? 

CAIN. 

Alas!  I  seem 

G- 

Lucivia. 

And  this  should  be  the  human  sum 

iwledgo,  to  know  mortal  nature's  nothingness ; 

ith  that  science  to  thy  children,  and 

.^paro  them  many  tortures. 

CAIN. 

Haughty  spirit ! 
prak'st  it  proudly;  but  thyself,  though  proud, 
superior. 

LUCIPBt. 

No !     By  heaven,  which  He 
nud  the  abyss,  and  tlie  immensity 


Of  worlds  and  life,  which  I  bold  with  him— Mo ! 

I  have  a  victor — true ;  but  no  superior. 

Homage  He  has  from  all — but  none  from  me : 

I  battle  it  against  him,  as  1  battled 

In  highest  heaven.    Throu^i  all  eternity. 

And  the  unfathomable  gulfs  of  Hades, 

And  the  interminable  realms  of  space. 

And  the  infinity  of  endless  ages. 

All,  all,  will  I  diKpute !     And  world  by  worid. 

And  star  by  star,  and  univene  by  imiversc. 

Shall  tremble  in  the  balance,  till  the  great 

Conflict  shall  dtawc,  if  ever  it  sliall  cease. 

Which  it  ne'er  shall,  till  he  or  I  be  qneneb'd ! 

And  what  can  quench  our  immortality. 

Or  mutual  and  irrevocable  lialcl 

He  aft  a  conqueror  will  call  the  conquer'd 

Evil;  but  whnt  will  be  the  good  He  gives? 

Were  I  the  victor,  his  works  would  be  deem'd 

The  only  evil  ones.     And  you,  ye  new 

And  scarce-bom  mortals,  what  hmve  bean  bis  gifts 

To  yon  already  in  your  little  world  ? 

CAIN. 

Dut  few  ;  and  some  of  thoAe  but  hitler. 


LDOIFBt. 


Back 


With  me,  then,  to  tliine  earth,  and  try  the  rest 
Of  his  celestial  boons  to  ye  and  yours. 
Evil  and  goiod  are  things  in  their  own  essence. 
And  not  made  good  or  evil  by  the  giver; 
But  if  he  gives  yon  good — so  call  him ;  if 
Evil  springs  from  him^  do  not  name  it  aiiise. 
Till  ye  know  better  iu  true  fount ;  and  judge 
Not  by  words,  though  of  spirits,  but  the  frnitt 
Of  your  existence,  such  as  it  must  be. 
One  yood  gift  has  the  faul  apple  given— 
Your  reaiofi : — let  it  not  be  oversway'd 
By  tyrannous  threats  to  farce  you  into  ftith 
'Gainst  all  external  sense  and  inward  feeling: 
Think  and  endure, — and  form  an  inner  world 
In  your  own  bosom — where  the  outvrard  faila: 
So  shall  you  nearer  be  the  spiritual 
Nature,  and  war  fif nmphant  with  your  own. 

[They  disappear. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. 

The  Eardt  near  Eden,  as  in  Act  /. 

FnCer  Cain  and  Adab. 

ADAI. 

Hush !  tread  softly,  Cain. 

CAIN. 

I  will;  but  wherefore? 

ADAI. 

Our  little  Enoch  sleeps  upon  yon  bed 
Of  leaves,  beneath  the  cypress. 

CAIN. 

Cypress!  'tis 
A  gloomy  tree,  which  looks  as  if  it  moum'd 
O'er  what  it  shadows;  wherefore  didst  thou  chuse  it 
For  our  child's  canopy  ? 

ADAI. 

Becaule  its  branches 


\ 
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Sliut  oat  the  sim  like  night,  and  therefore  seem'd 
Fiitinc  to  shadow  tlamber. 

GAIN. 

Ay,  llie  last — 
And  longest ;  bat  no  matter — lead  me  to  him. 

[Tluy  yo  up  to  ike  ehiUL 
Row  lovely  he  appears !  hi*  little  cheelw. 
In  their  pure  incarnation,  vying  with 
The  rose-leaves  strewn  beneath  them. 

ABAIi. 

And  hislip*,  too, 
How  beautifully  parted !  No,  you  sthall  not 
Kiss  him,  at  least  not  now:  he  will  awake  soon— 
His  hour  of  mid-dny  rest  is  nearly  over. 
But  it  were  pity  to  disturb  him  till 
T  is  cloAod. 

CAIN. 

Yon  have  mid  well ;  I  will  contain 
BIy  heart  till  then.     He  smiles,  and  sleeps ! — Sleep  on 
And  smile,  thon  little,  young  inheritor 
Of  a  world  M.'arcc  less  young :  sleep  on,  and  smile ! 
Thine  arc  the  hours  and  days  when  I>oth  are  cheering 
And  innocent !  thou  hast  not  pluck'd  the  fruit— 
Thou  know'st  uot  thou  art  naked !     Must  the  time 
Gome  thou  shalt  be  amerced  for  sins  unknown, 
Which  were  not  thine  nor  mine?     But  now  sleep  on ! 
His  checks  arc  reddening  into  deeper  smiles. 
And  shining  lids  are  trembling  o'er  his  long 
Lashes,  dark  as  the  cypress  which  waves  o'er  them : 
Half  open,  from  bmeath  them  the  clear  blue 
Laughs  out,  althouch  in  slumber.     He  must  dream — 
Of  what  ?     Of  Paradise !— Ay !  dnnim  of  it, 
My  disinlieritcd  hoy  !     T  is  but  a  dream; 
For  never  more  thyself,  thy  sons,  nor  fathers. 
Shall  walk  in  that  forbidden  place  of  joy  1 

ADAS. 

Dear  Cain  1     Nay,  do  not  whisper  o'er  our  son 
Such  melancholy  yearnings  o'er  the  post; 
Why  wilt  thou  always  mourn  for  paradise? 
Can  we  dot  make  another  7 

CAIN. 

Where?* 

ADAH. 

Here,  or 
Where'er  iliou  wilt :  where'er  thou  art,  I  feel  not 
The  want  of  this  so  mudi  regretted  Eden. 
Have  I  not  thee,  our  boy,  our  sire,  and  brother. 
And  Zillah — our  sweet  sister,  and  our  Eve, 
To  whom  we  owe  so  much  besides  our  birth? 

CAIN. 

Yes,  death,  too,  is  amongst  the  debts  wc  owe  her. 

ADAH. 

Cain!  that  proud  spirif,  who  withdrew  thee  hence. 
Hath  sadden'd  thine  still  deeper.     I  liad  hoped 
The  promised  wonders  which  thou  hast  beheld, 
Visions,  thou  say's!,  of  past  and  present  worlds. 
Would  have  composed  thy  mind  into  the  calm 
Of  a  contented  luiowledge ;  bnt  I  see 
Thy  guide  hath  done  thee  evil :  still  I  thank  him, 
And  can  forgive  him  all,  that  he  so  soon 
Ihith  given  \\^ee  back  to  us. 

CAIN. 

So  soon? 

ADAH. 

■  r  is  scarcely 
Two  hours  since  ye  departed :  two  long  hours 


To  me,  but  only  hours  upon  the  sun. 

CAIN. 

And  yet  f  have  approach'd  that  sun,  and  %ten 
Worlds  which  he  once  shone  on.  and  never  more 
SiuW  light ;  and  worlds  lie  never  lit :   mcthought 
Years  had  roU'd  o'er  my  absence. 

ADAH. 

Hardly  hours. 

CAIN. 

The  mind  then  hnth  capacity  of  time. 

And  measures  it  by  that  which  it  beholds, 

Pleasiug  or  painful,  little  or  almiglity. 

I  had  beheld  the  iramerobrial  works 

Of  endless  lieings;  skirr'd  extingui«ird  worhU; 

And,  cozing  on  eternity,  methoughl 

I  had  borrow'd  more  by  a  few  drops  of  agrs 

From  its  immensity ;  but  now  I  feel 

My  littleness  again.     Well  said  the  .spirit. 

That  I  was  nothing ! 

ADAS. 

Wherefore  said  he  «o  ? 
Jehovah  said  not  that. 

CAIN. 

No :  he  contents  him 
With  making  us  tUcnoMng  which  we  are; 
And  after  tlattrring  dust  with  glimpses  of 
Eden  and  immorl.iiitv,  resolves 
It  back  to  dast  again— for  what? 

ADAH. 

Thou  kuow'&i — 
Even  for  our  parents'  error. 

C4IN. 

What  is  that 
To  us  ?  they  sinn'd,  then  let  Aein  din  ! 

AUAU. 

Thou  hast  uot  spoken  well,  nor  !«  that  thonglii 
Thy  own,  but  of  the  spirit  who  was  with  tliee. 
Would  /  could  die  for  them,  ao  they  might  live ' 

CAIN. 

Why,  so  say  I — provided  th.nt  one  victim 

Might  saliat**  the  insatiable  of  life. 

And  that  our  little  rosy  sleeper  there 

Might  never  taste  of  deatli  nor  human  .sorrow, 

Nor  hand  it  down  to  those  -who  spring  front  him. 

ADAH. 

How  know  we  tlint  some  such  atonement  one  day 
May  uot  redeem  our  race? 

CAIN. 

I;y  s;icrificiiig 
The  harmless  for  the  guilty?  what  atonement 
Were  there?  why,  we  are  innocent :  what  have  wc 
Done,  that  wc  must  be  victims  for  a  deed 
licfore  our  birth,  or  need  have  victims  to 
Atone  for  this  niy-terious,  nameless  sin — 
If  it  be  such  a  sin  to  seek  for  knowledge  ? 

ADAH. 

Alas !  thou  sinnest  now,  my  Cain ;  thy  words 

Souud  impious  in  mine  ears. 

CAIN. 

Tlien  leave  me  I 
AOAH.  • 

Ne^M". 

Though  thy  (;o<l  left  thee. 

CAIN. 

Say,  what  bave  we  Iwt ' 


CAIN. 
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ADA!. 

Two  allnn,  which  our  hroiker  Abel  made 
Duriiiu  thine  .ih«racc,  wliereupoa  to  offer 
A  Hncriticc  tu  Gu<l  on  thy  return. 

CAIN. 

Auil  how  know  he,  that  /  wouUl  be  w  ready 
With  the  hurnt-offcrinQK,  which  he  daily  hrin|pi 
With  :i  nuwk  hrow,  whose  base  humiHiy 
Sliows  more  of  fear  thun  worship,  us  a  bribe 
To  thf  Creator  ? 

ADAB. 

Surely,  't  is  well  doue. 

CAIN. 

( )nf  altar  rany  Ruflice;  /  have  no  offering. 

ADAU. 

Tlie  fruits  of  the  earth,  the  early,  beautiful 
ni(><«M>ni  and  bnd,  and  bloom  of  flowers,  and  fruits ; 
Th('S4>  lire  a  goodly  offirriu^  to  the  l^rd, 
Given  with  a  (^ntle  and  a  contrite  iipirit. 

CAIN. 

1  have  tniPd,  and  till'd,  aiidsweaten  in  the  sun 

Accorilin(;  to  the  curse : — must  I  do  more? 

For  «hat  should  I  be  (JtntleT  for  a  war 

With  all  the  elements  ere  they  will  yield 

The  trrvnd  we  oat  I     For  wliat  must  I  be  grateful? 

For  IxMii^;  dusi,  and  grovelini*  in  the  dust. 

Till  I  return  lo  dust?     If  I  am  notliing — 

For  nothing  skill  I  be  an  hypocrite. 

And  seem  lAell  pleased  wiUi  painT     For  what  should  I 

lie  contrite?  for  my  fathers  sin,  already 

Kvpiatc  with  wtiat  we  all  have  undergone, 

And  to  be  more  than  expiated  by 

The  nfjes  proplirsieil,  upon  our  seed. 

Little  deem>i  our  yonn|{  blotiming  sleeper,  there, 

The  perms  of  an  eternal  miiwrry 

To  myriads  i>»  within  him  !  better  't  were 

1  miatcli'd  him  in  his  sle<*p,  and  dasli'd  him  'gainst 

The  rocks,  than  let  him  live  to 

ADAU. 

Oh,  my  God ! 
Touch  not  the  chihl— my  child !  thy  child  !  Oh  Caui ! 

UAI.f. 

Fear  not !  for  all  the  stars,  and  all  the  power 
Which  svtayM  them,  1  would  not  accost  yon  infant 
With  ruder  ^■cliii(;  tlian  a  father's  kiss. 

ADAB. 

Then,  why  ko  awful  in  thy  speech  ? 

CAIN. 

1  said, 
T  wenr  Ixiler  tliat  he  ceased  to  live,  than  gin* 
Life  to  ho  much  of  sorrow  as  he  must 
Kndure,  aiitl,  liarder  still,  liequeath  ;  but  since 
That  sjiyint;  jars  you,  let  us  only  say — 
T  were  better  that  he  never  had  been  born.     '^ 

ADAB. 

Oh,  do  not  s^iy  so !     Where  were  tlien  the  joys, 

The  motlirr K  joys  of  watching,  nourishing. 

And  luvioj;  him  ?     Soft !  he  awakes.     Sweet  Knoch ! 

[She  goe$  to  the  child. 
Oh  t^iiii !  lonk  on  him;  see  how  full  of  life, 
Of  strength,  of  bloom,  of  beauty,  and  of  joy, 
lloH  like  to  me — how  like  to  thee,  wbeo  gentle,  , 

For  tfieri  we  are  all  alike  ;  is  'I  not  ko,  Cain? 
Mdlher,  and  sire,  ami  son,  onr  feature*  are 
Uetlrcird  in  each  oilier ;  as  ihey  are 
In  tlic  clear  waters,  wlien  they  are  genUe^  and 


When  thoH  art  gende.    JLote  us,  then,  my  Gain ! 
And  love  thyself  for  our  soket,  for  we  love  thee. 
Look  !  how  he  laughs  and  stretches  out  his  armt. 
Ami  o|>ens  wide  his  blue  eyes  upon  thine, 
To  hail  hisfallier;  while  li'u  little  form 
Flutters  as  wing'd  with  joy.    Talk^nol^f  pain! 
The  childkiis  cherubs  well  might  envy  thee 
The  pleasures  of  a  parent !     Bless  him.  Gain  f 
As  yet  he  hath  no  words  lo  tliank  thee,  but 
Uis  heart  will,  and  thine  own  too. 

CAIB. 

Bless  thee,  boy! 
If  that  a  mortal  blessing  may  avail  theei 
To  save  thee  from  the  serpent's  came  I 

ADAB. 

It  shall. 
Surely  a  father's  blessing  may  avert 
A  reptile  subtlety. 

CAIN. 

Of  that  I  doabt ; 
Dul  bless  him  ne'er  the  less. 

ADAH. 

Our  brother  comes. 

CAIN. 

Thy  brother  Abel. 

Enter  Abbl. 

ABBL. 

Welcome,  Gain !     My  brother, 
The  peace  of  God  be  on  thee  ! 

CAIN. 

Abel!  hail! 

ABBL. 

(hir  sister  irlls  ino  that  thou  hast  been  wandering. 
In  liipli  communion  with  n  spirit,  far 
lt4*yond  our  wonted  range.     Was  he  of  those 
We  have  seen  and  spoken  with,  like  to  our  father? 

CAIN. 

No. 

ABEL. 

Why  then  commune  with  him?  lie'may  be 
\  foe  lo  the  Most  High. 

Ctl.f. 

And  friend  lo  man. 
lias  the  Most  High  been  so — if  so  you  term  him? 

.\BEL. 

rerm  him !  your  words  are  strange  to-day,  my  brother. 
My  sister  Adah,  leave  us  for  a  while — 
We  mean  to  sacritice. 

ADAH. 

Fnrewell,[my  Gain; 
Hut  first  embrace  thy  son.    May  his  soft  spirit. 
And  Abel's  pious  ministry,  rccal  thee 
To  peace  and  holiness  I 

[Exit  Adah,  with  her  child, 

ABBL. 

Where  hast  thou  been  ^ 

CAIN. 

I  know  not. 

SBFL. 

Nor  what  thou  hast  seen  ? 

CAI.M. 

The  dead. 
The  immortal,  the  unl)ounded,  the  omnipotent. 
The  overpowering  mysteries  »f  space— 
The  innumerable  worlds  that  ^»e^e  and  an-— 
A  whirlwind  of  such  overwhelming  things. 
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Suns,  mooiit,  and  emrtht,  upon  ttietr  lood-Toioed  sphem 
Sioging  in  thniider  round  me,  at  bare  made  me 
Unfit  for  mortal  convene:  leave  me,  Abel. 

AAL. 

Thine  eyes  are  flaihing  iritb  unnatural  li^C— 
Thy  clieek  it  fiuih'd  with  an  unnatural  hue — 
Thy  irordt  are  fraught  trith  an  unnatural  sound— 
What  may  this  mean  T 

CAIN. 

it  means 1  pray  thee,  leave  me. 

ASIL. 

Hot  till  we  have  pray'd  and  sacrificed  together. 

CAIN. 

Abel,  I  pray  thee,  sacrifice  alone— 
Jdiovah  loves  that  vrell. 

AiaL. 

Bo^  well,  I  hope. 

CAIH. 

But  thee  the  better :  I  care  not  for  tliat ; 
Thou  art  fitter  for  his  worship  than  I  am : 
Revere  him,  then — but  let  it  be  alone — 
At  least  without  me. 

AIKL. 

Brother,  I  should  ill 
Deserve  the  name  of  our  great  fsther's  son, 
If  as  my  elder  I  revered  thee  not. 
And  in  the  worship  of  our  God  call'd  not 
On  thee  to  join  me,  and  precede  me  in 
Our  priesthood^'tis  thy  place. 

CAIH. 

But  I  have  ne'er 
Asserted  it. 

AIIL. 

The  more  my  grief;  I  pray  thee 
To  do  so  now ;  thy  soul  seems  labouring  in 
Some  strong  delusion ;  it  will  calm  thee. 

CAIN. 

No; 
Nothing  can  calm  me  more.     Caiat  /  say  I  ?    Never 
Knew  1  what  calm  was  in  the  soul,  although 
I  have  seen  the  elements  stilFd.     My  Abel,  leave  me ! 
Or  let  me  leave  thee  to  tliy  pious  purpose. 

AtlL. 

Neither;  we  must  perform  our  task  together. 
Spurn  me  not. 

CAIN. 

If  it  must  be  so well,  then. 

What  shall  I  do! 

AIBL. 

Chuse  one  of  those  two  altars. 

CAIN. 

Chuse  for  me :  they  to  me  are  so  much  turf 
And  stone. 

AltL. 

Chuse  thou ! 

CAIN. 

I  have  choaen. 

AtBL. 

T  is  the  highest, 
And  suits  thee,  as  the  elder.    Now  prepare 
Thine  offerings. 

CAIN. 

Where  are  thine? 

ABBL. 

Behold  them  here — 
The  firstlings  of  the  Hock,  and  fat  thereof— 


A  thephard'a  hambb  oSeria^ 

CAI*. 

I  have  no  flodu: 
I  am  a  tiller  of  the  ground,  and  mnac 

Yield  what  it  yieldeth  to  my  toil— its  fnut : 

[F«  j«  Acts  /hukt. 

Behold  them  in  tfarir  varioM  bloom  and  ripesMia. 

[Theydmstkdrmiimn,  mndHmdUmftrnf 

Mpofstteai. 

A  Bali.. 
My  brother,  as  the  elder,  offer  firtc 
Thy  prayer  and  thanksgiving  with  aacrifice. 

CAiir. 
No— 1  am  new  to  this ;  lead  thou  the  wray. 
And  I  will  follow— as  I  may. 

ABBL  {ImeeUmg). 

Oh  God! 
Who  made  us,  and  who  breathed  the  breath  of  fiCr 
Within  our  nostrik,  who  hath  blcMcd  na. 
And  spared,  despite  oar  liBther't  sin,  to  make 
His  children  all  lost,  as  they  might  haw  been. 
Had  not  thy  justice  been  so  teinper^d  with 
The  mercy  which  is  thy  delight,  aa  to 
Accord  a  pardon  like  a  paradise, 
Compared  vrith  our  great  crimes : — Sole  Ix>rd  of  Kgkl! 
Of  good,  and  glory,  and  eternity ; 
Without  whom  all  were  evil,  and  with  whom 
Nothing  can  err,  except  to  some  good  end 
Of  thine  omnipotem  benevolence — 
Inscrutable,  but  still  to  be  fnlfilTd — 
Accept  from  out  thy  humble  first  of  thephcid's 
Rnrt  of  the  first-bom  fiocks— an  offering. 
In  itself  nothing— as  what  oHering  can  be 
Aught  unto  thee  T— but  yet  accept  it  for 
The  thanksgiving  of  him  who  spreads  it  in 
The  face  of  ihy  high  heaven,  bowing  his  own 
Even  to  the  dust,  of  which  he  is,  in  honour 
Of  thee,  and  of  thy  name,  for  evermore ! 

CAIN  {aanding  erect  during  Au  tpetek). 
Spirit !  wliatc'er  or  whosoe'er  thou  art. 
Omnipotent,  it  may  be — and,  if  good. 
Shown  in  the  exemption  of  thy  deeds  from  evil ; 
Jehovah  upon  earth  !  and  God  in  heaven ! 
And  it  may  be  with  other  names,  because 
Thine  attributes  seem  many,  as  thy^orks  : 
If  thou  must  be  propitiated  with  prayera. 
Take  them !    If  thou  must  be  induced  vrith  altan, 
And  soften'd  with  a  sacrifice,  receive  them  I 
Two  beiAgs  here  erect  them  unto  thee. 
If  thou  lovest  blood,  the  shepherd's  shrine,  which 
On  my  right  hand,  Iwith  shed  it  for  thy  senrioe. 
In  the  first  of  his  flock,  whose  limba  now  reek 
In  sanguinary  incense  to  thy  skies; 
Or  if  the  sweet  and  blooming  fruits  of  earth. 
And  milder  seasons,  which  the  unstain'd  turf 
I  spread  them  on  now  offers  in  the  face 
Of  the  broad  sun  which  ripen'd  them,  may  aaem 
Good  to  thee,  inasmuch  as  they  have  not 
Suffer'd  in  limb  or  life,  and  rather  form 
A  sample  of  thy  works,  tlian  supplication 
To  look  on  ours !    If  a  shrine  without  victim, 
And  altar  without  gore,  may  win  thy  favour. 
Look  on  it !  and  for  him  who  dresseth  it, 
lie  is— such  as  thou  mad'st  him;  and  seeks  nothing 
Which  must  be  won  by  kneeling:  if  he's  evil. 
Strike  him!  thou  art  omnipotent,  and  may'at,— 


For  what  can  he  oppose  1 1f  be  be  good, 
Strike  him,  or  spare  him,  as  thoa  irilC !  since  tU 
Rr%tt  upoB  tliee ;  and  good  and  evil  leem 
To  have  no  power  themMlves,  tKve  in  thy  vill ; 
And  whether  that  be  good  or  ill  I  l^ow  not, 
Not  being  omnipotent,  or  fit  to  jndg^' 
Omnipoteiicr,  but  merely  to  endure 
It«  mandate,  w  hirh  thus  for  I  have  e^dnred. 

[  Thejire  upon  the  altar  ofAtELkindUs  intom 
column  of  the  krigkUstJiame,  mnd  tueikdt 
to  heaven ;  wkiU  i^tvAtriwJnil  tkromt  down 
the  altar  of  Cair,  and  scatters  the  fruHs 
abroad  upon  the  earth. 
AiKL  {kneeling). 
Oh.  brother,  pray !  Jehovah 's  wroth  with  thee ! 

CAIN. 

Whv  so  ? 

AltL. 

Thy  fruiti  are  scatter'd  on  the  earth. 
CAiir. 
From  earth  they  came,  to  earth  let  ibem  return ; 
Their  S4'ed  mill  l>ear  fre^h  fruitibere  «e  the  summer: 
Thy  humt  HeHh-offeriug  prospers  better;  see 
How  heaven  lickit  up  the  tJames,  when  thick  with  blood ! 

Aill» 

Think  not  upon  my  offering'v  acceptance. 
But  make  another  of  thine  own  before 
It  is  too  late. 

CAIN. 

1  will  build  no  more  altars. 
Nor  suffer  any. — 

AilL  (rinng). 
Cain !  wliat  meanest  thou  ? 

CAIN. 

To  cast  down  yon  vile  flatt'rcr  of  the  clouds, 
The  smoky  harbinger  of  thy  dull  prayen — 
Tliiue  altar,  w  ith  it«  blood  of  lambs  and  kids. 
Which  fed  on  milk,  to  be  deiitroy  d  in  blood. 

AiiL  {oppoiing  him). 
Thou  shall  not : — add  not  impious  works  to  impious 
Woni^:  let  tliat  altar  Ht.ind — t  is  hallow'd  now 
By  the  immortal  pleasure  of  Jehovah, 
In  his  acceptance  of  the  victims. 

CAIN. 

ai$! 

Bis  pleasure .'  what  was  his  high  pleasure  in 
The  fumes  of  scorching  flesh  and  smoking  blood, 
To  the  pain  of  the  bleating  mothers,  which 
Still  yearn  for  their  dead  offspring!  or  the  pangs 
Of  the  sad  ignonint  victims  underneath 
Tliy  pious  knife  ?  (live  way!  this  bloody  record 
SliJill  not  stand  in  the  sun,  to  shame  creation! 

AllL. 

Brother,  give  back !  thou  shalt  not  touch  my  altar 
With  violence:  if  tliat  thou  will  adopt  it. 
To  try  another  sacrifice,  't  is  thine. 

CAIN. 

Another  sacrifice  I  Give  way,  or  else 
Tliat  sacrifice  may  be 

ASIL. 

Wliat  meanest  thou  ? 

CAIN. 

Give- 
Give  may !  thy  God  k>ves  blood  !— then  look  to  it:— 
Give  way,  ere  he  hatb  mart! 


AUL. 

In  hit  pent 

I  stand  between  thee  and  the  shrine  whicb  hath 
Had  bis  acceptance. 

CAIN. 

If  thou  lov'st  thyself, 
Sund  back  till  I  have  »trew'd  this  turf  along 

Its  native  soil :— elke 

AiiL  {opposing  him). 
I  love  God  far 
Than  life. 
GAIN  {sbriking  him  wxA  a  hrand^  ON  At 

he  snatches  from  IM  flllH^ 
Then  take  Af  life  onto  CktSHf 
Since  he  loves  lives.  ^ 

Am(/«tt)k 
What  luut  tbM  done,  my 

CAIM. 

Brother! 

ABtk 

Oh,  God !  receive  thy  servant,  and 
Forgive  his  slayer,  for  he  knew  not  what 
He  did.— Cain,  give  me— give  me  thy  hand;  and  tell 

Poor  Zilhh 

CAIN  {after  a  moment's  stupefmction). 

My  hand  !  't  is  aU  red,  and  with— 
What? 

[d  Untg  pause.— Looking  slei*^  rmnd. 
Wlieream  I?  alone!  Where's  A|^1  where 
Cain  T  Can  it  be  that  I  am  h»T  My  brotlNr, 
Awake !— why  liest  thou  so  on  the  green  earth 7 
T  is  not  the  hour  of  slumber :— why  so  pale  7 

Wliat  liast  thou  ? thou  wert  AiU  of  life  this  mom ! 

Abel  I  I  pray  thee,  mock  me  not !  I  smote 

Too  fiercely,  but  not  Cstally.     Ah,  why 

W*ouldst  thou  oppose  me  7  This  is  mockery ; 

And  only  done  to  daunt  me : — 't  was  a  blow— 

And  but  a  blow.    Star — stir — nay,  only  stir ! 

Why,  so— that's  well!— thou  brcath'st!  breathe  upoa 

me! 
Ob,  God!  Oh,  God! 

AitL  {very  faintly). 
^'hat's  he  who  speaks  of  God  7 

CAIN. 

Thy  murderer. 

AMk 

Then  may  God  forgive  him !  Cain, 
Comfort  poor  Zillah :— she  has  but  one  brother 
Now.  [AaiL  digs. 

CAIN. 

And  I  none !  Who  makes  me  brotherleu  7 
His  eyes  are  open  !  then  lie  is  not  dead  ! 
Death  is  like  sleep ;  and  sleep  shuts  down  our  lids. 
His  lips,  too,  are  apart ;  why  then  he  breathes ! 
And  yet  I  feel  it  not.— Ilis  heart  1— his  lieart  !— 

Xel  me  see,  doth  it  heat  ?— methinks No !— no ! 

Tliis  is  a  vision,  else  I  am  become 
The  native  of  another  and  worse  world. 
Tlie  eartli  swims  round  me :— wliat  is  this?— 't  is  wet; 
[Putt  hit  hand  to  his  brow,  and  then  looks  at  it 
And  yet  there  are  no  dews !  T  is  blood — my  blood — 
My  brother  s  and  my  own  ;  and  »hcd  by  mc ! 
Then  wliat  have  I  further  to  do  with  li^. 
Since  I  have  uken  life  from  my  own  tiesh  ? 
But  he  can  not  be  dead ! — Is  silence  death .' 
No ;  lie  will  wake :  then  let  me  watch  by  him. 
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Life  cannot  be  so  slif^ht,  an  to  be  quench'd 
Thus  quickly ! — he  hath  spoken  to  me  since— 
What  shall  1  say  to  him  ?— My  brother  !—No; 
He  will  not  answer  to  that  name ;  for  brethren 
Smite  not  each  otiier.    Yet— yet— speak  to  me. 
Oh  !  for  a  word  more  of  that  f^ntle  voice, 
Thjt  I  may  bear  to  hear  my  own  again  ! 

EtUer  ZiLLAH. 

ZILLAH. 

I  heard  m  hftvy  sound  :  wh.it  can  it  be  T 
uTii  Gain; and  watching;  by  my  husband.  ^  What 
Dott  then  tliap|L  bmthiw  7  Doth  lie  sleep  ?  Oh !  heaven ! 
What  BHAOMfei  paleness,  and  yon  stream?- No !  no ! 
It  is  not  Uood  HRor  who  would  abed  his  blood  T 
Abei !   what  *s  this !— vho  lialli  done  lliis  7  He  moves 

not; 
He  breathes  not :  and  his  liauds  drop  down  from  mine 
With  stony  lifelessneas!  Ah!  cruel  Cain  ! 
Why  cam'st  thou  not  in  time  to  save  him  from 
Tliis  violence  ?  >Vhatever  hath  aMail'd  him. 
Thou  wert  the  stronger,  and  should'st  have  stepp'd  in 
Between  him  and  aggression  !  Father! — Eve! — 
Adah  ! — come  hither  !  Donth  is  in  the  world! 

[Exit  ZiLLAB,  calling  on  her  /uirents,  etc. 
CAIN  (solus). 
And  who  hath  brought  him  there  7 — I — who  abhor 
The  name  of  death  so  deeply,  that  the  thought 
Empoiaon'd  d|JBy  life,  before  I  knew 
His  aspect — I  nave  led  him  here,  and  given 
My  brother  to  his  cold  and  still  embrace. 
As  if  he  would  not  have  asserted  his 
Inexorable  claim  without  my  aid. 
I  am  awuku  at  laxl — a  dreiiry  dream 
Had  madden'd  nic :  —  but  fte  shall  ne'er  awake ' 

EnUr  Adam,  Eve,  Adar,  and  Zillah. 

ADAM. 

A  voice  of  woe  from  Zilbh  bi-in^js  me  here. — 
What  do  I  see  ? — 'T  is  true ! — My  sou ! — my  son  I 
Woman,  behold  the  serpent's  work,  and  thine  ! 

[ToEvi. 

KVI. 

Oh  !  speak  not  of  it  now  :  the  serpent's  fongs 
Are  in  my  heart.     3Iy  Iiest  beloved,  Abel '. 
Jelio\ali !  this  is  pmiishinent  beyond 
A  mother's  sin,  to  take  him  from  me  ! 

ADAM. 

Who, 
Or  what  hath  done  this  dectl  ? — speak,  Ciiin,  since  thou 
W^ert  present :  was  it  some  more  hostile  iiiigcl. 
Who  walks  not  with  Jehovah?  or  some  wild 
Drute  of  the  forest  ? 

EVE. 

Ah  !  a  livid  light 
Breaks  through,  as  from  a  tluuider-cloud  !  yon  brand, 
Massy  and  bloody !  snatch'd  from  nff  the  altar. 
And  black  with  smoke,  and  red  willi 

ADAM. 

Speak,  my  sou ! 
Speak,  and  assure  us,  wretched  as  we  arc, 
Tliat  we  are  not  more  nii.s<.'r.ible  still. 

ADAH. 

Speak,  Cain !  and  say  it  was  not  thou ! 

EVI. 

It  was. 


I  see  it  now — he  hangs  hia  pultjhemd. 
And  co^rs  his  ferocious  eye  witliliaDds 
Incarnadine.  ' 

>  ADAB. 

Mother,  thou  dost  him  wrong — 
Gain !  clear  thee 'from  this  horrible  acciiaal. 
Which  grief  wrings  frim  our  parent. 

Hear,  Jdionk' 
Miy  the  eternal  aerpent*s  cnrse  be  on  him ! 
For  be  was  fitter  for  his  »eed  than  ours. 
May  all  his  days  be  desolate !  Bfay~- 

ADAB. 

Hold* 
Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  U  thy  son — 
Curse  him  not,  mother,  for  he  is  my  brother. 
And  my  betroth'd. 

KTE. 

He  hath  left  thee  no  brother- 
Zillali  no  husband — me  no  son.! — for  this 
I  curse  him  from  my  sight  for  evermore  ! 
All  bonds  I  break  betwocn  us,  as  he  broke 
Tliat  of  his  uatuif^  in  yoin— -Oh  death  !  death  ' 
Why  didst  thou  not  take  me,  who  first  incurr'd  tb« ' 
Why  dost  thou  not  so  now  ? 

ADAM. 

Eve  !  let  not  tlii>, 
Thy  natural  grief,  lead  to  impiety  ! 
A  heavy  doom  was  long  forespoken  to  us ; 
And  now  that  it  begins,  let  it  be  borne 
In  such  sort  as  may  show  our  Go<l,  tliai  we 
Are  feiihful  servants  to  his  holy  will. 

EVE  {pointing  to  Cain), 
His  will!  the  will  of  yon  incarnate  >pirit 
Of  death,  whom  1  have  brought  upon  the  cnnli 
To  strew  it  with  the  dead.     May  all  the  cur>c« 
Of  life  be  on  him  !  and  his  agonies 
Drive  him  forth  o'er  the  wilderness,  like  us. 
From  I'Meii,  till  his  childnm  do  by  him 
As  he  dill  by  his  brother!  .May  the  swurds 
And  win{»s  of  fiery  cherubim  pursue  hini 
By  day  and  ni^ht — sniikes  spriug  up  in  his  path— 
Earth's  fniiLs  be  ashes  in  his  mouth — the  Io-i^lS 
On  which  he  lays  his  head  to  sleep  ho  otrew'd 
With  sroq>ioii>  I  May  his  dreams  be  of  hi>  victim' 
His  waking  a  continual  dre.id  of  death  '. 
May  the  clear  rivers  turn  to  blood  as  lie 
Stoops  dowu  to  staiu  tliem  with  hi:*  ra(png  lip  '. 
May  every  element  shun  or  change  to  him  ! 
May  he  live  in  the  pan{>s  which  others  die  with  ! 
And  death  itself  wax  somelliinj  worse  than  death 
To  hiui  who  first  acquainicd  him  with  man! 
Hence,  fratricide!  heiicefurth  that  w(»rd  is  Cain, 
Thruu^ii  all  the  coming  myriads  of  inankiud, 
Wlio  shall  alilior  thee,  though  thou  wert  their  sirr  ' 
May  the  ^rass  >»itlier  tfom  thy  feet  !  the  woods 
Deny  thee  shelter!  earth  a  home!  ihn  dust 
A  grave  !  the  sun  his  light !  and  heaven  her  Cofl  f 

[Exit  I 

ADAM. 

Ciiin  I  get  thee  forth  :  we  dwell  no  more  lopcthcr. 
Depart !  and  lea\e  the  tlead  to  me — I  am 
Henceforth  a  lone — we  never  must  moot  more. 

ADAH. 

Oh,  part  not  with  him  thus  my  father  :  do  not 
Add  thy  deep  cnrsc  to  Eve's  upon  his  Ikead  ! 


40AII. 

I  niru'  liirii  tint :  liiK  spiril  be  his  curw. 
Cdiiic,  /ilLili ! 

ZILLAU. 

I  iiiii^t  waicU  my  liiMbandji  cone. 

ADAM. 

^>  ^lill  rrtiini  ii;;nin,  ikIico  he  is  gone 
\Vliti  li:ii)i  provitictl  for  us  tbis .draud  office. 
C^iiiu-,  /illali' 

KILLAII. 

Yet  noc  kki  on  yoa  pale  cby, 
Anil  iliiisT  lip<  oiin-  so  warm — my  Uvart  I  my  hcnn ! 

[Kxcunt  kwAu  and  Zillah  weeping. 

ADAH. 

Cr.i) !  (liou  lin^t  lirnnl,  «e  iiiiiU  |;o  forth.     I  am  ready, 

Smi  shrill  o:ir  cliililroii  \tr.     I  «ill  Iieiir  Kunch, 

And  yiiM  his  >iistrr.     Ero  ihc  xun  dci-Hucs 

I^^i  un  di'iMirl,  nor  walk  lUo  wiJdfnicss 

Tudfr  the  clmid  of  night. — Nuy,  spouk  to  me. 

To  INC — thine  own. 

t:  iiw. 
I^avc  me! 

AOAR. 


Whv,  all  liavi'  Irfl  ihoc . 


C\1N. 


.\m\  wlii^rcfori'  lin:;rn'Nt  llion  ?  Dost  thou  not  foar 
To  (lucll  vkitlioiu:  >»lit>  hath  done  this? 

Ali^l. 

I  fear 
Notliio);  rxcrjit  lo  Irave  thee,  much  at  I 
Shrink  fnini  tin*  iUmhI  uhirli  li>a\rs  thoe brothcrless. 
I  inu<t  not  spcik  of  ilii<. — it  is  lN*(iAcen  llut* 
Ami  tli(>  (;rr.it  C>*h\. 

A  roUe  from  witfiin  exclaims, 
Cua  !  (^lin ! 
\nAR. 

Ilrar  St  ihou  that  voice? 
The  I'oice  within. 


Cain  !  <I;iin ' 


\  II A II. 

It  soiindrth  like  :iii  angers  lone 


Entrr  tfte  Angkl  of  Ike  Lord, 

Wlierc  i-i  thy  brother  AIm-I  ? 

c.\i.-«. 

Am  I  (lien 
My  hrother'i  keeper .' 

A^GRL. 

#  (Iain  !  what  ha«t  tliou  done  ? 

Tlie  \oiee  of  tliy  slain  brother's  bhtnil  cries  out. 
Even  from  ihr  ground,  unto  the  I^ird!  —  Now  art  thou 
Curbed  from  ihf  c.irtli,  which  oprn'd  late  Ikt  mouth 
Tit  dnnk  thy  brother's  blood  from  thy  rash  hand. 
Henceforth,   when  thou  slialt  till  the  grouud,  it  shall 

not 
Yield  thee  her  »trru>;th ;  a  fugitive  shalt  tlioii 
Ijc  from  this  day,  niul  vagaboud  oo  csirtli ! 

ADAB. 

This  pnni>hmeiit  is  more  than  he  can  bear. 
Id'hold,  thou  drivcNl  him  from  the  face  of  earth. 
And  fiom  llir  fai-e  of  <mh1  sli;ill  lii'  be  hid. 
.V  fiigiliM'  anil  \.i(;.iliond  on  e.irlh, 
fMill  I  time  to  pass,  ib.it  whoM>  tindeth  him 
Sb.iU  nIjv  bini. 

\\  ould  they  could  !  but  who  are  they 


Sluill  slay  me  ?  where  are  tbew  on  the  lone  earth 
Aji  yet  unpeopled ! 

AHftBL. 

Hmu  hn&t  ftlain  thy  brother, 
And  who  shall  warrant  thee  ifpiiuU  thy  M>n? 

AltAU. 

Angel  of  light !  be  merciful,  Dor  say 

Tluit  this  |MKir  aching  bn-a^t  wtw  ooarishet 

A  murderer  in  my  boy,  and  of  kih  father. 

AnaEL. 
Then  he  would  but  be  what  his  hllier  ia.     ^ 
hid  not  the  milk  of  Kve  gite  nutrineut 
To  liini  ilioii  now  <iee'*t  so  bniTar'd  with  liloodt 


The  fr.itriciil«*  mi:;ht  well  engenfcr  parricidrt.^ 
Ihif  it  shall  not  b<'  m»— the  l<ord  ihvGoA'       ^  ' 

Aud  mine  eommandeth  me  to  Kol  |iu  Mtl 
On  Cam.  sa  that  lie  may  go  forth  in  mCity. 
Who  nlayeth  Ciin,  a  M'venfold  veogeanea  lUI 
Do  taken  on  his  head.     Coaw  kilber ! 

GAm. 

What 
WoultNt  thou  with  me  T 

AXGRL. 

To  iiiiirk  upon  thy  brow 
Kvemption  from  such  deeds  a»  thou  luM  done. 

f:AiN. 
No,  let  mc  di(! ! 

ANGKU 

It  must  not  lie. 
\Th€  AiiCBL  iett  Ae  mark  wm  Cain's  brow. 

CAlIf. 

It  burns 
My  brow,  but  unught  to  that  which  is  within  it.  , 
It  then*  nii>rc  ?  let  me  meet  it  »»>  I  may. 

A  NOIL. 

Stern  hast  thou  been  and  stnbboni  from  the  womb, 
A%  flir  ground  tlion  must  henceforth  (ill ;  but  he 
Thtfii  slew'sl  was  genllo  a*  tha  (locks  he  teudcd. 

CAIN. 

After  the  fall  too  soon  was  I  lM>golten: 

Kru  yi'i  my  mother's  mind  sulxideil  from 

Till'  sfrpent.  and  my  sire  still  mourn'd  for  R<lcn. 

Tlial  which  I  am,  1  .iin;  I  did  not  siN-k 

For  lifr,  nor  did  I  m.ikr  mysilf ;  but  could  I 

With  my  own  iIimIIi  mleeui  him  from  thedu^t — 

.\iiil  why  not  so?  let  him  rclnrn  to  day, 

And  I  lie  gliitsily  !  m  shall  be  restored 

By  (ifld  tlie  life  to  him  he  loved  ;  and  taken 

From  me  a  being  I  ne'er  loved  to  bear. 

ANOEL. 

Who  ((ball  heal  murder  ?  what  is  done  is  done. 

Cbo  forth  !  fullil  thy  days  !  aud  be  tliy  deeds 

llulike  the  last !  [The  Ancel  ditapftan, 

ADAH. 

He 's  gone,  let  us  go  forth  ; 
I  hear  our  little  Knnch  cry  within 
Our  bower. 

CAi?r. 
Ah  \  little  kiiow.s  he  wlial  be  weeps  for  ! 
Aud  I  who  have  slud  bloinl  cannot  slii'd  tears  \ 
lint  the  four  rivers  '  wmild  not  cl(Mn<-e  my  soul. 
Tliink'si  thou  my  boy  will  lN>ar  to  look  on  me  i 

'  Ai>\a. 

If  1  thought  that  Iw  wniilil  not,  I  would — 


I  Till  ■  fiiui  riv«-rt  •  «h!ih   fl<>«cJ  truail  Filcn,    ind  renMoacaily 
the  ••iii^  «4iei»  Willi  wliiih  C«iii  «M  ■ii|U4iBt«4  apcn  iht  rartb. 
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CAis  {imtet  rui/Ung  her). 


No, 


Ho  more  of  threats :  we  haw  had  too  many  of  them : 
Go  to  our  childrea ;  I  wDl  follow  thee. 


I  will  not  leave  thee  lonely  with  the  dead ; 
Let  us  depcut  together. 

GAIN. 

Oh  1  thou  dead 
And  effriattui0  wttneis !  whose  unsfnking 
Blood  dti)l|pe  earth  and  heaven !  what  thou  now  art, 
JUkaov  not!  bnt  if  Aon  see'st  what  /  am, 
I^uik  tfaoB  wik  fbrgifo  him^  whom  his  God 
Can  nim fot^f^  nor  hk  own  souL — Farewell! 
I  mnaC  acl^  doi  not,  touch  what  I  have  made  tliee. 
I,  iriio  epmng  from  ihn  same  womb  with  thee,  drain'd 
The  same  braast,  cUsp'd  thee  often  to  my  own, 
In  foodnees  bracherly  and  boyish,  I 
Can  never  mm  due  moce,  nor  even  dare 
To  do  that  forlhee,  wUdi  thou  shouldst  ha^ve  done 
For  me— compose  thy  limbs  in(o  their  crave — 
The  first  grave  yet  dug  for  martality. 
But  who  hath  dug  that  grave  7  Oh,  earili !  Oh,  earth  ! 
For  all  the  fruits  thou  bast  render'd  to  me,  I 
Give  thee  bock  this.~llow.for  the  wilderness. 

[AoAB  sUfops  dowm  and  kisses  the  body  ofhhtL. 


AOAtf. 

A  dreary,  and  an  eariy  doom,  my  brother, 
Hhs  been  thy  lot !  Of  all  who  moum  for  thee, 
I  alone  must  not  weep.    My  office  ia 

feceforth  to^bykp  tear^  nod  not  to  shed  them ; 
yet,  of  all  who  mourn,  none  moum  Uke  me. 
Mot  only  for  thyself,  but  him  who  alew  thee. 
Now,  Cyin !  I  will  divid^thy  burden  with  thee. 

GAIN. 

Biutwavd  from  Eden  will  we  take  our  way ; 
T  it^the  BOit  desolate,  and  i^^.  my  steps. 

APAV. 

Lead !  thou  shalt  be  my  0lMe,  and  noay  our  God 
Be  thine  I  Now  let  us  carry  forth  our  children. 

CAIN.- 

And  &e  who  lieth  there  was  chUdlesa. 

I  have  dried  the  fountain  of  a  gentle  nee. 

Which  might  have  graced  his  receiMi  marriage  coorb, 

And  might  have  temper'd  this  stem  blood  of  mine. 

Uniting  with  our  children  Abers  offispring ! 

O  Abel ! 


Peace  be 


ADAn. 

ritli  hia& ! 

CAIN. 

But 


with  me/ 


[EinnL 


A  TRAGEDY. 


TO  THE  ILLUSTRIOUS  GOETHE, 

BT   ORE  OF   HI8   HUMBLEST   ADMIBEAS, 


PREFACE. 


Tai  following  drama  is  taken  entirely  from  the  «  Ger- 
man's TaUf  JTrautzner,*  published  many  years  ago  in 
«  Lee's  Canterbury  Tales ;»  written  (I  believe)  by  two 
sisters,  of  whom  one  fumislied  ouly  this  story  and 
another,  both  of  which  are  considered  superior  to  the 
remainder  of  the  collection.  I  have  adopted  the  cha- 
racters, plan,  and  even  the  language,  of  many  parts  of 
this  story.  Some  of  the  characters  are  modified  or 
altered,  a  few  of  the  names  changed,  and  one  character 
(Ida  of  Stralenheim)  added  by  myself:  but  in  .the  rest 
the  original  is  chiefly  fbnowed.  When  I  was  youog 
(about  fourteen,  I  think)  I  first  read  this  tale,  which 
made  a  deep  impression  upon  me ;  and  may,  indeed,  be 
said  to  contain  the  germ  of  much  that  I  have  since 
written.  I  am  not  sure  that  it  ever  was  very  popular;  or 
at  any  rate  its  popularity  has  since  been  eclipsed  by  that 
of  other  great  writers  in  the  same  department.  j)ut  1 
have  generally  found  that  those  who  had  rca^it,  agreed 
with  me  in  tlieir  estimate  of  the  singular  power  of  mind 
and  conception  which  it  developes.      I  should  also  add 


conception^  rather  than  execution  ;  for  the  story  mighu 
perhaps,  liavc  been  more  developed  with  greater  odvn- 
tage.  Amongst  tho«?  whose  opinions  agreed  vith  miM 
upon  this  story,  I  could  mention  some  very  high  namn: 
but  it  i»  not  necessary,  nor  indeed  of  any  use;  foreioy 
one  must  judge  according  to  their  o^p  feelings.  I 
merely  refer  the  reader  to  the  original  8tog[,  that  be  nut 


»' 


see  to  what  extent  I  have  borrowed  from  if ;  and  am  not 
unwilling  that  he  should  find  mach  grcat(>r  plcasurr  is 
perusing  it  than  the  drama  which  is  founded  npon  i:« 
contents. 

I  liad  begun  a  drama  upon  this  tale  so  ^  back  a» 
i8i5  (the  first  I  ever  attempted,  except  one  at  thirtmi 
years  old,  called  «  Ulric  and  llvina,*  which  1  had  sense 
enough  to  bum),  and  had  nearly  completed  an  act. 
when  I  was  interrupted  by  circumstances.  This  is  some- 
where amongst  my  papers  in  England ;  but  as  ii  hii 
not  been  found,  I  have  re-written  the  tirst,  and  idded  the 
subsequent  acts. 

The  whole  is  neither  intended,  nor  in  any  slupc 
adapted,  for  the  stage. 

February^  1822. 


DBMIATIS  I'ERSOH^E. 


Sli^llju{;lil.li\idcn> 


Tlinu  kniiv'a  by  riiffrrinp  more  cLdu  m 


,    Lol  mr  I*  »n-wlm: 


Time— iliF  ciiw  of  ilir  iliiny  yniri'  ■ 


WERNER. 

ACT  1. 


ul  niH  lo  Iliv-rir !  Ihv l*tt  !•  bnrrini, 

II on.- irallc n  .IimiIi-t likr  l.i oun 
Irj-s  liki'  Iliinr  vJirii  1,i.  I^Mrl  it  M  ml 


Tlir. 


kiKi*  Hip  iliiii^  rliou  ulkii  of. 
•lu-llcr'il  from  Ilicm  allr 
\t>.     Aaa  from  rhcu  ntoiir. 

AndllialiiiomFlhine. 
T™f-.».pM«m. 

!l...,.I,l.l,..,.oblylKini 


l<-  lluiiiklr>.^  fnr 
<.M-.irui  IliKn  in' I 


B'lK-J 


wlini  Ihr  rU> 


— bul  vplmvr  bnrncii 


of  {[uuj  kihI  mil^  villi  I  Ull 


V>rirli.'r.iuiiii.— l-vu.ullii|.li,|,l:  niHl|"w 

My  uui— our  snii-.iiir  llric, 
i-la«p.l  Dgiia  in  ihex  hioumipiy  arrni, 
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And  all  a  mother's  hunger  salisfied. 
TweWe  years !  he  was  but  eight  then :  beautiful 
He  was,  and  beautiful  he  must  be  now. 
My  Ulric !  my  adored! 

WBlNfil. 

I  have  been  full  oft 
The  chase  of  fortune ;  now  she  hath  o'ertaken 
Bly  spirit  where  it  cannot  turn  at  bay,-^ 
Sick,  poor,  and  lonely. 

lOSBPHINB. 

Lonely!  my  dear  husband? 

WIKMCa. 

Or  worse^-inrolving  all  I  love,  in  this 

Far  worse  than  aoUtudc.    Alone^  1  had  died. 

And  all  been  ovA*  in  a  namclesH  grave. 

JOSEPHIXK. 

And  I  had  not  outlived  thee;  but  pray  take 

Comfort!  We  have  struggled  long;  and  tliey  who  strive 

With  fortune  win  or  weary  her  at  last, 

Su  that  they  find  the  goal,  or  cease  to  feel 

Further.    Take  comfort, — we  shall  fiud  our  boy. 

wBaNBa. 
Wr  were  in  sight  of  him,  of  every  thing 
Which  could  bring  compensation  for  past  sorrow — 
And  to  be  baffled  thus  I 

iOSEPDITIK. 

Wc  are  not  baffled. 

WEKflBK. 

Are  we  not  penn^^leas? 

JOSBPHINB. 

Wc  ne'er  were  wealthy. 

WERNER. 

But  I  was  born  to  wealth,  and  rank,  and  power; 
Eiijoy'd  ihcm,  loved  them,  und,  nlns  I  .abused  them, 
^Vnd  forfeited  them  by  my  father's  wrath. 
In  my  o'cr-fcrvent  youth ;  but  fur  the  abuse 
Long  sufferings  have  atoned.     My  father's  death 
Left  the  patli  open,  yet  not  without  snares. 
This  cold  and  creeping  kinsman,  who  so  long 
Kept  his  eye  on  me,  as  the  snake  upon 
Tile  fluttering  bird,  hath  ere  this  time  outstcpt  me, 
U(>eomc  the  master  of  my  rights,  and  lord 
Of  that  which  lifts  him  up  to  princes  iu 
Dominion  and  domain. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Who  knows  t  our  son 
May  have  rciurn'd  back  to  his  grandsire,  and 
Ev(  n  now  uphold  thy  rights  for  tliee! 

MKR.'VEa. 

'T  is  hopeless. 
Since  his  strange  disappearance  from  my  father's, 
Entailing,  as  it  were,  my  sins  upon 
Himself,  no  tidings  have  reveal'd  his  course. 
I  parted  with  him  to  his  gramlsire,  on 
The  promise  that  his  anger  vould  slop  short 
Of  the  third  generation ;  but  Heaven  seems 
To  claim  her  stern  prerogative,  and  visit 
Upon  my  boy  his  father's  faults  and  follies. 

JOSEPHINE. 

I  must  hope  belter  still, — at  leant  we  have  yet 
Baffled  the  long  pursuit  of  Stralenheim. 

wi:r:vbr. 
We  should  have  done,  but  for  this  fatal  sickne>«, 
More  fatal  than  a  mortal  malady, 
Boca  use  it  takes  not  life,  but  life's  sole  solace : 
Even  now  1  feel  my  spirit  girt  about 


1 


By  the  snares  of  this  avaricious  fiend  ;— 
How  do  I  know  he  hath  not  tnck'd  us  hofl 

lOSBPHIIfB. 

He  does  not  know  thy  person ;  and  his  spies. 

Who  so  long  walch'd  thee,  have  been  left  at  Ilamborgk. 

Our  nnexpected  journey,  and  this  change 

Of  name,  leaves  all  discovery  far  behind : 

None  hold  us  here  fbr^u^t  save  what  we  seem. 

WBllfEB. 

Save  iriiac  we  seem!  save  what  we  are— aick  beggars. 
Even  to  our  very  hopes. Ha!  ha ! 

JOSEPHINE. 

Alas! 
Tlia;  bitter  laugh! 

WEINBB. 

fVho  would  read  in  this  form 
The  high  soul  of  the  son  of  a  long  line? 
/r/u>,  in  this  garb,  the  heir  of  princely  lands? 
tf^ho,  ip  this  sunken,  sickly  eye,  the  pride 
Of  rank  and  ancestry;  in  this  worn  cheek. 
And  fa  mine-hollo  w'd  b^w,  the  lord  of  halls. 
Which  daily  feast  a  thousand  vassals  ? 

lOSHPHlNB. 

You 

Ponderd  not  thus  upon  these  worldly  tilings,  | 

My  Werner!  when  you  deign'd  to  cliuse  for  bride 
The  foreign  daughter  of  a  wandering  exile. 

WEBRBB. 

An  exile's  daughter  with  an  outcast  son  | 

Were  a  fit  marriage;  but  i  still  liad  hopes 
To  lift  thee  to  the  state  we  both  were  bom  for. 
Your  father  s  house  was  noble,  though  dccay'd ; 
And  worthy  by  its  birth  to  match  with  ours. 

JOSEPHINE. 

Your  father  did  not  think  so,  though  't  was  noble; 
But  had  my  birth  been  all  my  claim  to  match 
With  thee,  I  should  have  deem'd  it  what  it  is. 

WEBNBB. 

And  what  is  that  in  thine  eyes  ? 

JOSEPHINE. 

All  wliich  it 

Has  done  in  our  behalf, — nothing. 

WEBRBB. 

How, — nothing? 

JOSEPHIRB. 

Or  worse ;  for  it  has  been  a  canker  in 

Thy  heart  from  the  beginning :  but  for  this. 

We  had  not  felt  our  poverty,  but  as 

Millions  of  myriads  feel  it,  cheerfully; 

But  for  these  phantoms  of  thy  feudal  fathers. 

Thou  miglit'st  have  eam'd  thy  bread  as  thousands  earn  it ; 

Or,  if  that  seem  too  humble,  tried  by  commerce. 

Or  other  civic  means,  to  amend  thy  fortunes. 

WERNER  {ironically). 
And  been  an  Haaseatic  burgher?  Excellent ! 

JOSEPHINE.  , 

Whate'er  thou  might'.^t  have  been,  to  me  thou  art. 

What  no  state,  high  or  low,  can  ever  chnnge, 

-My  henrt's  first  choice;— which  chose  thee,  knowing;     ' 

neither 
Thy  birth,  thy  hopes,  thy  pride ;  nought,  save  thv  sorrow*:    | 
While  they  last,  let  me  comfort  or  divide  tlirm ; 
When  they  end,  let  mine  end  with  them,  or  tlice' 

WERNER.  ' 

My  better  angel !  such  I  have  ever  found  thee; 
This  rashness,  or  ihi,*  weakness  of  my  temper. 


WBHIIBB. 
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Ne'er  raised  a  tboufht  to  iqara  tbee  or  ihint. 
Tboa  didtt  not  nur  nij  fecfiuiM :  nij  own  mton 
In  youth  wai  tuch  as  to  onmake  an  empire^ 
Had  such  been  my  inberilanoe;  bat  now, 
Chaxten'd,  subdued,  ou^worft,  and  tanght  to  kaoir 
MyM^lf,— to  lose  this  for  our  son  and  thee ! 
Trust  me,  wlien,  in  my  rao-and-tvvntieth  spring, 
My  father  barr'd  me  from  my  iM^cf'**  howe, 
Tlif  last  sole  scion  of  a  thouMnd  tiret 
(For  I  was  then  the  last),  it  hart  me  leu 
Tlian  to  behold  my  boy  and  my  boy's  mothar 
Excluded  in  their  innocence  horn  i^t 
My  foults  dcitenred  exclusion;  ahhonyh  then 
My  passions  were  all  living  serpents,  and 
Twined  like  the  gorgon's  round  me. 

[J^knoekimg  ishenrd. 
lotiraiiiB. 

Hark! 


wiinn. 


AknocUng! 


josirami. 
Who  can  it  be  at  this  lone' hoar  1  ve  havt 
F«ir  tin  tors. 

wiama. 
And  poverty  hath  none, 
Save  those  who  come  to  make  it  poorer  itiU. 
Well,  I  am  prepared. 

[WiajiKt  puis  kit  hmnd  imio  ki$  ha$em 
teureh/br 


msifto 


Oh !  do  not  k>ok  so.    I 
Will  to  the  door,  it  cannot  be  of  import 
In  this  lone  spot  of  wintry  desolation — 
The  very  desert  saves  man  from  mankind. 

[Sht  goes  to  tike  door. 

Enttr  iDUitTUif. 

iDtntTiin. 
A  fair  good  evaiing  to  my  fiurer  boateife 
And  worthy what  *s  your  name,  ny  Iriaad! 

wiama. 


Not  afraid  to  demand  it  7 

IDBNSnilk 

Not  afraid! 
Egad !  I  am  aftvid.    You  look  as  if 
1  aftk'd  for  something  better  than  yoor 
By  the  face  you  pat  on  iL 


Are  yon 


'•  Mmiam'(kopif  to  ho  movno), 
And  has  done  miradea  T  dw  ««y  of.! 
Perhaps  yon  an  raiaied  to  my  nbtiwT 


BeCtarj  sir? 

IDBNSTUn. 

Better  or  worse,  like  matrimony,  what 

Shall  I  ny  more?  Yon  have  bom  a  gnatt  thb  month 

Here  in  the  prince's  palace— (to  be  sore, 

His  highness  had  resign'd  it  to  the  ghotta 

And  rats  these  twelve  year*— bat 't  ie  i|iU  a  palace)— 

I  say  you  have  }jeen  our  kx^fer,  and  as  yet 

We  do  not  know  your  name. 

wiaHia. 

My  name  is  Werner. 

IDmSTIIH. 

A  goodly  name,  a  very  worthy  name, 
As  e'er  was  gilt  upon  a  trader's  board; 
I  liave  a  cousin  in  the  lazaretto 
Of  Hamburgh,  who  has  got  a  wife  who  bore 
Thi;  same.    He  is  an  officer  of  troat, 


ToyonrtT 

lotiraivB. 

Oh,  yes,  we  are,  bol  diatantly. 

[iliMttoWuiiii. 
Cannot  you  bumoor  the  doU  goatlp  till 
We  learn  his  porpoaeT 

lOintTBIII. 

Wen,  I  *m  glad  of  that; 
fthonght  so  all  along;  inch  natural  jBBinangt  ' 

Played  round  my  heart— blood  ia  not  mlar,  coi6in ; 
And  so  let 's  have  some  wine,  and  drink  onto 
Onr  better  acquaintance :  relatives  ahooU  be 
Friends.  , 

wBUiia. 
You  appear  t9have  drank  cnoogh  already. 
And  if  you  had  not,  I  *ve  no  wine  to  ofllnr, 
Elw  it  were  yoan;  bat  thU  yoa  know,  or^boald  know : 
Yon  see  I  am  poor  and  sick,  and  will  not  see 
That  I  would  be  alone ;  but  to  yoar  bannaaa^ 
What  brings  you  here  7 

IDBNITBIH. 

Why,  what  should  bring  me  here  T 
wiaHia. 
I  know  not,  though  I  think  that  I  conld  goaee 
That  which  will  send  yoa  hence. 

lOMPaiRi  (osUe). 

Piatienee,  dear  Werner! 

IDIHtTim. 

You  don't  know  what  has  happen'd,  than? 

lOaiffBUB. 

Bow  akooU  «•? ' 

IDIIItTBIII. 

The  river  has  o'arflow  *d. 

lotBraiiii. 

Alas!. w«  have  known 
That  to  oar  sorrow,  for  these  five  days,  iinot 
ft  keeps  OS  here. 

UBMtTBlH. 

But  what  yoa  don't  know  is, 
That  a  great  personage,  who  fain  would  cross 
Against  the  stream,  and  three  poatUions'  wishes, 
I«  drown  d  below  thei^ptd,  with  five  poM4Mrtas, 
A  monkey,  and  a  mastiff,  and  a  val^ 

loaaraina. 
IVior  creatures !  are  yoa  nre) 

IMMTBIH. 

Tea,  of  the  monkey. 
And  the  valet,  and  the  cattle;  bat  aa  yet 
We  know  not  if  hu  excellency's  dead 
Or  no;  Yonr  noblemen  are  hard  to  drown. 
As  it  is  fit  that  men  in  office  sbonld  be; 
Bat,  what  is  ceruin  is,  that  he  haa  twallow'd 
Enough  of  the  Oder  to-have  borst  two  pcaaanto; 
And  now  a  Saxon  and  Hungarian  traveller, 
Who,  at  their  proper  peril,  snatoh'd  him  from 
The  whiriing  river,  have  sent  on  to  crave 
A  lodging,  or  a  gw  ve,  according  as 
It  may  turn  out  with  the  live  or  dead  body. 

josaPBim. 
And  vkhere  will  ypn  reeeive  himi  ban,  1  hope. 
If  we  can  be  of  serviee— fty  the  weed. 


wmfi 
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lOBirtTIIIf. 

nere!  no ;  bat  in  the  princes  own  tpiitment. 
At  fits  a  noble  guest:  *t  is  damp,  no  doubt, 
Not  having  been  inhabited  these  twelve  years; 
But  then  he  comes  from  a  much  damper  place, 
So  scarcely  will  catch  cold  in  *t,  if  he  be 
Sdll  liable  to  cold— and  if  not,  why 
He  '11  be  worse  lodged  to-morrow:  ne'ertheless, 
I  have  order'd  fire  and  all  appliances 
To  be  got  ready  for  the  worst— that  is, 
In  case  he  should  survive. 

JOSIPHIRC. 

Poor  gentleman ! 
I  ho|ie  he  will,  with  all  my  heart. 

witifca. 

fntendant, 
Qave  yon  not  leam'd  his  name  ?  My  Josephine, 

[yfside  to  his  wife. 
Retire,  I'll  sift  this  fool.  [Exit  Josipbme. 

IDCirSTKI.f. 

Ills  name?  oh  Lord ! 
Who  knows  if  he  hath  now  a  name  or  no ; 
T  is  time  enough  to  ask  it  when  he  's  qble 
To  give  an  answer,  or  if  not,  to  put 
Ilis  heir's  upon  his  epitaph.    Hetliought, 
Just  now  you  chid  me  for  demanding  names? 

wiaNci. 
IVne,  true,  I  did  so;  you  say  well  and  wisely. 

Enter  Gxioa. 

GABOa. 

If  I  intrude,  f  crave 

IDCIfSTIIN. 

Oh,  no  intrusion ! 
This  is  the  palace;  this  a  stranger  like 
Yourself;  I  pray  you  make  yourself  at  home: 
But  where  *•  his  excellency,  and  how  fares  he! 

oAaoa. 
Wetly  and  wearily,  but  out  of  peril ; 
He  paused  to  change  his  garments  in  a  cottage 
(Where  I  doffd  mine  for  these,  and  came  on  hitlier), 
And  has  almost  recover  d  from  his  drenching. 
Va  will  be  here -anon. 

IDIirSTKIlf. 

What  ho,  there!  bustle! 
Without  there,  Herman,  Weilburg,*  Peter,  Conrad ! 

[Gives  directiens  to  different  servants  who  enter. 
A  nobleman  sleeps  here  to-night — see  that 
All  is  in  order  in  I  he  damask  chamber — 
Keep  up  the  stove — 1  will  myself  to  the  cellar — 
And  Madame  Idenstein  (my  consort,  stranger) 
I  Sliall  fumisli  forth  the  bed-apparel ;  for. 
To  say  tlie  truth,  they  arc  marvellous  scant  of  this 
Within  the  palace  preciucls,  since  his  highness 
Left  it  some  dozen  years  ago.     And  then 
His  excellency  will  sup,  doubtless? 

OABOB. 

Faith  ! 

I  cannot  tell;  but  I  should  think  the  pillow 

Would  please  him  better  than  the  table,  after 

His  soaking  in  your  river:  but  for  fear 

Your  viands  should  be  thrown  away,  I  mean 

To  sup  myself,  and  have  a  friend  without 

Who  will  do  honour  to  your  good  cheer  with 

A  traveller*!  appetite.  x,  .  , 

■■••*■ 
•••  • 


IDSMTIU.    ' 

Bat  nre  yoa  sore 
Hii  txceUeney— — bat  his  namey  what  b  ItT 

•ABoa. 
I  do  oot  know. 

IDBNSTUll. 

And  yec  you  saved  his  life. 
I  help'd  my  friend  to  do  so. 

IDBOtTStir. 

Well*  that  *s  otranffe* 
To  save  a  man's  life  whom  you  do  not  know. 

6A»oa. 
Not  so;  fdr  there  are  some  I  know  so  wdl, 
I  scarce  should  give  myself  the  trooble. 

IDUISTBin. 

IVay, 
Good  friend,  and  who  may  yon  be? 

ftABoa. 

By  my  family, 

Hungarian. 

iDnrsTBiir. 
WhkhiscaUd? 

•ABoa. 

It  matters  little. 
iDKRtTiiii  {aside), 
f  think  that  all  the  world  are  grown  anonymoos. 
Since  no  one  cares  to  tell  me  what  be  *s  calTd ! 
Pray,  has  his  excellency  a  bi^  suite  I 

OABOa. 

SuEficieoL 

XDBIISTBIM. 

How  many? 

OAiOI. 

I  did  not  count  them. 
We  came  up  by  mere  accident,  and  just 
In  time  to  drag  liim  through  his  carriage  window. 

IDBRSniR. 

Well,  what  woidd  I  give,  to  sate  a  (preat  man ! 

No  doubt  you  '11  have  a  swingeing  sum  as  recompense. 

GABOa. 

Perhaps. 

IDBXSTKIir. 

Now,  how  much  do  you  reckon  on? 

GABOa. 

L  have  not  yet  put  up  myself  to  sale : 
In  the  mean  time,  -my  best  reward  would  be 
A  glass  of  your  Hochheimer,  a  green,  glass. 
Wreathed  with  rich  grapes  and  Bacchanal  devices, 
O'erflowing  with  the  oldest  of  your  vintage ; 
For  which  I  promise  you,  in  ca^  you  e'er 
Bun  hazard  of  being  drown'd  (although  f  own 
It  seems,  of  all  deatlis,  the  least  likely  for  yon), 
I  11  pull  you  out  for  nothing.    Quick,  my  firirad. 
And  thiuk,  for  every  bumper  I  shaH  quaff, 
A  wave  the  less  may  roll  above  your  bead. 

iDENSTKiiv  {aside). 
I  don't  much  like  this  fellow — close  and  dry 
He  seems,  two  things  which  suit  me  not ;  however, 
Wine  hcbhall  have;  if  that  unlocks  him  not, 
I  shall  not  sleep  to-night  for  curio&ity. 

[BaUt  Ifuussnis. 

GABOB  (tOWBBIIBa.) 

This  master  of  the  ceremonies  is 

The  intendant  of  the  palace,  I  presume. 

T  is  a  fine  building,  but  decay  d. 
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wciifca. 

The  npartmrat 
TVsiljnM  fur  him  you  rMcufd  will  be  fnuQtl 
lu  litter  orJor  for  .1  lickly  guest. 

GABOa. 

I  cornier  ihrn  yon  nrciipicd  it  nof, 
For  you  ^.oc^l  delicate  in  lienlth. 

wiLa:(BR  (tfuickly). 
Si'r! 

GIBOI. 

Pray 
Excui^!  me:  have  I  said  anj|ht  to  offend  you? 

\VEH?fEI. 

Notliin(j:  but  we  are  »trani;er.s  to  each  otiicr. 

uiBoa. 
And  lliat  s  the  reason  I  would  have  us  lew  sol 
I  ihoui;lit  our  bustling  pniM  without  liad  uid 
You  were  a  chaure  and  passing  guest,  the  counterpart 
Of  me  aud  my  conipjuions. 

VKlNfiB. 

Very  true. 

GAROB. 

Then,  as  we  never  met  before,  and  neveif 
It  m.iy  he,  may  .i(;ain  encounter,  why, 
I  itiiiu(;lit  to  chn-r  up  this  old  dungeon  here 
(At  l<Msi  to  me)  liy  .uking  you  to  tliare 
The  fare  of  my  con.*).inion<(  and  myself. 

WERSVRB. 

Pray,  pardon  nvc ;  my  health 

GABOB. 

Even  as  you  please. 
I  ha\e  been  a  soldier,  and  perliaps  am  bluut 
In  bearing. 

WEBNKB. 

I  have  also  ser^etl,  and  can 
Requite  a  soldier's  greeting. 

GABOB. 

In  what  service  ? 
Tlie  Imperial  ? 

wtBMia  [tfuhkly^  and  then  interrupting  himulf). 
I  commanded — no — I  mean 
I  servcil ;  but  it  is  many  years  ago. 
When  lifsi  Itohemia  railed  her  banner 'gainst 
The  Austrian. 

GABOB. 

Well,  that's  over  now,  and  peace 
Has  turn'<l  some  thousand  gallaut  hearts  adrift 
To  live  as  they  ImM  may:  aud,  to  say  truth. 
Some  take  the  shortest. 

WER^EB. 

What  is  that  ? 

GABOB. 

Whate'er 
They  lay  their  handron.     All  Silesia  aud 
I.us.iti.rs  ^o(hK  are  tenanted  by  l>ands 
(►f  ihe  liile  troops,  who  Ic^y  on  the  country 
Their  niaiiitenaitee  :  the  (Ihatelains  must  kwp 
Their  easile  walls— beyond  them  't  is  but  doubtful 
Travel  f..r  your  rich  count  or  full-blown  baron. 
My  comfort  is  thai,  wander  where  I  may, 
I  '\e  little  left  to  lose  now . 

WERTtra. 

And  I— nothing. 
Oabob. 
You  say  you  were  a  soldier. 


That  s  harder  still. 


WIIHKB. 

I  was. 

GABOl. 

You  look  one  still.     .\ll  soldiers  are 
Or  should  l>e  comrades,  e\en  though  enemies. 
Our  swords  when  drawn  must  cross,  our  engioea  aim 
(While  levell'd)  at  each  other's  hearts;  but  when 
A  truce,  a  peace,  or  what  you  will,  remits 
The  steel  into  its  Kcabltanl,  and  lets  sleep 
The  spark  which  lights  the  matchlock,  we  are  brethren. 
You  are  poor  and  sickly — I  am  not  rich  but  healthy; 
1  want  for  nothing  wliieh  I  caimot  want; 
You  M:eni  devoid  of  this — wilt  stlure  it? 

\i\K%o%  pulls  out  his  purse. 

WBB.'VKa. 

Who 

Told  you  I  was  a  beggar? 

G4R0a. 

You  yourself. 
In  saying  you  were  a  soldier  during  peace  time. 
wiaxEB  (looking  athim  with  suspicion). 
You  know  me  not? 

GABON. 

I  know  no  man,  not  even 
Myself :  how  should  I  then  know  one  I  ne'er 
Ik'held  till  half  an  hour  sinee? 

WEB.XEB. 

Sir,  I  thank  you. 
Your  offer  's  noble,  were  it  to  a  friend. 
And  not  unkin<t  as  to  an  unknown  stranger. 
Though  scarcely  prudent ;  but  no  less  I  thauk  you. 
I  am  a  iM^ggar  in  all  save  his  trade, 
.\nd  wluMi  1  I)eg  of  any  one,  it  sliall  be 
Of  him  who  was  the  first  to  offer  wliat 
Few  can  obtain  by  asking.     Pardon  me. 

[Exit  Webreb. 

GABOB  {solus). 

A  goodly  fellow  by  his  looks,  though  worn. 
As  most  good  fellows  are,  by  pain  or  pleasure, 
Which  tear  life  out  of  u»  before  our  time : 
I  scarce  know  which  most  quickly ;  but  he  seems 
To  have  seen  better  days,  as  who  has  not 
Who  lias  seen  yesterday? — But  here  approaches 
Our  sage  intcndant,  with  the  wine;  however. 
For  the  cup's  sake,  I'll  bear  tlie  cup>bcarer. 

Enter  Idb.^vstein. 

IDBNSTBI.ir. 

T  is  here !  the  supernaculum !  twenty  years 
Of  age,  if 'tis  a  day. 

GABOl. 

Whieh  epoch  makes 
Young  women  and  old  wine,  and  t  is  great  pity 
Of  tmo  such  excellent  things,  increase  of  years. 
Which  still  improves  the  one,  should  spoil  the  other. 
Fill  full — Here's  to  our  hostess — your  fair  wife. 

[Takes  the  glass. 

IDBRSTBIX. 

Fair! — Well,  I  trust  your  taste  in  wine  is  equal 
To  that  you  show  for  beauty;  but  I  pledge  you 
Neverlhelesi. 

GAROa. 

Is  not  the  lovely  woma«i 
I  met  in  the  adjacent  hall,  who,  «ith 
An  air,  and  port,  and  eye,  which  would  have  better 
ilcMNfm'd  thiN  ]>alace  in  its  brightest  days 
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(Though  in  a  |prb  adapted  to  ha  preMnt 
Abandonmeiit),  retnrn'd  my  Mlatation— 
It  not  the  •■jne  your  spoucel 

IDBRtTini. 

I  would  she  were ! 
But  you're  mitfaliwi — that's  the  etranf^s  wife. 

OAIOI. 

And  by  her  aspect  the  might  be  a  prince's : 
Thou|^  time  bath  toud&'d  her  too,  she  still  retains 
Much  beauty,  and  more  mi^jesty. 

lOllltfllll. 

And  that 
Is  nuMre  than  1  can  say  for  Madame  Idenstein, 
At  least  in  beauty :  as  for  majesty, 
She  has  some  of  its  properties  which  might 
Be  spared— but  never  mind  ! 

OABOI. 

I  don  L    But  who 
May  be  this  stranger.    He  too  hath  a  bearing 
Above  his  outward  fortunes. 

idbhstbim. 

There  I  differ. 
He 's  poor  as  Job,  and  not  so  patient ;  but 
Who  he  may  be,  or  what,  or  aught  of  him, 
Except  his  name  (and  that  I  only  leam'd 
To-m^t),  I  know  not. 

OABOa. 

But  how  came  he  here  ? 

IDHftTim. 

In  a  most  miserable  old  caleche. 

About  a  month  since,  and  immediately 

Fell  sick,  almost  to  death.    He  should  have  died. 

OABOI. 

Tender  and  true ! — but  why? 

IDINSTBIN. 

Why,  what  is  life 
Without  a  living?  He  has  not  a  stiver. 

OASoa. 
In  that  case,  I  much  wonder  that  a  person 
Of  your  apparent  prudence  should  admit 
Guests  so  forlorn  into  this  noble  mansion. 

IDBNSTBIIf. 

That 's  true ;  but  pity,  as  you  know,  does  make 
One's  heart  commit  these  follies;  and  besides, 
They  had  some  valuables  left  at  that  time. 
Which  paid  their  way  up  to  the  present  hour. 
And  so  I  thought  they  might  as  well  be  lodged 
Here  as  at  the  small  tavern,  and  I  gave  them 
The  run  of  some  of  the  oldest  palace  rooms. 
They  served  to  air  them,  at  the  least  as  long 
As  they  could  pay  for  fire-wood. 

OABOa. 

Poor  souls! 

IDINSTBIIf. 

Ay, 

Exceeding  poor. 

aABOl. 

And  yet  unused  to  poverty. 
If  I  mistake  not.    Whither  were  they  going  ? 

IDBIfSTBIN. 

Oh !  Heaven  knows  where,  unless  to  heaven  itself. 
Some  days  ago  that  look'd  the  likeliest  journey 
For  Werner. 

GABOB. 

Werner !  I  have  heard  the  name, 
But  it  may  be  a  foign'd  one. 


likeenoa^! 
But  hark !  a  Boiea  of  wheeb  sad  voiee8» 
A  bhiae  of  torches  from  withomt.     As  aore 
Asdestiny,  his  excellency  'a come. 
I  must  be  at  my  post :  wiU  yoa  not  join  me. 
To  help  him  from  his  carriafe,  nod  praaent 
Tour  humble  duty  at  tha  door  T 

•Aaoa. 

Idng^dhim 
From  out  that  carriage  when  be  -voold  have  given 
His  barony  or  county  to  repel 
The  rushing  river  from  his  gurgling  throal. 
He  has  valels  now  enough :  they  stood  aloof  then 
Shaking  their  dripping  ears  u|K>n  the  abon, 
All  roaring,  «Hdp !»  but  offering  none ;  and  as 
For  duty  (as  you  call  it)  I  did  mine  ffccis. 
Now  do yourt.    Hence,  and  bow  and  cringe  him  bat! 

IDUISTnif. 

/  cringe !— but  I  shall  lose  the  opportniiity — 
Plague  take  it !  he'll  be  here,  and  I  not  iktre  ! 

[Exit  loBiiBTBia,  ksst^. 

Re-enter  Wxama. 

waana  (to  himuei/), 
I  heard  a  noise  of  wheek  and  voices.     How 
All  sounds  now  jar  me ! 

{Perceiving  Gabob).    Still  here !  is  be  not 
A  spy  of  my  pursuer's  ?  His  frank  oiEEer, 
So  suddenly,  and  to  a  stranger,  wore 
The  aspect  of  a  secret  enemy ; 
For  friends  are  dow  at  sudi. 

OABOB. 

Yon  seem  rapt. 
And  yet  the  time  is  not  akin  to  thougbi. 
These  old  walls  will  be  noisy  soon.     Tbe  baron. 
Or  count  (or  whatsoe'er  this  half-drown'd  noble 
May  be),  for  whom  this  desolate  village,  and 
Its  jone  inhabitants,  show  more  respect 
Than  did  the  elements,  is  come. 

IDKNSTBIN  {without). 

This  way — 
This  way,  your  excellence : — have  a  care. 
The  staircase  is  a  little  gloomy,  and 
Somewhat  decay'd ;  but  if  we  had  expected 
So  high  a  guest — pray  take  my  arm,  my  lord ! 

Enter  Stbalbnbbtm,  iDKNsrxiif ,  and  Attendanii,  f*^^ 
his  own,  and  partly  retainers  of  the  domtminof  wkkh 
Idxnstxir  is  Intendant 

stbalbmhbim. 
f  '11  rest  me  here  a  moment. 

iDKffSTxiii  (to  the  servants). 
Oh  !  a  chair ! 
Instantly,  knaves  !  [SraALBHaxiM  sits  domm, 

wbbnbb  {aside), 
Tishe! 

STBALKNHXIM. 

I  *m  better  now. 
Who  are  these  strangers  ? 

IDERSTUN. 

Please  you,  my  good  lord, 
One  sap  he  is  no  stranger. 

WBBirxB  {aloud  and  hastily). 
Who  says  that  ? 
[They  look  at  him  mith  surprise. 
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IDIHfTIIM. 

Pensive.     W  ill  it  not  please  jtm  to  pass  on  ? 

Why,  no  one  «poke  ofyou,  or  to  you ! — but 

STBALENHBIM. 

llcrr  '-i  oiir  his  excellency  may  be  pleased 

T  is  past  fitigue  which  gives  my  weigh'd-down  spirit 

To  riM^u(;iiiso.                                       [FoiuCih^  Co  Gabok. 

An  outward  show  of  thoughl.     I  will  to  rest 

GABOK. 

IDBRSTEIK. 

I  ftoek  not  to  ditturb 

The  prince's  clumber  is  prepared,  with  all 

nis  noble  memory. 

The  «ery  furniture  the  prince  used  when 

STB4LKNiniI. 

Last  here,  in  its  full  splendour. 

I  apprehend 

(^fi(/e.)  Somewhat  tatter'd 

Tlii<i  is  one  of  the  strangers  to  whose  aid 

And  devilish  damp,  bui  line  enough  by  lorcli-light ; 

1  owe  my  rescue,     h  not  lliat  the  otlier? 

And  thai 's  enough  for  your  right  noble  blood 

[Pointing  to  Wbbnbb. 

Of  twenty  quarteriugs  u|>on  a  hatchment; 

>Iy  stale,  ^hcn  1  was  suerourd  must  excuse 

So  let  their  lM>arer  sleep  'neath  something  like  one 

My  un<-cr(:iinty  to  whom  I  owe  no  much. 

Sow,  as  he  one  day  will  for  ever  lie. 

IDEXSTEIN. 

sfBALE-tBEiM  {rising  and  turning  Cooabob). 

Up  ! — no.  my  lord !  he  rather  wants  for  rescue 

<iood  night,  good  people !     Sir,  I  trust  to-morrow 

Than  <mu  afford  it.     'T  \**  a  poor  sick  man. 

Will  find  me  apler  to  requite  your  service. 

Tni\('liir<.'<l,  and  lately  risen  from  a  bi'd 

In  the  mean  time,  I  crave  your  company 

Fruui  w  hence  he  never  dream'd  to  rise. 

A  moment  in  my  chamber. 

stbalbnhbim. 

GABOB. 

Methought 

I  attend  you. 

That  ihore  were  two. 

STBALE.'VaEIX 

r.ABOK. 

{After  a  few  steps^  pauses^  and  calls  WiBif bb). 

There  were,  in  company; 

Friend  I 

But.  in  flic  s«>r>ice  render'tl  to  your  lordship, 

^*  B  KiW  An* 

I  iii-eds  must  say  hut  one^  and  he  is  absent. 

Sir? 

The  chief  part  of  «hate\cr  aid  wat  reuder'd 

IDBM&TEIN. 

^.\  as  hi\:  It  was  hit  fortune  to  be  first. 

Sir !  Lord !— oh,  I^rd  I  Why  don't  you  say 

My  will  was  not  inferior,  but  his  strength 

His  lordship,  or  his  excellency?     Pray, 

And  youth  ouistripp'd  me ;  therefore  do  not  waste 

My  lord,  excuse  this  poor  man's  want  of  breeding : 

Ymir  thanks  on  me.     I  was  but  a  glad  second 

lie  hath  not  been  accustom'd  to  admission 

Unto  a  nobler  principal. 

To  such  a  presence. 

STBALENHEIM. 

blBALE.IHEIX  (Co  IDENSTBIN). 

Where  is  he? 

Peace,  iutendanl ! 

AN    ATTEMDANT. 

lUKNSTKIN. 

My  lord,  he  tarried  in  the  cottage,  where 

Oh: 

Ytmr  exeelleuey  rohti**!  for  an  hour, 

I  am  dumb. 

And  said  he  would  bo  here  to-morrow. 

STBALBRHBIM  {tO  WEBNBB). 

SitBALBKBEIM. 

Have  you  been  long  here  ? 

Till 

WEB.>EB. 

That  hour  arri\cs,  I  can  but  offer  thanks, 

Long? 

And  then — -— 

STBlLE:(aBIM. 

GABOB. 

I  sought 

1  seek  no  more,  and  scarce  desen>'e 

An  answer,  not  an  echo. 

.So  much.     Mv  (-ninr.ide  may  speak  for  himself. 

WF.B!«KR. 

STHii.ENHEiM  ^Jiximj  hit  eyes  upon  webneb,  tlien  aside). 

You  may  seek 

It  (Miiiiot  Im*'  and  yrt  he  must  l)e  look'd  to. 

Roth  from  the  walls.     I  am  not  ased  to  answer 

T  is  tMtMiiy  years  since  1  beheld  him  with 

Those  whom  I  know  not. 

Th«rsi>  i-ycs  ;  and,  though  my  agents  still  liave  kept 

STBiLENHBIM. 

Thtir\  on  him,  poh(7  lub  held  aloof 

Indeed!  ne'er  the  less. 

.My  ••wii  from  lii^,  not  to  alarm  him  into 

You  might  reply  witli  courtesy,  to  what 

Siispii  i<iii  of  my  plan.     Why  did  I  leave 

is  ask'd  in  kindness. 

At  li.iinliiiri;h  thos4^>  who  would  have  made  assurance 

WEBMBB. 

If  this  |»r  III-  or  no?     1  thoughl,  ere  now. 

When  I  know  it  such. 

To  li.i\c  Imtii  lord  of  Sicyendorf,  and  parted 

I  will  requite — that  is,  re;W^— in  unison. 

In  li.isir,  ihoni;li  c\cn  the  elements  appear 

STBALF.MHEIM. 

To  li(;ht  ajtainst  me,  and  this  sudden  Hood 

Tlie  intendaiit  said,  you  had  l>een  detain'd  by  sickness — 

Blay  keep  me  prisoner  hen*  till 

If  I  could  aid  you — ^journeying  the  same  way? 

[He  pauses  and  looks  iitW*EBRBB;  then  resumes. 

WKB!«BB(f/MlU//). 

This  man  must 

I  am  not  journeying  the  K:ime  way. 

Be  watehd.     If  it  is  he,  he  is  so  changed. 

SrBALBIVUEIW. 

lli!«  father,  rising  fr<nn  his  grave  again. 

How  know  ye 

Would  pa^s  him  by  unknown.     I  must  bo  wary; 

That,  ere  you  know  my  ntute  ? 

An  error  would  spoU  all. 

WEBNEB. 

IPKNSTEIN. 

Because  there  is 

Your  lordship  seems 

But  one  way  that  the  rich  and  poor  must  tread 

.  "  >  "^ 
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Yogetbfr.    Ton  diveived  firom  that  drttd  pith 
Soma  hours  ago,  fend  I  some  days;  henceforth 
Oar  roads  mnst  lie  asunder,  though  they  tend 
AU  to  odfe  home. 

STBALimiBtH. 

Tour  huiguage  is  abote 
Toor  station. 

wiaKii  {hiUerfy). 
hit? 

tnALIMHItM. 

Or,  at  least,  beyond 
Tonrgart). 

wiaiiBs. 
Tis  well  that  it  is  not  beneath  it. 
As  sometimes  happens  to  the  better  clad. 
But,  in  a  word,  what  would  you  with  mc7 
STaALXNBXiM  {startUd). 

I! 
wBanii. 
Yes — yon !    You  know  me  not,  and  question  me, 
And  wonder  that  I  answer  not — not  knowing 
My  inquisitor.     Explain  what  you  would  have, 
And  then  I  '11  satisfy  yourself,  or  me. 

STBALENBEIM. 

I  knew  not  that  you  had  reasons  for  resenre. 

WBSItBR. 

Many  have  such : — Have  you  none  I 

STKALBMRKm. 

None  which  can 
Interest  a  mere  itranger. 

WBBMia. 

Then  forgive 
*  The  same  unknown  and  humble  stranger,  if 
He  wishes  to  remain  so  to  the  man 
Who  can  have  nought  in  common  with  him. 

STKALBIfHEIM. 

Sir, 
I  will  not  baulk  your  humour,  though  untoward: 
I  only  meant  you  service — but,  good  night ! 
Intendant,  show  the  way! 

(to  Gabob).  Sir,  you  will  with  me  7 
[Exeunt  Stbalerbbim  and  Attendanti,  Idbrstbiii 
and  Gabob.  * 

WBBItBB  {solus). 

T  is  he !    I  'm  taken  in  tlie  toils.     Before 

I  quitted  Ilaalmrgh,  Giulio,  his  late  steward, 

Infbrm'd  mc,  that  he  had  obtain'd  an  order 

From  Brandenburgh's  elector,  for  the  arrest 

Of  Kruitzner  (such  the  name  I  then  bore),  when 

I  came  upon  the  frontier ;  the  free  city 

Alone  preserved  my  frerdom— till  1  left 

Its  walls — fool  that  I  was  to  quit  them !     Dut 

I  deem'd  this  humble  garb,  and  route  obscure, 

Had  baffled  the  slow  hounds  in  their  pursuit. 

What's  to  be  done?     He  knows  me  not  by  person ; 

Nor  could  aught,  save  the  eye  of  apprehension, 

Have  recognised  AJBI,  after  twenty  years, 

We  met  so  rarely  and  so  coldly  in 

Our  youth.     But  those  about  him  !     Now  I  can 

Divine  the  frankness  of  the  Hungarian,  vi(^o, 

No  doubt,  is  a  mere  tool  and  spy  of  Stralenlieim's 

To  soiyid  and  to  secure  me.     Without  means ! 

Sick,  poor — begirt  too  with  the  flooding  rivers, 

Impassable  even  to  the  wealthy,  with 

All  the  appliances  which  purcliase  modes 

Of  overpowering  peril  with  men's  lives, — 


Howcanlbopel  An  hour af» laetfaoaf^ 
My  state  beyood  despair;  and  nov,  *t  la  aarti, 
The  past  seems  paradiae.    Another  dny. 
And  I  *m  detected,«>-on  the  rery  era 
Of  honours,  rights,  and  my  inheritance, 
Whoi  a  fiew  drope  of  gold  might  aave  me  still 
In  fsTonring  an  escape. 

fitter  Idbhstbiii  m$»d  Fnrrx  in.  eonverjoftaa. 

raiTz. 

Immediately. 
lOBntruif. 
I  tell  you,  'tis  impoiiible. 

raiTZ. 
It  moat 
Be  tried,  however;  and  if  one  ezpreta 
Fail,  you  must  send  on  othera,  till  the  answer 
Arrives  from  Frankfort,  from  the  cominandant. 

lOBIISTCllf. 

I  will  do  what  I  can. 

raiTs;. 
And  recoQect 
To  spare  no  trouble ;  you  will  be  repaid 
Tenfold. 

iraicsTnif. 
The  baron  is  retired  to  rest  ? 
raiTZ. 
He  hath  thrown  himself  into  an  <»sy  chair 
Beside  the  lire,  and  slumben ;  and  baa  order'd 
He  may  not  be  disturb'd  until  eleven. 
When  he  will  take  himself  to  hed. 

iDBMsraiH. 


An  hour  is  past  I  'U  do  my  best  to  senre  him. 

raiTX. 
Remember !  [Exit  Fu 

iDBiftraiii. 
The  deril  take  these' grant  men !  they 
Think  all  things  made  for  them.     Now  here  most  I 
Rouse  up  some  half  a  doien  shiTering  Tassals 
From  their  scant  pallets,  and,  at  peril  of 
Their  lives,  despatch  them  o'er  the  river  towards 
Frankfort.     Methinks  the  baron's  own  experience 
Some  hours  ago  might  teach  him  fcUow-feel'mg : 
But  no,  M  it  must,*  and  there  's  an  end.      Ilow  now) 
Arc  you  there,  Mynlieer  Werner? 

WBBMZa. 

You  have  left 

Your  noble  guest  right  quickly. 

IDENSTBIir. 

Yes — he's  dozing. 
And  seems  to  like  that  none  should  sleep  besides. 
Here  is  a  packet  for  the  commandant 
Of  Frankfort,  at  all  risks  and  all  expenses ; 
But  I  must  not  lose  time :  good  night ! 

[Exit  locxsTKi 

WBBNXa. 

«  To  Frankfofi 
So,  so,  it  thickens !  Ay,  « the  commandant.* 
This  tallies  well  with  ull  the  prior  stepa 
Of  this  cool  calculating  fiend,  who  walks 
lietwc-cn  me  and  my  fathers  house.     No  doubt 
He  writes  for  a  detachment  to  convey  mc 
Into  some  secret  fortress. — Sooner  than 

This 

[Wkrnbb  looks  around,  and  snatches  up  aha 
lying  on  a  table  in  a  recess. 


WERBTBR. 


9^ 


Now  I  am  muiw  of  ayitir  tt  least 
IIark!--fboutept!    How  do  I  know  dMt  Sttaknheim 
VTill  <wait  for  even  the  show  of  that  amUhMttj 
Which  is  to  overshadow  nmipationT 
Tliat  he  suspectt  ma  '•  certain.    I  'm  alone ; 
He  with  a  numerous  traio.    I  we*k;  Im  Mfonf 
In  (;old,  in  numbers,  ranky  aatliorily. 
I  naaoeless,  or  involving  in  nj  name 
Drstructiou«  till  I  reach  my  own  domun; 
lie  full  blown  with  his  titles,  wbidi  impose 
Still  further  on  these  ohaenM  petty  bnrgliers 
Than  they  couM  do  ekewhere.    Bark !  nearer  still ! 
1 11  to  the  secret  passage;  which  comipunicates 

With  the ^o !  all  is  silent— *t  was  my  Csncy !—     • 

Still  ns  the  breathless  interval  between 

The  flash  and  thunder: — I  must  hush  my  soul 

Amidst  its  perils.     Yet  I  will  retire, 

To  &ce  if  still  be  unexplored  th«*passa9e 

I  wot  of:  it  will  serve'me  as  a  den 

Of  secrecy  for  some  hoars,  at  the  wont. 

[Wsiif II  drmwt  m  fMnael  mnd  exit,  elating  it 
after  him. 

Enter  GiBoi  mmdJo^fEniu, 

•AiOK, 

Where  is  your  husband? 

JOIIPaiKB. 

Afffv,  I tboogfat:  Ilclit him 
Mot  long  since  in  hit  chamber.    Bnt  theea  rooms 
Have  many  outlets,  and  he  may  be  gone 
To  accompany  the  intendant. 

•Aioa. 

Baron  Stralenlieim 
Put  many  questions  to  the  intendant  on 
The  subject  of  your  lord,  and,  to  be  plain, 
I  have  my  doubts  if  he  means  welL 

losiraiHi. 


What  can  there  be  in  common  with  the  proud 
And  wealthy  baron  and  the  unknown  Werner? 

oAaoa. 
That  you  know  best. 

JOfBPBIMB. 

Or,  if  it  were  so,  how 
Gome  you  to  stir  yoiuielf  in  his  behalfi 
Rather  than  that  of  him  whoae  life  yon  saved? 

aaaoa. 
1  help'd  to  save  him,  at  in  peril;  but 
I  did  not  pledge  mysdf  to  serve  Iub  in 
Oppression.     I  know  well  these  nobles,  and 
Their  thousand  modes  of  tmmpliaf  on  the  poor. 
I  have  proved  them  i  and  my  qwit  boils  np  when 
1  find  them  practising  against  tba  wtak :— 
This  is  my  only  motive. 

jotaraiiiB. 
ItwonUbe 
Not  easy  to  persuade  my  consort  of 
Your  good  intentions. 

aasoa. 
Is  he  so  fspicions? 

JOSBI!BUIB. 

He  nas  not  once ;  hot  time  and  tronbles  have 
Made  him  what  yon  behdd. 

OABoa. 

I  'm  sorry  for  it 
Suspicion  is  a  heavy 


Wltk  its  own  weight  iaspatoi 

Good  night    I  trust  to  mest  with  km  afihy  hwak 

[JUtGAMI. 

Ae^Nier  loaasTBia  mmd  soaM  |M>aaa wli.    Joufimi 
rstiiwsnplheffMI. 


Bnt  if  I'm  drowned? 

iBinnw. 

Why,  yo«  *■  ha  wdl  paid  for  1, 
And  have  risk'd  mon  than  droiwnii^  Cor  as  mneh, 
I  doubt  not 

SBOoaa  rBAtaar. 
Bvt  our  wives  and  femiliesl 
lOKMsraiir. 
Cannot  be  worse  off  than  they  ars,  and  may 
Be  better. 

TBiaa  riASAnr. 
I  have  neither,  and  will  veatnre. 


That's  right.    A  gaUant  carle,  and  fit  to  be 
A  soldier.    I  *11  promote  you  lo  tlie  ranks 
In  the  prince's  body-guard— if  yon  snccaed ; 
And  you  shall  have  besides  in  farhHng  coin 
Two  thalers. 

TRISD  rassABT. 
No  more? 

•  IDBBirilB. 

Ont  npon  yoor  avaries ! 
Can  that  low  vice  alloy  so  mnch  ambition  t 
I  tell  thee,  fellow,  that  two  thalsrs  in 
Small  change  will  subdivide  into  a  treasnre. 
Do  not  five  hundred  thousand  heroes  daily 
Risk  lives  and  souls  for  the  titl^Mf  one  thaler? 
When  had  yon  half  the  sum? 

TBiaO  rBASAMT. 

Never^bnt  ne'er 
The  less  I  must  have  three. 

IDBBSTBIR. 

Have  yon  fofgoc 
Whose  vassal  you  were  bom,  knave? 

TBiaa  rsASABT. 

No— the  prinetX 
And  not  the  stranger's. 

^  loanRahi. ' 

^  Simhlinthapifaea's 

Absence,  Tm  sovereign ;  and  the  baron  is 
My  intimate  coanesion;—*  Goaan  Idensiainl 
(Qnoth  he)  yon  II  order  ont  a  doosn  villains.* 
And  so,  you  villains!  troop    march— 'Bsarch,  1  say: 
And  if  a  single  do^s  ear  of  this  packet 
Be  sprinkled  by  the  Oder— look  to  it! 
For  every  page  of  pap«r,  shall  a  hide 
Of  yours  be  stretch'd  as  parclunant  on  a  dmm. 
Like  Ziska's  skin,  to  beat  alarm  to  all 
Refractory  vassals,  who  cannot  effect 
Impossibilities — Away,  ys  carth-wocins ! 

[Sxit,  dHvims  tUm  ont. 
JOsaPBiBi  (eomimg  Jormmri^ 
I  fsin  would  shut  these  scenes,  too  oft  repeated. 
Of  feudal  tyranny  o'er  petty  victims; 
I  cannot  aid,  and  will  not  witnoM  such. 
Even  here,  in  this  ranole,  unnamed,  dull  qnM, 
The  dimmest  in  the  district's  map,  aiist 
The  insolebce  of  weahh  in  pofvorty 
OTsr  something  poorer  still    ihapridaaf  innk 

'  So 
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In  MTvitude,  o'er  tometluDg  sdll  more  ternle; 

And  tice  in  misery  affecting  still 

A  taltef'd  splendour.    AVhit  a  state  of  being! 

In  Tuscany,  my  own  dear  sunny  land. 

Our  nobles  were  but  citizens  and  merchants 

Like  Cosmo.     We  had  evils,  but  not  such 

As  these;  and  our  all-npe  and  gushing  valleys 

Hade  poverty  more  cheerful,  where  each  herb 

Was  in  itself  a  meal,  and  every  vine 

Rain'd,  as  it  were,  the  beverage  which  makes  glad 

The  heart  of  man ;  and  thr  ne'er  unfelt  sun 

(But  rarely  clouded,  and  when  clouded,  leaving 

His  warmth  behind  in  memory  of  his  beams) 

Makes  the  worn  mantle,  and  the  tlim  robe,  Ickk 

Oppressive  than  an  emperor's  jcwell'd  purple. 

But,  here  !  the  despots  of  the  north  appear 

To  imitate  the  ice-wind  of  their  clime. 

Searching  the  shivering  vassal  through  his  rags, 

To  wring  his  soul — as  the  bleak  elements 

His  form.    And  't  is  to  be  amongst  these  sovereigns 

My  husband  pants !  and  such  his  pride  of  birth — 

That  twenty  years  of  usage,  such  as  no 

Father,  bom  in  a  bumble  state,  could  nerve 

His  soul  to  persecute  a  son  withal, 

Ilath  clianged  no  atom  of  his  early  nature; 

But  I,  born  nobly  also,  from  my  hither  s 

Kindness  was  taught  a  different  lesson.   'Father! 

May  thy  long-tried  and  now  rewarded  spirit  • 

liOok  down  on  ut  and  our  so  long  desired 

Ulric !  I  love  my  son,  as  thou  didst  me ! 

What's  that?    Thou,  Werner !  can  it  be:  and  thus. 

Enter  WEaif  ii  Aosti//,  wiA  the  knife  in  his  handy  by  ^te 
secret panmel,  which  he  closes  hurriedly  after  him. 

wiKMia  {not  at  first  recognising  her), 

Discover'd!  then  I'll  slab- {recognising  her.) 

Ah !  Josephine, 
Why  art  thou  not  at  rest 

josiraiNK. 

What  rest?     My  God! 
What  doth  this  mean  ? 

wiENca  {showing  a  rouleau). 

Here 's  gold — gold^  Josephine, 
Will  rescue  us  from  this  detested  dungeon. 

And  how  obfain'dT— that  knife! 

waaiiBB. 

T  is  bloodless— /ft 
Away—we  must  to  oar  chamber.. 

josipuini. 

But  whence  com'st  thou  7 

WBBNBa. 

Ask  not  I  but  let  us  thinly  where  we  shall  go— 
This— this  will  make  os  way  {showing  tJie  gold.)— 

I' 11  fit  them  now. 

lOSIPBIRB. 

I  dare  not  think  thee  guilty  of  dishoooar. 

WBSNKB. 

Dishonour! 

JOfllPHlIfB. 

I  have  said  it* 

WBBNBB. 

I^t  us  hence : 
T  is  the  last  night,  I  trust,  that  we  need  pas«  here. 

lOSBPBINB. 

And  not  the  worst,  I  hope. 


wniin. 

Hope!  I  make  mre. 
But  let  us  to  onr  chamber. 

lOttPHIIfK. 

Tec  one  qnestioo! 
What  hast  thou  done  t 

wiBRKB  {fiercely). 

Left  one  tliins  undone,  wfaicfa 
Had  made  all  well:  let  me  not  think  of  if. 
Away! 

lOSBPHlHB. 

Alas ,  that  I  should  doubt  of  thee ! 

[Exeunt 


ACT  II.         • 

>    SGE5E  I. 
A  Hall  in  the  scone  PaUtce. 
Enter  Idbnstkir  and  others. 

IDKRSrBIlf. 

Fine  doings !  goodly  doings!  honest  doings ! 

A  baron  pillaged  in  a  prince's  palace! 

Where,  till  this  hour,  such  a  sin  ne'inr  wa«  heard  af 

•    .raiTK. 
It  hnrdly  could,  unless  the  rats  dcApoil'd 
The  mice  of  a  few  shreds  of  tapestry. 

IDENSTBIR. 

Oh !  tliat  1  ere  should  live  to  see  this  day ! 
Tlie  honour  of  our  city  's  gone  for  ercr. 

PBITZ. 

Well,  but  now  to  discover  the  delinquent ; 
The  baron  is  determined  not  to  lose 
This  sum  without  a  search. 

IDBNSTBIir. 

And  so  am  I. 

FBITZ.- 

But  whom  do  you  suspect  ? 

IDBNSTBtlf. 

Suspect :  all  people 
Without — within — above — below — Ilcavcii  help  me' 

PBITZ. 

Is  there  no  other  entrance  to  tlie  charaiber? 

IDBNSTBIH. 

None  whatever. 

Fsrrz. 
Are  you  sure  of  that  ? 

IDBNSTBIIf. 

Certain.     I  have  lived  and  served  here  since  my  birth. 
And  if  there  were  such,  must  have  heard  of  such. 
Or  seen  it. 

PBrrz. 
Then  it  must  be  some  one  wrho 
Had  access  to  the  antechamber. 

IDB!VSTBIlf. 

I>oubtles!(. 

PBITZ. 

The  man  call'd  Wemer'%  poor  ! 

IDBNSTBIR. 

Poor  as  a  miser. 
But  lodged  so  far  off,  in  the  other  win^. 
By  which  there  's  no  communication  with 
The  baron's  chamber,  that  it  can't  be  lie  : 
Bcsi(lc.<i,  I  bade  him  «  good  niglit  f»  in  the  hall. 
Almost  a  mile  off,  and  which  only  leads 
To  his  own  apartment,  about  the  saino  timr 
When  iht<i  burglarious,  larcenous  felony 
Appears  to  have  been  committed. 


The  stran^er^ 


iMMtniii. 
ThtHuBfuiuiI 


Btwhohdp'd 
To  Sell  ifae  baron  from  tbe  Odtr. 


UnUkely.     Bat, 
One  of  Ike  sailer 


Hoi 


VUTI. 

HovT  ITt,  8ir! 
lomtvttii. 


Bk>— not  jroM, 
But  sbme  of  tbe  inferior  kaMw.    Yonwy 
The  baron  was  asleep  in  dM  fNat  dmir-* 
Tlie  velvet  ebair^in  hit  embraidBr'd  nif|hC-fo«n ; 
His  toilet  spread  before  him,  and  upon  it 
A  cabinet  with  letterii  I*9*nt  Mid 
Several  rouleaux  of  goU;  of  vfaichenennly 
lia^  disappeai^d :— the  door  nnhallad,  with 
No  difficult  aceess  to  any. 

riiTt. 
Goodw, 
^  not  so  quick:  the  honoar  of  the  coqpa, 
Which  forma  the  baron's  hontlhold,  *•  nnimpeach'd, 
From  steward  to  scullion,  save  in  dw  Mr  vay 
Of  peculation ;  sneh  ■■  la  niiliOMpU, 
Wdffaia,  moasam*  krder,  cafe,  bnttery, 
Where  all  men  take  their  prey ;  aaakn  in 
Postage  of  letters,  QaiheriBf  of  mta, 
Purveying  feasts,  and  ondMncudiaf  with 
The  honest  trades  who  tewili  noble  masien : 
Bat  for  yonr  petty,  picking,  dnwnright  thievery, 
W*e  scorn  it  as  we  do  board>wn9es:  then 
Had  one  of  our  folks  done  it,  he  would  not 
Have  been  so  poor  a  spirit  ns  to  haard 
His  neck  for  oiu  rouleau,  but  have  awoop'd  all ; 
Also  the  cabinet,  if  portable. 

iDintrnn. 
There  is  some  sense  in  that — — 

vfem. 

Roi,  «r;  be  sure 
T  was'nooe  of  onr  corpe;  bat  aone  patty, 
Picker  and  stealer,  without  art  or  ganins. 
The  only  question  ia— Who  alM  oeuld  haw 
Acoess,  save  the  HlnifviMi  mi  jmntifl 


You  don't  mean  me? 

VII  ri. 
Mo,  air;  I  honjut-  more 

Your  Lilrnts 

iDinmiR. 
And  my  priadplcs,  1  hope. 

Of  course.    But  lo  iha  point :  What  *s  to  be 


Nothing— but  there  s  a  good  daal  to  he  said. 
We  *11  offer  a  reward;  move  heaven  and  earth. 
And  the  poUce  (thoagh  there  'a  none  nearer  than 
Frankfort);  post  notices  in  mannscr^ 
(For  we  've  no  printer) ;  and  set  by  my  clerk 
To  read  them  (for  few  can,  lava  he  and  I). 
We  11  wnd  out  nHains  to  strip  haivars,  and 


AH  gipsiea,  and  iU-elotbed  lad 
Prisoners  we  11  have  at  leant,  if  not  tha 
And  for  tiM  barons  gohi— if  *t  knot  found. 
At  least  he  shall  hnvn  the  lull  Mriifcrtioa 
Of  melting  twiee  ita  uihaianea  « the  nMif 
Tbeghoatofthieroukan.    Haw 'a  ilahfuiy 
For  your  lonTa ' 


Where? 


In  a 

The  bie  Count  aiefnadarf,  hk  dteaat 
Is  dead  near  Prague,  in  hia  oaatla,  sad 
Is  on  his  way  to  take  pottaiMii. 

losnrsiii. 

Wna 
No  heir? 


ay  laid 


Oh,  yes;  hut  he  Jma  dimppeai'd 
Long  from  the  worhfs  eye,  and  partnipi  Iha  vorid. 
A  prodigal  son,  beneath  his  hfhar'i  ban 
For  the  last  twenty  years;  for  wboaa  hiaari 
Refused  to  kill  the  fetied  calf  { and,  therefore, 
IfUving,haauHtcfanrihalnekaetilL    But 
The  baron  would  find 
Were  he  to  reappear:  he  *a  poMtk, 
Aadhasmueh; 


He  *s  fortunate. 


Tielrea^ 

Whom  the  kle  count 

And  edncatid  aa  hia  hair ;  but  thn 

HU  birth  is  dMtfoL 


yaaanfi 


Hnwaol 


. 


A  left-hand,  love,  iflaprudaol  aort  of 

With  an  Italian  exile's  dark-eyad  dai^tar  T 

Noble,  they  say,  loo;  but  no  umteh  for  such 

A  bonee  as  Siegendorf '•.    The  ipandahn  II 

Conkl  brook  the  alKanrej  and  conhi  nalnr  he  hnnight 

To  see  the  paraoU,  though  ha  tank  theiw. 

jfhe'aaladof  Hmtla,hawyyi 
Kapute  your  daias  and  vaaaaa 
Pnnle  your  baron  in 


Wky, 
For  mettle,  he  has  quite  enough:  they  eay. 
He  forms  a  happy  mistan  of  hia  ana 
And  grandsire's  qualiiiaet  ■aaptaoas  as 
The  former,  and  deep  as  the  ktler{  bat 
The  strangeat  ia,  that  ha  too  diaap^av^d 


iBRRmia. 
Thtdarilha-did! 


It  must  have  been  at  hk 

An  hour  so  critical  as  was  the 

OftheoklaMm'a 


Why,yMi 
at 
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iDiRtmii. 
Was  tbere  no  cause  as«iga*d  7 

raiTz. 

Plenfy,  no  doubt, 
And  none  perhaps  die  tme  one.    Some  aTerr'd 
It  was  to  seek  his  parents ;  some,  because 
The  old  man  held  his  spirit  in  so  strictly 
(But  that  could  scarce  be,  for  he  doted  on  him) : 
A  third  believed  he  wish'd  to  senre  in  w^r, 
But  peace  being  made  soon  after  his  departure, 
lie  might  liate  since  rctum'd,  were  that  the  motive ; 
A  fourth  set  charitably  have  surmi&ed, 
As  there  was  something  strange  and  mystic  in  him, 
That  in  the  wild  exuberance  of  his  nature. 
He  had^oin'd  the  black  bands,  who  lay  waste  Lusatia, 
The  mountains  of  Bohemia  and  Silesia, 
Since  the  last  years  of  war  had  dwindled  into 
A  kind  of  general  condottiero  system 
Of  bandit  warfare;  each  troop  widi  its  chief, 
And  all  against  mankind. 

IDCNSTIIN. 

That  cannot  be. 
A  young  heir,  bred  to  wealth  and  luxury. 
To  risk  his  life  and  honours  with  disbandcti 
Soldiers  and  desperadoes ! 

raiTz. 

ITeaven  best  knows ! 
But  there  are  human  natures  so  allied 
Unto  the  savage  love  of  enterprise, 
Tliat  they  will  seek  for  peril  as  a  pleasure. 
I  've  heard  that  nothing  can  reclaim  your  Indian, 
Or  tame  the  tiger,  though  their  infoncy 
Were  fed  on  milk  and  honey.     After  all, 
Your  Wallenstein,  yogt  Tilly  and  Gustavus, 
Your  Bannier,  and  yoteTorstenson  and  Weinur, 
Were  but  the  same  thing  upon  a  grand  scale ; 
And  now  tliat  they  arc  gone,  and  peace  [ffoclaim'd, 
They  who  would  follow^lff  same  pastime  must 
Porsoe  iC  on  their  own  account.     Here  comes 
The  baron,  and  the  Saxon  stranger,  who 
Was  his  chief  aid  in  yesterday  s  escape, 
But  did  not  leave  the  cottage  by  the  Oder 
Until  this  morning. 

Enter  Stb4Lbnhiim  and  Uleic 

STRALENRBIM. 

Since  you  have  refused 
All  compensation,  gentle  stranger,  save 
Inadequate  thanks,  you  almost  check  even  them. 
Making  me  feel  the  worthlessness  of  words. 
And  blush  at  my  own  barren  gratitude. 
They  seem  so  niggardly,  compared  with  what 
Your  courteous  courage  did  in  my  behalf. 

ULEIG. 

I  pray  you  press  the  theme  no  further. 

STEALBTIBEIM. 

But 
Can  I  not  serve  you?    You  are  young,  and  of 
That  mould  which  throws  out  heroes ;  fair  in  ^vour ; 
Brave,  I  know,  by  my  living  now  to  say  so. 
And,  doubtlessly,  with  such  a  form  and  heart, 
Would  look  into  the  (icry  eyes  of  war, 
As  ardcntly^or  glory  as  you  dared 
An  obscure  death  to  save  an  unknov»n  stranger 
In  an  as  perilous  but  opposite  clement. 
You  are  made  for  the  service :  I  have  served; 


Have  rank  by  birth  and  soUierahip,  and  frioids  I. 

Who  shaH  he  yoars.    T  is  true,  this  pause  of  pelce      \ 

Favours  such  views  at  present  scantily ; 

But  *t  will  not  last,  men's  spirit*  are  too  stirring; 

And,  after  thirty  years  of  coallict,  pemc«  j 

Is  but  a  petty  war,  as  the  times  show  us 

In  every  forest,  or  a  mere  arnn'd  truce. 

War  will  reclaim  his  own ;  an«iy  in  the  mean  lune. 

You  might  obtain  a  post,  which  would  rnsore 

A  higher  soon,  and,  by  my  influence,  fiail  not 

To  rise.     I  speak  <^  Brandenburgh,  wherein 

I  stand  well  with  the  elector;  in  Boheoiia, 

Like  you,  I  am  a  stranger,  aud  we  are  now  I 

ITpon  its  frontier. 

DLBIC. 

You  perceive  my  ^rb 
Is  Saxon,  and  of  coarse  my  senrice  due 
To  my  own  sovereign.     If  I  must  decline  '• 

Your  offer,  't  is  with  the  same  fieeling  which 
Induced  it. 

ITBALBHHBIW. 

Why,  this  is  mere  usury ! 
I  owe  my  life  to  you,  and  you  refuse 
The  acquittance  of  the  interest  of  the  debt. 
To  heap  more  obligationf  on  me,  till 
1  bow  beneath  them. 

ITLBIC. 

You  shall  say  so  when 
1  claim  the  payment. 

STBALKKailll. 

Well,  ur,  wice  you  will  not — 
You  are  nobly  bom? 

ULBIC. 

I  've  heard  my  kinsmen  say  so. 

STBALBNBBIM. 

Your  actions  show  it.     Might  I  ask  your  name? 

IJI.B1C. 

Uiric. 

STBAi.BIfHKIM. 

Your  house's  ? 

ULBIC. 

when  I  m  worthy  of  it, 
I  '11  answer  you. 

STBALBNHBIM  {aside). 

Most  probably  au  Austrian, 
Whom  these  unsettled  times  forbid  to  boast 
His  lineage  on  tliese  wild  and  dangerous  frontiers. 
Where  the  name  of  his  country  is  abhorr'd. 

[dUmd  to  FaiTZ  4tmd  iDivsTitB 
So,  sirs!  how  have  ye  sped  in  your  researches? 

IDBNSTBirV. 

Indifferent  well,  your  excellency. 

STBALBMBBIM. 

Then 
I  am  to  deem  the  plunderer  is  caught  ? 

IDBNSTBIN. 

Humph ! — not  exactly. 

STBALBNBBIM. 

Or  at  least  suspected. 

IDENSTEIN. 

Oh !  for  that  matter,  very  much  suspected. 

STBALENBBIM. 

Who  may  he  bo  ? 

IDXBSTBIIf. 

Why,  don't  you  know,  my  lord » 


I 
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ATtALinBBIM. 

How  \liouJd  P  I  tvas  fasl  a^lcrp. 

10I?ISTKIN. 

Audio 
W.1S  I,  anil  flint  'k  the  raiisc  I  kuow  no  morr 
Than  tlocs  your  cxrellciicy. 

STaXLEMHEIM. 

I)olt! 

lUINSTIIif. 

Why,  if 
Your  hmlNhip,  being  robb'd,  don't  recognise 
Thi'  ro|;ii(' ;  how  should  I,  not  lieinf;  robb'd,  identify 
Tlic  ihirf  .iinoii(;  no  many  ?  In  tlir  crowd. 
May  it  please  your  rxcrllrnry,  your  thieflboks 
Kxaetly  like  the  rest,  or  nillier  bi'ttcr: 
T  is  only  M  the  bar  and  in  the  duufjeon 
Th.it  M^ine  men  know  your  fi'ion  by  his  features; 
Ihil  I  'II  er^;.i|;e,  that  if  Aevn  there  but  onci>, 
Wh<>lher  he  Im>  found  criminal  or  no, 
Ili^  f.iee  shall  bf  so. 

STRILRNRKIM  (fo  FBITZ). 

IVithce,  Fritx,  inform  nir 
What  hath  been  done  to  tmre  tlir  fellow  ? 

riiT/.  ^^ 

W'lilh 
3Jy  lord,  nut  much  as  yet,  except  conjcctorc. 

STRALR^IIIM. 

Ilesides  the  loss  (mhieh,  I  mwit  own,  affects  me 
Just  no«  materially),  I  neeiU  would  find 
The  vill.iin  out  of  public  motives  ;  fllMr 
80  flexteroiis  a  spoiler,  who  could  cn'ep 
Throiii;li  my  attendants,  and  «o  many  |>eopIc<l 
And  Ii(;hieti  cbamlters,  on  my  rcat,  and  kiiatch 
The  i;nlil  lN>fore  my  scarce-closed  eyes,  would  soon 
I<4-a\e  ban;  your  boruu(;li.  Sir  Inteudant ! 

IDERifTEIM. 

True  i 
If  there  were  aii|;ht  to  carry  off,  my  lord. 

ULRIC. 

What  is  all  this  ? 

STE4LE!fllBIM. 

You  join'd  lu*  but  this  morning. 
And  liavc  not  heard  that  I  was  robb'd  lant  night. 

ULEIC. 

Some  rtimnnr  of  it  reach'd  me  as  I  pass'd 
The  outer  chambers  of  ttie  palace,  but 
I  know  no  further. 

STIALKNIBIM. 

It  is  a  strange  business : 
The  intcndant  can  inform  you  of  the  facts. 

IDRNSTEI.H. 

Must  willingly.     You  see 

STRALBNBiiM  {twtpatitndy). 

Defer  your  tale, 
Till  «-ert.iiii  of  the  hearer's  patience. 

IDENSTIIN. 

Tluii 
Can  only  l>e  appnive<l  by  proofs.     You  see — — 
sTR  \i  y  xiiEiM  [atjnin  interrupting  him^  and  ad- 
dreuing  llric). 
In  sliorr,  !  was  asleep  upon  a  ehair, 
My  cabinet  la>fore  me,  with  some  gold 
rp<»n  it  (nion>  than  I  iiiurh  like  to  lo»e, 
Tliou(;li  in  p.irt  only) :  some  ingenious  person 
(^uiirited  to  glide  through  all  my  own  aileudauu 
Ite^itlcs  those  of  the  place,  and  bore  away 


An  hundred  golden  dueau,  which  to  find 
I  would  be  fain,  nnd  there  a  an  end ;  perhaps 
You  (us  I  still  am  ratlier  hint),  woald  aikl 
To  yi^terday'n  great  obligation,  tluR, 
Though  slighter,  yet  not  slight,  to  aid  iheae 
(Who  MH>m  but  lukewarm)  in  recovering  it  ? 

I'LtlC. 

Most  willingly,  and  without  loss  of  tii 
{To  luLN.siEi.'v).     G>me  hillicr,  llyulieer! 

IDEIfSTIin. 

But  so  much  haste  bodes 
night  little  speed,  and 

ULBIC. 

Standing  motionb^s. 
None :  .su  let 's  march,  we'll  talk  as  we  go  on. 

IDE^STEI.I. 

Hut 

L'LRIC. 

Show  the  spot,  and  then  I  '11  answer  you. 
raiTz. 
1  will,  sir,  with  his  excelk'mry^s  loa\e. 

STBALE.tUEIM. 

Do  so,  and  take  yon  old  avs  with  you. 

FBITZ. 

Hence ' 

Uf.RIC. 

(^»mc  on,  old  or.icle,  expoiuitl  thy  riddle  I 

[Exit  with  IiiKM.sTEin  and  Fbitz. 

STIALEMULIM  {SOlus). 

A  Stalwart,  active,  soldier-looking  stripling. 

Ilandjtonie  a.s  Hercules  ere.  his  first  labour. 

And  with  a  bntw  of  thought  beyond  IiIk  years 

When  in  reposo,  liH  his  eye  kindle  up 

In  answering  yours.     I  wish  I  conld  engage  him  ; 

I  ha\e  need  of  >oine  such  spints  War  me  now, 

Fi>r  this  inluTitance  is  worth  a  struggle. 

And  though  I  am  not  tlie  man  to  yield  without  one, 

Neither  are  tliey  who  now  rise  up  between  me 

And  my  desire.     The  boy,  they  say,  's  a  bold  one  : 

Rut  be  hath  play'd  the  truant  in  some  bqpir 

Of  freakish  folly,  l(ra\iug  fortune  to  . 

(^Iiampion  his  claims:  that's  well.    Tlie  father,  whom 

For  years  I'^e  tr.ickd,  as  does  the  blood-hound,  never 

In  sight,  but  constantly  in  scent,  liad  put  me 

To  fault,  but  here  I  have  him,  and  that 's  better. 

It  must  In'  he!  All  circumstance  proclaims  it ; 

And  careless  voices,  knowing  not  the  cause 

Of  my  inquiries,  still  confirm  it — Yes ! 

The  man,  his  bearing,  and  the  mystery 

Of  his  arrival  and  the  time ;  tlie  account,  loo, 

Tlic  intendant  gave  (for  I  have  not  licheld  her) 

Of  his  wife's  dignified  but  foreign  aspect : 

Itesidcs  the  anii|)athy  with  which  we  met, 

As  snakes  and  lions  shriidL  back  from  each  other 

By  secret  instinct  that  both  must  be  fo<>s 

Deadly,  without  being  natural  prey  to  eitb'.T; 

All — all — conlinu  it  to  my  mind:  however, 

We'll  grapple,  ne'ertheless.     In  a  few  hours 

The  order  comes  from  Frankfort,  if  these  waters 

RiM'  not  the  higher  (and  the  weatlicr  favours 

Their  tpiick  abiitement),  and  I  11  ha\e  him  safe 

Wiihin  a  dungeon,  where  he  may  avouch 

His  rual  estate  and  lutuie  ;  and  there  s  uo  lurm  douc, 

Should  he  |»nHe  other  than  I  deem.     This  rubbery 

^Su\e  for  the  actual  loss)  is  liu:ky  also : 

lie  h  poor,  and  that's  .suspioious — 1r>'s  unknown, 
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And  that's  defienceltts,— true,  we  bave  no  prools 
Of  guilt,  but  what  liath  he  of  innocence  ? 
Were  he  a  man  indifferent  to  my  prospects. 
In  other  bearings,  I  should  rather  lay 
The  inc^paiion  on  the  Oungarian,  who 
Hath  somethuig  which  I  like  not;  and  alone 
Of  all  around,  except  the  intendant,  and 
Tlie  prince's  household  and  my  own,  bad  ingress 
Familiar  to  the  chamber. 

Enter  Giaot. 

Friend,  how  fare  you? 

OABOB. 

Ak  those  who  fare  well  every^where,  when  tliey 
Have  supp'd  and  slumber'd,  no  great  matter  how — 
And  you,  my  lord  7 

STaALIMBEIM. 

Retter  in  rest  than  purse  : 
Mine  inn  is  like  to  cost  me  dear. 

OABOB. 

I  heard 
Of  your  late  loss :  but 't  is  a  trifle  to 
One  of  your  order. 

STBALKNBBIM. 

You  would  hardly  think  so 
Were  the  loss  yours. 

OABOB. 

I  never  had  so  much 
(At  once)  in  my  whole  life,  and  therefore  am-ilK 
Fit  to  decide.     Bat  I  came  here  to  seek  you. 
Your  couriers  are  turn  d  back — I  have  ontstript  them, 
In  my  return. 

STBALKRBBIM. 

Yon!— Why? 

OABOB. 

I  went  at  day-break, 
To  watch  for  the  abatement  of  the  river, 
As  being  anxious  to  resume  my  journey. 
Tour  messengers  were  all  check'd  like  myself ; 
And,  seeing  the  case  hopeless,  I  await 
The  current's  pleasure. 

STBALXRHBIM. 

Would  the  dog«;  were  in  il ! 
Why  did  they  not,  at  least,  attempt  tlie  passage  ? 
I  ordcr'd  this  at  all  risks. 

GABOB. 

Could  you  order 
The  Oder  to  divide,  as  Bfoses  did 
The  Red  Sea  (scarcely  redder  than  the  flood 
Of  the  swoln^stream),  and  be  obey'd,  perhaps 
They  might  have  ventured. 

STBlLBflHBIM. 

1  must  sec  to  it : 
Tlie  knaves  !  the  slaves*! — but  tlicy  shnll  smart  for  this. 

[£xif  Stbalenheim. 

GABOB  (solus). 

There  goes  my  noble,  feudal,  sclf-will'd  baron  ! 
Epitome  of  what  brave  chivalry 
The  preux  chevaliers  of  the  good  old  times 
Have  left  u.s.     Yesterday  he  would  have  given 
His  lands  (if  he  hath  nny)«  and,  still  dearer, 
i   Ilia  sixteen  quarterings  for  as  much  fresh  air 
As  would  have  filled  a  bladder,  while  he  lay        « 
GurgKug  und  foaming  half  way  through  the  wiudow 
Of  hU  o'ersct  and  water-loggld  conveyance; 
And  now  he  storms  at  half  a  doipn  wretche«< 

_  ^ 


Because  they  love  their  lives  too  !  Yet  be 's  righl 
T  is  strange  they  should,    when  such  as  he  1 

them 
To  haiard  at  his  pleasure.      Oli !  thou  wcmM! 
Thou  art  indted  a  melancholy  jest !  [£»i 


SCENE  II. 

The  ApartmuHt  o/yfmwLnMM,  in  tlie  Palm 

JFfiCer  JosBRBiNB  and  Ulbic. 

JOSBraiXB. 
Stand  back,  and  let  me  look  ou  thee  again  ! 
My  Ulric  ! — dl^  beloved ! — can  it  be — 
After  twelve  year&  ? 

UI.BIC. 
My  dearest  mother ! 

JOtBPHINX. 

Ye*! 

My  dream  is  realised — how  beautiful — 
How  more  than  all  1  sigh'd  for !  Ueaveu  receive 
A  motliers  tliankb ! — a  mother's  tears  of  joy ! 
This  is  indeed  thy  work  ! — At  such  an  hour  to( 
He  conies  not  only  as  a  son  hut  saviour. 

itV  ULBIC. 

If  such  joy  ^ait  me,  it  must  double 

Wliat !  now  feel,  and  hghten,  from  my  hearty 

A  part  of  the  long  debt  of  duty,  fiot 

Of  love  (for  tliat  was  ne'er  withheld) — foc^ive  1 

Tliis  long  delay  was  not  nay  fault. 

JOSBPHUIB. 

I  know  it. 
But  cannot  think  of  sorrow  now,  and  doubt 
If  1  e'er  felt  it,  't  is  so  daisied  from 
My  memory,  by  this  obUvious  transport ! — 
My  .son ! 

£neer  WxBNKB. 

WtBlfBB. 

What  have  we  liere,  more  strangers  .' 

JOSKPHINE. 

Look  upon  him  !  WMtat  do  you  see  ? 

WBBNBB. 

A  stripling; 

For  the  firsi  limo 

rLBic  {kneeliny). 

For  l\»el\e  loiq;  years  m 

WBBNBB. 

Oh,  (;od ! 

JOSBfUIHE. 

lie  faints  \ 

WERMEB. 

No — 1  am  better  noM  — 

lilric  :  {Embrtues  him.) 

ULBiC. 

My  falluT,  Sieyendorf ! 

WKUNEa  {startitiif). 

Hush  !  ho>- — 
The  viulLs  Diny  hear  tliat  name ! 

ULRIC. 

What  then  ) 

WEaNKB. 

Whi 

Itiil  v>i'.  \*\\\  lalk  ol  dial  anon.      heiueiiiber, 
I  iniisi  \w.  kiioMii  liiTc  but  us  Werner.      Come 
(iouiL-  lu  iny  arms  a{;aiu !  Why,  thou  look'st  al 
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d  liavr  hrriif  and  was  nnt.     Jotephine ! 
\%  nn  fatlirr'4  fnndorjts  ilniilrs  me; 
I  I  V4>4'ii  tliAt  form  amid  lirn  thousand 
of  ilir  chnir(*«t,  my  heart  would  liave  chosen 

r  my  "*"n : 

ULIIC. 

And  yet  you  knew  me  not! 

WF.l!fBR. 
have  had  that  upon  my  soul 
makes  me  look  on  all  men  with  an  eye 
ily  knoms  the  evil  at  first  glance. 

I'LKIC. 

mory  s^cd  me  far  more  fondly:  I 

oc  for|;oireii  auRht ;  and  oftrimo«  in 

i>iul  and  princely  halls  of— (I  'II  not  name  them, 

sav  that  'I  is  prrilou<('^,  hut  i'  the  |>omp 
r  «>in*'<i  feudal  mansion,  T  look'd  bark 

Bohemian  mountains  many  a  sunset, 

•pi  to  MT  another  day  go  down 

re  and  me,  with  those  huge  hills  between  as. 

lall  not  part  us  more. 

^KRNRR. 

I  know  not  tliat. 
u  aware  my  father  is  uo  mort;? 

I'LRrr.. 
vens!  I  left  him  in  a  i;reen  old  age, 
<tkiu|;  like  the  o;ik,  \korn,  lm\  still  steady 
1  the  elements,  whiUt  younger  trees 
<t  around  him.   T  was  scarce  three  months  since. 


.id  you  leave  him  ? 

iosRpniNs(eiN[>racifi9  ulric). 

dm  yon  ask  that  question? 
lot  here  ? 

wrrmrr. 
True;  he  hath  sought  his  panrnis, 
lund  them  ;  but,  oh !  how,  and  in  wliat  state  ! 

ULRIC. 

ill  l>e  lietter'd.     Wliat  we  have  to  do 

r(»oee(l,  and  to  assert  our  rights, 

tier  yours;  for  I  waive  all,  unless 

ather  has  disposed  in  such  a  sort 

hriKid  lands  as  to  make  mine  the  foremost, 

I  I  nmst  prefer  my  claim  for  form  • 

rust  better,  and  tluit  all  is  yours. 

■  VkER.MER. 

'ou  not  lieard  of  Slralunheim  ? 

ULttC. 

I  saved 

1'  hut  yesterday  ;  he's  here. 

WERTIIt. 

You  Ba%ed 
rpent  who  ^ill  sting  us  all'! 

L'LRIC. 

You  speak 

s:  what  is  this  Stmlenheim  to  us? 

WRRMKt. 

thing.     One  who  claims  our  fathers'  hmdt: 
istant  kinsman,  and  our  nearest  foe. 

TLRIC. 

r  hcbird  his  name  till  now.     The  count, 
I,  spoke  sometimes  of  a  kinsman,  who, 
owit  line  should  fail,  might  In*  remotely 
rd  in  ilic  succession:  but  his  titles 
iie>er  nametl  lK.-for<*  me — and  mhat  then? 
;ht  must  yield  to  ours. 


WfftNll. 

Ay,  if  at  Prague ; 
Rut  liere  he  is  all-powerful :  and  has  spread 
Sair(>!.  for  thy  fother,  which,  if  hitherto 
He  hath  escaped  them,  is  by  fortune,  not 
By  favour. 

ULtlC. 

Doth  he  personally  know  yoa? 

WRRMKt. 

No;  but  he  guesses  slirewdly  at  my  person. 
As  he  betray'd  last  night ;  and  I,  perhaps 
Hut  owe  my  temporary  liberty 
To  his  uncertainty. 

tTLRlC. 

I  think  you  wrong  him 
(Kxcuse  me  for  the  phnis«0  ;  hut  Stralenlieim 
Is  not  what  you  prejudge  him,  or,  if  so. 
He  otki"*  me  something  l>oth  for  past  and  present; 
I  sa\ed  his  life,  he  tluTcfon*  trusts  in  me; 
tie  hath  I>een  plunder'd  too,  since  lie  came  hither; 
Is  sick;  a  stranger;  and  ah  hueh  not  now 
Able  to  trace  the  villain  mho  liath  robb'd  him; 
1  ha\e  pledged  myself  to  do  so;  and  the  business 
Which  hrought  me  here  was  chieHy  that:  but  I 
lla^e  found,  in  searching  for  another's  dross. 
My  own  whole  treasure — you,  my  parents! 
wERNia  [aijitntedljr). 

Who 
Taught  you  to  mouth  tliat  name  of  «  villain ?• 

ULIIC. 

What 
More  noble  name  l>elongs  to  common  thieves? 

WER.MER. 

Who  taught  you  thus  to  brand  an  unknown  l>eing 
With  an  infernal  stigma? 

ULRIC. 

My  own  feelings 
Taught  mc  to  name  a  ruffian  from  bis  deeds. 

WRINRt. 

Who  taught  you,  long-songht,  ami  ill-found  boy!  that 
It  would  be  safe  for  my  own  son  to  insalt  me? 

L'LRIC 

I  named  a  villain.     Wliat  is  there  in  common 
With  such  a  being  and  my  father? 

WRRNKR. 

E\-ery  thing  I 
That  ruffian  is  thy  father! 

JOSBrilRI. 

*  Oh,  my  son ! 

Believe  him  not — and  yet ! {Her  voire  falters.) 

ULIIC  {timrU^  loekt  emmestiy  ft  wiania,  and  then 
says  slowly). 

And  you  avow  it  ? 

WIRNIR. 

I 'Iric !  before  yon  dare  dopise  your  father. 

Learn  to  divine  and  judge  his  action*.     ToNfi^, 

Rash,  new  to  life,  and  rear'd  in  luiury's  bp. 

Is  it  for  you  to  measure  paasion  s  force 

Or  misery's  temptation?     Wail — (not  long. 

It  coineth  like  the  night,  and  c|uiekly)— Wait!— 

Wait  till,  like  me,  your  hopes  are  blighted — till 

Som>w  and  shame  are  hamlmaids  of  your  cabin; 

Famine  and  poverty  your  guests  at  table; 

DesiKiir  vour  l>ed-fellow — then  rise,  hut  not 

From  slei>p,  and  Judge!     Shoukl  that  day  e'er  arrive — 

Should  you  see  then  the  s<<T|)ent,  who  hath  euil'd 
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Hiauelf  aroaod  an  that  it  d«r  and  noble 
Ofyouandyonn,  Be  •bunbering  in  yonr  paih. 
With  but  hit  folds  between  your  slepe  and  happineM, 
When  ktt  wlio  livei  bst  to  tear  from  yon  name, 
Lands,  life  itidlf,  lies  at  your  mercy,  with 
Chance  your  conductor;  mklni|^t  for  yonr  mantle; 
The  bare  knife  in  your  hand,  and  earth  asleep, 
Even  to  yonr  deadliest  foe;  and  he  as  *t  were 
Inviting  death,  by  looking  like  it,  while 
His  death  alone  can  save  you : — ^Thank  yonr  GodI 
If  then,  like  me,  content  with  petty  plunder. 
Ton  turn  aside 1  did  so. 

ULIIC 

Bat 

wiiMu  {abruptly). 

Hear  me ! 
I  will  not  brook  a  human  voice^ — scarce  dare 
Listen  to  my  own  (if  that  be  human  still) — 
Hear  me !  you  do  not  know  this  man — I  do. 
He  *s  mean,  deceitful,  a^nuricious.  -  Ton 
Deem  yourself  safe,  as  young  and  brave ;  but  learn 
None  are  secure  from  desperation,  few 
From  subtilty.    My  worst  foe,  Stndcnheim, 
Housed  in  a  prince's  palace^  couch'd  within 
A  prince's  chamber,  lay  below  my  knife ! 
An  instant — a  mere  motion — the  least  impulse — 
Had  swept  him  and  all  fears  of  mine  from  earth. 
He  was  within  my  power — my  knife  was  raised — 
Withdrawn— and  I  'm  in  his :  are  yon  not  so  ?^ 
Who  tells  you  that  he  Inows  you  not?   Who  says 
He  hath  not  lured  you  here  to  end  you,  or 
To  plunge  you,  with  your  parents,  in  a  dungeon  T 

[Be  pauuM, 

ULSIC. 

Proceed — proceed ! 

WBIKia. 

Me  he  hath  ever  known, 
And  hunted  through  each  change  of  time— name- 
fortune — 
And  why  not  you  T    Are  you  more  rersed  in  men? 
He  wound  snares  round  me;  flung  along  my  path 
Reptiles,  whom,  in  my  youth,  I  would  have  spum'd 
Even  from  my  presence;  but,  in  spuming  now,  . 
Fill  only  with  fresh  vmom.    Will  you  be  ' 

More  patient !     Ulric ! — Dlric ! — there  are  crimes 
Made  venial  by  the  occasion,  and  temptations 
Which  nature  cannot  master  or  forbear. 

ULaic  {looks  first  at  Ai'ai,  amd  then  aeiosiPiiKi)^^  , 
iMy  mother!  if 

wxama. 
Ay !  I  thought  so :  you  liave  now 
Only  one  parent.     I  have  lost  aUke 
Fatli«r  and  son,  and  stand  alone. 

ULaic. 

But  stay! 
[WiiKia  ruAes  out  of  ^  chamber. 
josBPami  (Co  uLtio). 
Follow  him  not,  until  this  storm  of  passion 
Abates.    Think'st  thou  that  were  it  weU  for  him 
I  had  not  foUow'd  ? 

ULaic. 
.  I  obey  you,  mother, 
Although  reluctantly.    My  first  act  shall  not 
Bie  one  of  disobedience. 

JOSiraiNi. 
Oh!  he  is  good! 


Gondeain  lum  not  from  Ilia  <nm  annad^  bmimti 
To  me  who  hate  borne  so  aaucfa  with  him,  and  ke\k 
That  this  is  bat  the  surface  <#lua  aoal. 
And  that  the  depth  is  rich  in  better  things. 

ULaic.  ^ 

These  then  are  but  my  fether'a  principles ! 
My  mother  thinks  not  with  him  ! 

Mor  doth  he 
Think  as  he  speaks.    Aina !  Um%  yanra  of  grief 
Have  made  him  sometimoa  thna. 

lJUllC. 

Explaia  to  me 
More  clearly,  then,  these  claims  of  Stralenheifla, 
That,  when  I  see  the  subject  in  its  bearings, 
I  may  prepare  to  feee  him,  or,  at  Icnat, 
To  extricate  you  from  your  present  perils. 
I  pledge  myself  to  accompliah  this — bat  would 
I  had  arrived  a  few  hours  sooner ! 


JOiKPniNS. 


Hadst  thou  but  done  so! 


Ay! 


£nler  Gabos  and  loa.f  stsxiv  with  Attendanh. 

OABOS  (fo  ULaic). 

I  have  sought  you,  coav 
So  this  is  my  reward ! 

ULaic. 
What  do  you  mean! 

•ABOB. 

"S  death !  have  I  lived  to  these  yenra,  nod  Tor  tkb! 
(7o  Iderstbin.)    But  for  your  age  and  frdly,  I  vea 

ipsntnin. 

'       .  B 

Hands  off!  touch  an  intendant! 

*  OABOA. 

Do  not  think 
I  '11  honour  you  so  much  aa  anve  your  throat 
From  the  Aavenslpne,  *■  by  choking  yon  myself. 

IDBRSTBIM. 

I  thank  you  for  liie  res])ite ;  hut  there  are 
Those  who  liavc  greater  need  of  it  than  me. 

ULaic 
Unriddle  this  vile  wrangling,  or  —  ■ 

GABoa. 

At  once,  thai. 
The  barou  has  been  robb'd,  and  upon  me 
This  worthy  personage  has  deigu'd  to  fix 
His  kind  suspicions — me !  whom  he  ne'er  mw 
Till  yestcr  evening. 

IDBNiTBllf. 

Wouldst  have  me  suspect 
My  own  acquaintances?-  You  have  to  learn 
That  I  keep  better  company. 

GABoa. 

You  shall 
Keep  the  best  shortly,  and  the  last  for  all  men— 
The  worms!  you  hound  of  malice! 

[Gasou  seizei  em 
ULHic  {interfering). 

Nay,  no  violeac 
He  's  old,  unarm'd — be  temprrate,  Gabor! 
OABOB  (latn'n^  go  inaiiSTsiN). 

True: 


I  Tbr  RaTeDklone,    ■  RaI>ro»tc<u,>  U  ih« 
aod  M  c«llwl  fruBi  iba  raTeat  pcrrhing  •«  it, 


fiUet  9t  Ccr 
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I  am  a  fool  to  lose  myself  because 

Fools  deem  me  knave :  ic  is  tbeir  homaj^e. 

ULMIC  (to  IDBMSnilf). 


IIoi 


Fare  youl 


iDiiftniif. 


nelp! 


DLIIC. 

I  have  belp'd  yoo. 
iDimrua. 

KiU  him !  then 
I  'y  say  so. 

GAIOI. 

I  am  calm — live  on! 

IDENSTEIN. 

That 's  more 
Tlian  you  sliall  do,  if  there  be  judge  or  judgment 
In  Germany.     The  baron  (AiaW  decide ! 

GABoa. 
Does  he  abet  you  in  your  accusation? 

IDINSTIIR. 

Docs  he  not  7 

GABoa. 
Tlien  next  time  let  him  50  sink, 
Ere  I  go  hang  for  snatching  him  from  drowning. 
But  here  he  comes ! 

fitter  Stbaunium. 

GABoa  {$oet  tip  to  him). 

My  noble  lord,  I  'm  here ! 

STaALKNIIIM. 

Well,  sir! 

GABOa. 

IlaTe  you  aught  with  me  7 

STBALENIUM. 

WUt  should  I 
Have  with  you  ? 

GABOB. 

^  You  know  best,  if  yesterday's 

Flood  has  not  wasth'd  away  your  memory ; 
But  thut  s  a  thtlc.     I  Htnnd  here  accused. 
In  ph^ns^^  not  cqiiivor.-^hy  yon 
Intriidiinr,  of  the  pillage  of  your  person. 
Or  chainhrr— is  the  charge  your  own,  or  his7 

sriALKNaKIM. 

I  accuM'  no  man. 

GABOB. 

Then  yon  acquit  me,  baron  7 

STBALKNIBIM. 

I  know  nut  whom  to  accuse  or  to  acquit, 
Or  srarcrly  to  &uopcct.  ^ 

GABOB. 

Itut  you  at  leut 
Sh<»ul(i  know  whom  not  lu  sa^poct.     I  am  imulted- 
Oppn-<>!«'(l  hiTc  by  ihr>c  mrnialb,  and  I  look 
To  ynii  for  rriiicdy — tcuch  thrni  their  duly  ! 
To  look  for  thir\fs  at  home  were  part  of  il, 
If  duly  taui^ht :  hut,  in  our  «ord,  if  I 
llaM*  an  tK-ruscr,  let  it  Ix'  a  man 
\N'oriliy  In  Im'  «n  of  a  man  like  me. 
I  am  your  equal. 

STaALB!<H£IM. 

You ! 

GABOB. 

Ay,  sir ;  and  for 
Aught  that  you  know,  superior;  but  proceed— > 


I  do  not  ask  for  hints,  and  surmiscB, 

And  circumstance,  and  proofs ;  I  know  enaugh 

Of  wliat  I  have  done  for  you,  and  what  you  owe  me. 

To  have  at  IraAt  waited  your  pajfment  rather 

Than  paid  myself,  had  I  been  eager  of 

Your  gold.     I  also  know  that  were  I  evm 

Tlic  villain  I  am  deem'd,  ih«  service  render'd 

So  recently  would  not  permit  yon  to 

Pursue  me  to  the  death,  except  through  shame. 

Such  as  would  leave  your  scutcheon  but  a  blank. 

But  this  is  nothing;  I  demand  of  you 

Justice  upon  your  unjust  liervaots,  and 

From  your  own  lips  a  (|isavowal  of 

All  sanction  of  their  inikilence :  thus  much 

You  owe  to  the  unknown,  who  asks  no  more, 

And  noer  thought  to  have  ask'd  so  much. 

STBALBnlEIM. 

Ihis  t<»e 
Slay  be  of  innocence. 

GABOB. 

*$  death:  who  dare  doubt  it. 
Except  such  villains  as  ne'er  had  it  7 

STBALB.^aEllf. 

Tou 

Are  hot,  sir. 

GABOB. 

Mast  I  turn  an  icicle 
Before  the  breath  of  menials,  and  their  master? 

STBALBNnEiar. 

Ulric !  you  know  thb  man ;  I  found  him  in 
your  company. 

GABOB. 

We  found  you  in  the  Oder : 
Would  we  had  left  you  there ! 

8TBALB.fHlJar. 

I  give  you  thanks,  sir. 

GABOB. 

I  *ve  eam'd  them;    but  might  have  earn'd  more  from 

others. 
Perchance,  if  I  liad  left  you  to  your  fate. 

STB\LE?iaKIM. 

Ulric  !  you  know  this  man? 

GABOB. 

No  more  thap  you  do. 
If  he  avouches  not  my  honour. 

ULBIC 

I 

^pn  vouch  your  courage,  and,  as  far  as  my 
Own  brief  connexion  led  me,  honour. 

STBALBIfHIlM. 

Then 
I  'm  satisfied. 

gaBob  {ironically). 

Right  rasily.  mrlhinkH. 

What  is  the  spell  in  his  asseveration 

More  than  in  mine? 

STBALB?inBIM. 

I  merely  uid  that  / 
Was  satisfied — not  that  you  «ltc  absolved. 

OADOB. 

Again  !     Am  I  accused  or  nu? 

STBALR^BRIM. 

(;o  to ! 

You  wax  too  iuMilent :  if  circumiitance 
And  grnrral  suspicion  be  against  you, 
Is  the  fault  mine  7    Is 't  not  enough  tliat  I 

Si 
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D^dine  all  question  of  your  guilt  orinMMMMl 

•ABOB. 

My.locdy  my  lord,  this  is  mare  eoieiiafe; 
A  Tile  aquivpeation :  you  well  know  ^ 

Tour  doubts  are  certaintias  to  all  around  you— • 
Tour  looks,  a  i6ica — ^osr  frowns,  a  santenoe ,  you 
An  practising,  yov  poMr  on  me— *beeausa 
You  hare  it ;  but  beware,  you  know  noc  whom 
Tou  strive  to  tread  on.  ^ 

araALBSHiiM. 
Thieat'sc  thotti 
•▲■oa. 

«iiot  so  much 
^ leSt  iilinry. 

And  I  retort  it  with  an  open  warning. 

STRALBHBBIM. 

As  you  hare  said,  't  is  true  1  owe  you  something, 
Fm*  which  you  seem  disposed  to  pay  yourself. 

GABOB. 

Not  with  your  gold. 

STBALBKIBIir. 

With  bootless  insolence. 
[TohisAUndants  and  loBifSTBiif. 
Ton  need  not  further  to  molest  this  man, 
But  let  him  go  his  way.     Ulric,  good  morrow! 

[fxttSTBALBRHBiM,  loBifSTBiN,  and  Attendants. 

OABOB  (foUowing). 

I  '11  after  him,  and 

vijLiQ  {Mtoppit^g  him). 
Not  a  Step. 

OlBOB. 

Who  shall 
Oppose  me  ? 

•  VLtHC. 

Your  own  reason,  with  a  moment's 
Thou^t. 

^  OABOB. 

Must  I  bear  this  T 

umic. 
Pshaw !  we  all  must  bear 
The  arrogance  of  something  higher  than 
Ourselves — the  highest  cannot  temper  Satan, 
Nor  the  lowest  his  vicegerents  upon  earth. 
I  've  seen  you  brave  the  elements,  and  bear 
Things  which  had  made  th^  si|k-worm  cast  his  skin — 
And  shrink  you  from  a  few  sharp  sneers  and  w(utls7 

OABoa. 
Most  I  bear  to  be  deem'd  a  thief  1    If 't  were 
A  bandit  of  the  woods,,  I  could  have  borne  it — 
There's  something  daring  in  it^but  to  steal 
The  monies  of  a  slumbering  mJLn ! — 

ULBIC 

It  seems,  then, 
You  are  not  guilty. 

GABOB. 

Do  I  hear  aright? 
FoUf  too!  • 

ULBIC. 

I  merely  ask'd  a  simple  question. 

GABOB. 

If  the  judge  ask'd  me,  I  would  answer  «  Now — 
To  you  1  answer  Aus.  [He  draws. 

ULBIC  (drawing). 
With  all  my  heart! 


i 


VOiBPsins, 
WttlMMK  there!  Ho!  help!  hel)p!~Oh,  God! 
rnuider !  [SsOt  Josbpuuib,  sk 

Gabob  and  Ulbic  Jight,     Gabou  is  disarmttd 
SrBALBiinBiM,  JosBPSiirs,  loBifSTKiM,  etc.  r«s 

josspniim^ 
Ch. !  glorious  Heavea !  he  *a  aafe  ! 

STBALBRBBIK  (to  JOaSFUHB). 

ITAo'asafe? 
JOUPaufK. 

ULBIC  (interrupting  her  with  a  stem  look,  and 
afterwards  to  aTmjLi.KHaBiM). 

Here 's  no  great  barm  done. 

iTBALEIIBSUt. 

Whnthnih  caused  j 

ULBIC 

rou,  baron,  I  believe;  but  as  the  effect 
Is  harmless,  let  it  not  disturb  ^oa. — Gabor ! 
There  is  your  sword ;  and  when  you  bare  it  nexi 
Let  it  not  be  against  ^oux  friends, 

[Ulbic  profipunces  %^  last  words  shu 
empkaticaUj  in  a  iow  voice  to  Gabo 

OA.iOB. 

I  thank  you 
Less  for  my  life  than  for  yonr  eouneak 

tTBAVVVaflM. 

These 
Brawls  must  end  here. 

GABOB  {taking  his  sword^. 
They  shalL    You  have  wrong'd  me, 
More  with  your  unkind  thoughta  than  swoid ;  I 
The  last  were  in  my  bosom  rather  than 
The  first  in  yours.     I  could  have  borne  yon  nobk 
Absurd  insinuations — Ignorance 
And  dull  suspicion  are  a  part  of  his 

Entail  will  last'him  longer  than  hts>  lands. 

But  I  may  fii  him  yci  i — you' have  vanquishd  me. 

I  was  the  fool  of  passion  to  conceive 

That  I  could  cope  with  you,  e^m  I  had  ffVi 

Already  proved  by  greater  perm  than 

Kest  in  Uii$  arm.     We  may  meet  hy  and  by. 

However— but  in  friendship.  [  £xit  C 

STBALBIfBEIir. 

I  will  brook 
No  more !    This  outrage  fbllowioe  np  his  insuhs 
Terhaps  his  guilt,  has  canceli'd  all  the  little 
I  owed  him  heretofore  for  the  so  vaunted 
Aid  which  he  added  to  your  abler  succour. 
Ulric,  yoa*4re  noChnrt? 

*  ULBIC. 

Not  even  by  a  scratch. 

STBALBNBKiar  (to  lDBi«STatI«). 

Intendant !  take  your  measures  to  secure 
Yon  fellow:  I  revoke  my  former  lenity. 
He  shall  be  sent  to  Frankfort  with  an  escort 
The  instant  that  the  wgters  luive  abated. 

IDKNSTBIN. 

Secure  him !  he  haih  got  his  sword  again— 
And  seems  to  know  the  use  on  *t ;  't  is  his  trade 
Belike : — I  'm  a  civilian. 

STBALBlfBKIir. 

Fool !  are  not 
Yon  score  of  vassals  dogging  at  your  hccli 
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Enough  to  seixe  a  doxcn  suck  T     lleuce !  after  kirn ! 

or.iiG.  • 

Buroii,  I  do  WsMcli  you! 

»TBALI!flBIM. 

I  mutt  be 

Obry'd.     No  words! 

IDINSTEIN. 

Well,  if  it  must  be  so— 
Marrli,  vussaU !     I  'm  your  leader — and  will  bring 
Tl»e  n-ar  up :  ;i  i»  isc  general  never  Uiould 
£x|K>sc  his  prrriouK  life— on  which  all  rests. 
I  like  that  urtirlc  uf  war. 

[Exit  Idenstei.^  and  JUetulants, 

STRALENIEIM. 

Comr  hither, 
riric  :->what  dors  that  woman  here?  OhI  now 
I  n'rogniio  hrr,  \  is  the  !itrau(;er't  wife 
AVhoni  ihcy  name  «  Werner. » 

LLRIC. 

T  is  his  name. 

ITRALINISIM. 

Indeed ! 
U  not  your  hus}>and  visible,  fair  dameF 

JOSEPSIIfB. 

Who  seckft  him  ? 

ITlALEiflSlM. 

No  oue — for  the  present :  but 
I  f.iin  would  parley,  Ulric,  with  yourself 
Alone. 

ULMIC. 

I  will  retire  with  you. 

JOSEPH  NB. 

Not  SO. 
Y<»u  are  the  latest  stranger,  and  command 
.\11  |)!jc«'»  lu-n*. 

{Aiidc  to  L'lrk:  a\  ihe  goes  ottf.)Oh !  I'lric,  liavc  a  care— 
UeniiMulHT  «liat  de|M*nd!t  on  a  ra^li  word! 

L'LBIC  (to  JOSEPIIAB). 

Fear  not  I — 

[£xi<j0SIFIlNB. 
STRILEXIEIM. 

ririr,  I  think  that  I  may  trust  you? 

Yiiii  s;i\cil  my  life — and  act*  like  these  beget 

rnlmunilcd  cunlidtuce. 

L'LBIC 

Say  on. 

STBALE-IIBIM. 

JfyOerioos 

Ami  liing-mgender'd  circumstance*  (not  . 
To  Ik*  mow  fully  enter'd  on)  have  made 
Tliis  ni.iu  obnoxiuus— piThap%  fatal  to  me. 

L'LBIC. 

Who?     (lahor,  the  Hungarian?      * 

5TBALBNIEIM. 

No— tliU «« Wemeri* — 

With  the  false  name  and  liabit. 

CLBIC. 

How  can  tliisbe? 
Hr  is  the  poorest  of  the  poor — and  yellow 
Sit-knt'ss  siis  cavern'd  in  his  hollow  eye : 
The  man  is  helpless. 

STBALE.'VlEiar. 

lie  i« — 't  is  uo  matter — 
But  if  he  be  tlie  man  I  deem  (and  that 
Hi:  is  so,  all  around  us  here— aud  muck 
That  is  nut  here — couKrm  my  apprekeoMon), 


He  must  be  made  secure,  ere  twelve  hours  further. 

OLBIC. 

.\nd  wliat  have  I  to  do  with  tkis? 

STBALBNIBIM. 

I  have  sent 
To  Frankfort,  to  the  governor,  my  friend — 
{\  have  the  authority  to  do  Mhj 
An  onler  of  the  house  of  Braoaenbun^) 
For  a  fit  escort— but  this  cursed  Hood 
bars  all  access  ^oA.  may  do  foi'  Bome  houn. 

uuic. 
It  is  abating. 

•TBALBIIIBIM. 

That  is  ircU. 

I'LBIC. 

But  bow 

Am  I  concern'd? 

fTBALENaBIM. 

As  one  who  did  tx>  much 
For  me,  you  cannot  be  indifferrat  to 
That  which  is  of  more  import  to  me  tlian 
The  life  you  rescued. — Keep  your  eye  on  him ! 
The  man  nvoidii  me,  knows  that  I  now  know  him. — 
Watch  him!— as  you  would  watch  the  wiM  boar  when 
He  make&  against  you  in  the  hunter'^  (PP*"* 
Like  him  he  mu>t  be  spoar'd. 

ULBIC. 

Why  so? 

STBALBRIBIM. 

H«  stands 

Rt'twof-n  me  and  a  brave  inheritance. 
Oh  !  euuld  you  sec  it !     Out  you  shall. 

nuiic. 

I  hope  so. 

STB4UlfMIM. 

It  i>  tlie  richest  of  the  rich  Bohemia, 
rnsciiihed  by  scorching  war.     It  lies  so  near 
The  sinmgest  city,  Prague,  tliat  fire  and  sword 
Have  skinim'd  it  liglilly :  so  tliat  now,  besides 
Its  own  exub(>ranee,  it  bears  double  value 
(Confronted  with  whole  realms  afar  and  near 
Made  dcM;rts. 

DLBIC. 

Tou  describe  it  faithfully. 

m 

STBALBNaBIM. 

.\y — could  you  kcc  it,  you  would  »ay  so— but 
.is  1  lia\e  said,  you  shall. 

ULBIC. 

I  accept  the  omen. 

STBALBHIEIM. 

Tlien  claim  a  recompcube  from  it  and  me, 
Such  as  both  may  make  worthy  your  acceptance 
^Vnd  services  to  me  and  mine  for  ever. 

LLBIC. 

And  this  sole,  sick,  and  mihcrable  wretch — 
This  way-worn  btrauger— stands  between  you  and 
This  paradise?- (As  Adam  did  between 
The  devil  aud  his.) — [Aside.] 

STBALENIEIM. 

He  doth. 

ULBIC. 

Hath  he  no  right? 

STBALEKMEIM. 

Right !  none.     A  disinherited  prodigal, 

Who  for  tliese  twenty  years  dis(jraced  his  Uoea|{e 

In  all  his  acts — but  chiefly  by  his  marriage, 
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And  Kving  smidat 

And  diihMii^  merchants,  in  a  nuurt  of  Jews. 

ULU& 

Be  has  a  wife,  then? 

tTiALinaiiM. 

Ton  *d  he  sorry  to 
Gall  soch  yonr  mother.  jTon  have  seen  the  woman 
He  coils  his  wife. 

ULIIC. 

Is  she  not  so? 
sraALSxaiiM. 

No  more 
Than  he  *s  your  father :— an  Italian  girl^. 
The  daughter  of  a  banish'd  man,  who  li«as 
On  loTe  and  poverty  with  the  same  Werner. 

OLaic. 
They  are  childless,  then? 

STaALINHIIM. 

There  is  or  was  a  bastard, 
Whom  the  old  man — the  grandsire  {as  old  a^ 
Is  etw  doting)  took  to  warm  his  bosom, 
As  it  went  chilly  downward  to  the  grave : 
But  the  imp  stands  not  in  my  path — he  has  fled. 
No  one  knows  whither^  and  if  he  had  not. 
His  claims  alone  were  too  contemptible 
To  stand. Why  do  you  smile? 

ULaic. 

At  your  vain  fears : 
A  poor  man  almost  in  his  grasp — a  child 
Of  doubtful  birth— can  startle  a  grandee ! 

SraALBNBllM. 

All  *s  to  be  fear'd,  where  all  is  to  be  gainU 

ULlIC. 

True;  and  aught  done  to  save  or  to  obtain  it. 

STaALlMVEIM. 

Ton  have  harp'd  the  very  string  next  to  my  heart. 
I  may  depend  upon  3fou? 

OLBIC. 

T  were  too  late 
To  doubt  it. 

sraALBiimiir. 
Let  no  foolish  pity  shake 
Tour  boscMn  (for  the  appearance  of  the  man 
Is  pitiful)— he  is  a  wretch,  as  Kkely 
To  have  robb'd  me  as  the  fellow  more  suspected. 
Except  that  circumstance  is  leu  against  him; 
He  being  lodged  far  off,  and  in  a  chamber 
Without  approach  to  mine;  and,  to  say  truth, 
I  think  too  well  of  blood  allied  to  mine. 
To  deem  he  would  descend  to  such  an  act ; 
Besides,  he  was  a  soldier,  and  a  brave  one 
Once— though  too  rash. 

ULSIC. 

And  they,  my  lord,  we  know 
By  yonr  experience,  never  plunder  till 
They  knock  the  brains  out  first — which  makes  them 

heirs. 
Not  thieves.    The  dead,  who  feel  nought,  can  Iosr 

nothing, 
Nor  e'er  be  robb'd :  their  spoils  are  a  bequest — 
No  more. 

STIULBIfailM. 

Go  to !  you  are  a  wag.    But  say 
I  may  be  sure  you  'U  keep  an  eye  on  this  man, 
And  let  me  know  his  slightest  movement  towards 
Concealment  or  escape? 


ITLllC. 

^  Yott  ntay  be 

Ton  yowtdf  could  not  watch  bim  tnope  than  1 

WiU  be  his  sentinel. 

triALsimTM. 

By  this  yon  make -me 
Tours,  and  for  ever. 

OLEIC. 

Sodi  is  my  mtentuMi 


[ 


ACT  III. 

SCENE    I. 

A  Hatl  in  the  same  Palace,  from  whence  Ae 
Passage  leads. 

Enter  Wiaima  and  Gaboe. 

•ABOl. 

Sir,  I  have  told  my  tale;  if  it  so  frieuse  yoa 
To  give  me  refuge  for  a  few  hours,  well — 
if  not — I  'U  try  my  fortune  elsevhere. 

wnNxa. 

How 
Can  I,  so  wretched,  give  to  misery 
A  slielter? — wanting  such  myself  as  much 
As  e'er  the  hunted  deer  a  covert 

•ABoa. 

Or 
The  wounded  lion  his  cool  ea've.    Ifethinks 
Ton  rather  look  like  one  would  turn  at  bay. 
And  rip  the  hunters  entrails. 

wxains. 
Ah  I 

GABOa. 

I  eareoot 
If  it  be  so,  being  much  disposed  to  do 
The  same  myself;  but  will  you  shelter  me? 
1  am  oppress'd  like  you — and  poor  like  you — 
Disgraced — 

wxaNia  {ahrupUy). 
Who  told  you  fliat  I  was  di^race 

GABOa. 

No  one ;  nor  did  I  say  yoa  were  so :  with 
Your  poverty  my  likeness  ended;  but 
[  said  /  was  so— and  would  add,  with  truth. 
As  undeservedly  as  yorn, 

WXBlfBB. 

Again! 
As/? 

GABOB. 

Or  any  other  honest  man. 
What  the  devil  would  you  have  ?     Tou  don't  be 
Guilty  of  this  base  theft? 

WXRNBB. 

No,  no — I  cannot. 

OABOB. 

Why,  that 's  my  heart  of  honour !  yon  young  g 
Your  miserly  intcodant,  and  dense  noble — 
All — all  saspected  me;  and  why?  because 
I  am  the  worst-clothed  and  least-named  among 
Although,  were  Momus*  lattice  in  our  breasts. 
My  soul  might  brook  to  open  it  more  widely 
Than  theirs ;  but  thus  it  is— you  poor  and  help 
Both  still  more  than  myself. — 
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wiiiriM. 

How  know  yoa  thatf 

OABOI.  * 

*e  right ;  I  ask  for  shelter  tt  the  hand 
h  I  call  helpless;  if  you  now  deny  it, 
e  well  paid.    Bnt  yoM,  who  seem  to  hafe  prared 
rholesome  bittrmess  of  life,  know  weU, 
tnpathy,  that  all  the  outspread  gold 
c  New  World,  the  Spaniard  boasts  about, 
I  never  tempt  the  man  who  knows  its  worth, 
li'd  at  its  proper  value  in  the  balance, 
in  such  ^ise  (and  there  I  grant  its  power, 
ISC  I  fed  it)  as  may  leave  no  night-mare 
his  heart  o'  nights. 

WKRNKR. 

What  do  you  mean  T 

GABOI.         • 

vhat  I  say ;  I  thought  my  speech  was  plain: 
ire  no  thief — nor  I — and,  as  true  men, 
d  aid  each  other. 

WKB!(Ea. 

It  is  a  damn'd  world,  ur. 

GABOR. 

the  nearest  of  the  two  next,  as 

ricsts  say  (and  no  doubt  they  should  know  best), 

fore  I  'II  stick  by  this — as  being  loth 

ffrr  martyrdom,  at  least  with  such 

titapli  as  larcrny  upon  my  tomb. 

tut  a  night's  lodging  which  I  crave ; 

orrow  I  will  try  the  waters,  as 

ovc  did,  trusting  that  they  have  abated. 

WERlfKa. 

d  7  Is  there  hope  of  that  ? 

GABOB. 

There  was 

ontide. 

WlBNBa. 

Then  we  may  be  safe. 

GABOa. 

Are  josi 

ril? 

WBINIB. 

Poverty  is  ever  so. 

GABOB. 

[  know  by  long  practice.     Will  yoa  not 
isc  to  make  mine  less? 

WBaRBB. 

Tow  poverty? 

GABOB. 

fou  don't  look  a  leech  for  tliat  disorder;    ■ 
ut  my  peril  only :  you  've  a  roof, 
have  none ;  I  merely  seek  a  covert. 

WBRNEB. 

y ;  for  how  should  such  a  wretch  as  I 
[jold? 

GABOB. 

Scarce  honestly,  to  say  the  truth  on't, 
agh  I  almost  wish  you  had  the  baron's. 

WEBNBB. 

pn  insinuate ! 

GABOB. 

What? 

WIBNSB. 

Are  you  aware 
lom  you  speak? 


OABoa. 
If  o ;  and  I  am  not  used 
Greatly  to  care.     {A  node  heard  wiAoict)     But  hark ! 
they  come  I 

WBBNBa. 

Who  come? 

OABOa. 

The  intendant  and  his  man-hounds  after  me : 
I  'd  face  them—but  it  were  in  vain  to  expect 
Justice  at  hands  like  theirs.    Where  ahall  I  go! 
But  show  me  any  place.     I  do  assure  you. 
If  there  be  faith  in  man,  I  am  most  guiltless : 
Think  if  it  were  your  own  case ! 

wiaKEB  {aside). 

Oh, just  God! 
Thy  hell  is  not  hereafter !  Am  I  dust  still? 

^ABoa. 
I  see  you  *re  moved  ;  and  it  shows  well  in  yon : 
I  may  live  to  requite  it. 

Are  you  not 
A  spy  of  Stralenheim's  ? 

•4BOB. 

Not  II  and  if 
I  were,  what  is  there  to  espy  in  you : 
Although  I  recollect  his  frequent  question 
About  you  and  your  spouse,  might  lead  to  some 
Suspicion ;  but  you  best  know — what — and  why: 
I  am  his  deadliest  foe. 

WBBJfXa. 

roM? 

GABOB. 

After  such 
A  treatment  for  the  service  which  in  part 
I  render'd  him— I  am  his  enemy; 
If  you  are  not  his  friend,  you  will  aisist  me. 

WIBHSB. 

IwiU. 

OABOa. 

But  how? 

WEBNBB  (showing  the  pannef). 
There  is  a  secret  spring; 
Remember,  I  discovcr'd  it  by  chance, 
And  used  it  but  for  safety. 

GABOB. 

Openity 
And  I  will  use  it  for  the  same. 

WUUIBB. 

I  found  it. 
As  I  have  said:  it  leads  through  winding  walk, 
(So  thick  as  to  bear  paths  within  their  ribs. 
Yet  lose  no  jot  of  strength  or  stateliness) 
And  hollow  cells,  and  obscure  niches,  to 
I  know  not  whitlier;  you  must  not  advance: 
Give  me  your  word. 

OABOB. 

It  is  unnecessary: 
How  should  I  make  my  way  in  darkness,  through 
A  Gothic  labyr'mth  of  unknown  windings  ? 

WEBNBR. 

Tes,  but  who  knows  to  wliat  place  it  may  lead? 

/  know  not — (mark  you !) — but  who  knows  it  mi^t  not 

Lrad  even  into  the  chambers  of  your  foe  ? 

So  strangely  were  contrived  these  galleries 

By  our  Teutonic  fathers  in  old  days, 

Yfhen  mln  built  less  against  the  elementa 
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Than  his  not  nei^ibour.    Ton  most  not  aikuice 
Beyond  dtf  nro  fint  ^rindingi;  if  yoa  do 
{khmt  I  ne?er  pnw*d  them),  1*11  not  answier 
For  what  yon  may  be  led  to. 

•ABoa. 

BntlwilL 
A  thousand  thanks !     ^ 


You'll  find  the  spring  bmmv  obfiom 
On  the «ilier  side;  Mid,  when  yoa  wooUL mam. 
It  yields  to  the  least  touch. 

•AIO^ 

[GABoa  §ots  inbyAe  seeret  pannel. 

VBRNKR  (solus). 

What  have  I  done?  Alas !  what  had  I  done 
hefme  to  make  this  fearful  T  Let  it  be 
Still  some  atonement  that  I  save  the  man, 
Whose  sacrifice  had  saved  perhaps  my  own — 
They  come !  to  seek  elsewhere  what  is  before  them ! 

Enter  Ioskstbiii,  and  oAers. 

iDBnsflfltar. 
Is  he  not  here?  He  must  have  vanished  then 
Through  the  dim  Gothic  glass  by  pious  aid 
Of  pictured  saints,  upon  tl»  red  and  yellow 
Casements,  through  which  the  sunset  streams  like  sunrise 
On  long  pearl-colott^d  beards  and  crimson  croswe, 
And  gilded  crosiers,  and  cross*d  arms,  and  cowls, 
And  helms,  and  twisted  armour,  and  long  swords,  ' 

All  the  fentastic  furniture  of  windows. 
Dim  with  brave  knights  and  holy  hermits,  whose 
Likeness  and  fiime  alike  rest  on  some  panes 
Of  crystal,  which  each  rattling  wind  proclaims 
As  frail  as  aoy  other  life  or  glory. 
He's  gone,  howeverT 

wtMn. 
Whom  do  you  seek? 

IDtRSTim. 

A  villain ! 
wBtnii. 
Why  need  you  come  so  fsr,  then? 

IDBMtrBIH. 

In  the  search 
Of  him  who  robb'd  the  baron. 

WBaNEB. 

Are  you  sure 
You  have  divined  the  man  ? 

I 

iDBifsram. 

As  snreasyon  * 

Stand  there;  but  where  *8  he  gone? 

wnirBa. 

Who? 

IDB^rSTBIH. 

He  we  sought. 

.  WBtRBB. 

"iron  see  he  is  not  here. 

tOBlCSTtI1l.i 

And  yet  we  traced  him 
Up  to  this  hall:  are  yon  accomplices, 
Or  deal  yon  in  the  black  art? 

WBBKBa. 

I  deal  phunly. 
To  many  men  the  bkckeH. 

IDBlfSTBIN. 

It  may  be 


I  have  a  qoeetion  or  two  for  yovraelf 
HereAer  £  ibitf  we  mast  contimae  nerw 
Our  seardVlor  tT^iher. 


You  lind  best  begin 
Your  iaquisicion  now;  I  inay  otft  be 
So  patient  always. 


I  should  like  to  know. 

In  good  aooth,  if  yau  really  are  the 
That  Stralenheim's  in  fneet  oft 

waaasa. 


Said  you  not  that  he  was  not  here  7 

inmaaraiH. 

Yes,  OHC; 
But  theiA*s  anothJMrhom  he  tracks  more  keenly, 
And  soon,  it  may  be,  with  authority 
Both  paramount  to.  his  and  mine.     But,  eoeae! 
Bustle,  my  boys !  we  are  at  fault. 

[BxU  loaasTBiK  and  Attem 

WBaJTBB. 

In  what 
A  mase  badi  my  dim  destiny  involved  me ! 
And  one  base  sin  hath  done  me  less  iU  dian 
The  leaving  undone  one  far  greater.     Down, 
Thou  busy  devil!  risi^i  in  my  heart! 
Thou  art  too  late !  I  'U  nought  to  do  with  blood. 

EnUr  Ubaic 
OLaic. 
I  80U|^t  you,  fether. 

waaaaa. 
Is  *t  not  dangerous? 

ULUG. 

No;  Stralenheim  is  ignorant  of  all 
Or  any  of  the  ties  between  us:  more — 
He  sends  me  here  a  spy  upon  your  actions. 
Deeming  me  wholly  his. 

waaasa. 
I  cannot  tlunk  it  .- 
Tis  but  a  snare  he  winds  about  us  both. 
To  swoop  the  sireund  son  at  once. 

DLBIC. 

I  cannot 
Pause  in  each  petty  fear,  ami  stumble  at 
The  doubts  that  rise  like  briars  in  our  path. 
But  must  break  through  them  as  an  unarm'd  carl 
Would,  though  with  naked  limbs,  wane  the  wolf  r« 
In  the  same  thicket  where  he  hew'd  for  bread: 
Nets  afe  for  thrushes,  eagles  are  not  «*s^gh*  so; 
We  '11  overfly,  or  rend  them. 

waaaaa. 

Show  me  bow ! 
OLaic. 
Can  you  not  guess? 

waaaaa. 
I  cannot, 
utaic. 

That  ia  atrange. 
Came  the  thought  ne'er  into  your  mind  last  ni^ 

waaaaa. 
I  understand  you  not. 

vLaic 
Then  we  shaU  never 
More  understand  each  other.     But  to  change 

The  topic 

/ 
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wsmia. 
You  mcao  to  pursut  it,  u 

f  our  safely. 

L'LRie. 

Ri(;ht ;  I  ktaud  corrected. 

he  <;iihjeel  now  more  clearly,  and 
>nerul  Hiiuatiou  in  iu  bearing. 
Men  are  al>atin(;;  a  fcv  liourt 
>t\i\q  his  Huinmon'd  iuynnidoa>  from  Fnuikfbrt, 
yuu  will  be  a  prisoner,  perhaps  worse, 
an  outeast,  hastardiied  by  practice 
s  iiame  barou,  to  make  w«y  for  him. 

WEENII. 

ow  ynur  remedy  !     I  thoii(;ht  to  escape 
ans  of  (hi>  acourKod  gold,  but  now 
not  n<ie  it,  show  it,  scarce  look  on  it. 
iks  it  wears  npon  its  face  my  (uilt    ^  •  '• 
otto,  not  the  mintat<e  of  the  state; 
or  the  .sovereif,n'fi  head,  my  own  begirt 
nsMng  <uiakes,  who  curl  around  my  temples, 
ry  to  all  beholders — lo !  a  villain ! 

ULRIC. 

iunI  not  use  it,  at  least,  now;  but  take 

ing.  [He  gives  Weknib  a  jewel. 

WKRNKR. 

A  gem !  it  was  my  father  c 

t'LIIC. 

And 
h  is  now  your  own.     With  thin  you  must 
the  iutcndant  for  his  old  caleche 
or>es  to  pursue  your  route  at  sunrise, 
icr  with  my  mother. 

WIRXIt. 

And  leave  you, 
My  found,  in  peril  too  ? 

i'LRIC. 

Fear  nothing! 
ily  fear  were  if  we  lied  together, 
at  woujil  make  our  tics  bcyoud  all  doubt. 
.iirrs  only  lie  in  llood  between 
iir(;h  and  Frankfort ;  so  far  '»  in  our  favour. 
lutc  on  (o  lK>hemia,  though  encumber'd, 
iiiipas<il>le;  and  when  you  gain 
liitiiri*  Ntari,  the  difficulties  will  be 
iiir  to  your  pursuers.     Ouce  beyond 
imlicr,  and  you  re  safe. 

WKRNia. 

BIy  noblebofl 

ULRIC. 

luisli !  no  transports ;  we  '11  indulge  in  them 
tie  Sie(;en<lorf :     DispLty  no  gold: 
lilrnslrin  the  gem  (1  know  the  man, 
:i\e  iook'd  through  him) :  it  will  answer  tliiu 
Itle  |turpo^e.     Sinilciiheim  Inst  gold — 
•  i'l :  (lierefore,  it  eould  not  be  his; 
un,  the  niun  who  was  possess'd  of  this 
irdly  l>c  suNpectttI  of  abstracting 
iron's  coin,  when  he  could  thus  convert 
iiig  to  more  than  Siralcnheim  hat  lost 

last  ni(;lit's  clumber.     Be  not  over  timid 
r  address,  nor  yet  too  arrogant, 
Icnstein  will  serve  you. 

WERNIR. 

I  wiU  follow 
hings  your  direction. 


ULftlG. 

I  would  liave 
Spared  you  the  trouble ;  but  had  I  appear'd 
To  take  an  interest  in  you,  and  still  more 
By  dabbling  with  a  jewel  in  your  favour, 
All  liad  been  known  at  ouce. 

WER.IIR. 

My  guardian  angel ! 
This  overpays  the  past !     But  how  wilt  thou 
Fare  in  our  ahsence! 

ULIIC. 

Stralenlieim  knowi  noihinf 
Of  me  as  aughc  of  kindred  with  yourkdf. 
I  \ki\\  but  waitm  day  or  two  with  him 
To  lull  all  doubts,  and  tlieu  rejoin  my  father. 

WERMKa. 

To  part  no  more  I 

ULRIC. 

I  know  not  tliat ;  but  at 
The  least  ve  '11  meet  again  onca  more. 

wsaaiB. 

My  boy! 
My  friend — my  only  child,  and  sole  presenrar ! 
Oh,  do  not  hate  me ! 

CLaic. 
Ilate  my  father ! 
wiasiii. 

Ay. 

My  father  hated  me:  why  not  my  sonT 

ULRIC. 

Your  fother  knew  you  not  as  I  do. 

WSRilER. 

Scorpiooa  ^ 

Are  in  thy  words !    Thou  know  me  ?     in  this  guise 
TI10U  canst  not  know  me,  I  am  not  myself, 
Yet  (hatc^me  not)  I  will  be  soon. 

ULRIti. 

IMwrnit! 
In  the  mean  time  be  sure  that  all  a  son 
Can  do  for  parents  sliall  be  done  for  mine. 

^ER.<«RR. 

I  see  it,  an4l  I  feel  it;  yet  I  feel 
Further — that  you  despise  me. 

ULRIC. 

Wherefore  should  I? 

WRRNER. 

Must  I  repeat  my  humiliation  7 

uLaic. 

No! 
I  have  fathom'd  it  and  you.     But  let  us  talk 
Of  this  no  more.     Or  if  it  must  be  ever. 
Not  now ;  your  error  luu  redoubled  all 
Tlic  prcM'Ui  difficulties  of  our  house. 
At  secret  war  with  that  of  Strnleuheim; 
All  we  have  now  to  think  of  is  lo  baflle 
II I M.     1  ha\e  shown  one  way. 

WRRXRR. 

The  only  one, 
And  I  embraee  it,  as  I  did  my  son. 
Who  show'd  himself  3>xul  fatlier's  ntfety  in 
One  day. 

ULRIC. 

You  skmll  be  safe :  let  tlut  suffice. 
Would  Stralenheim's  np|)carance  in  Boliemia 
Disturb  your  right,  or  mine,  if  once  «e  were 
iVdmitted  to  our  lands? 


^  Asmredly, 

Sitnate  as  m  are\M>v,  although  the  first 
Pptiewor  might,  as  osoal,  prore  the  strongest, 
Eipeciallj  the  next  in  blood. 

ULIIC 

Blood  !\'n 
A  irord  of  many  meanings :  in  the  reins 
And  out  of  them  it  is  a  difEerent  thing — 
And  so  it  should  be,  when  the  same  in  Mood 
(As  it  is  eaird)  are  aliens  to  each  other. 
Like  Theban  brethren :  when  a  part  is  bad, 
A  few  spilt  ounces  puriff  the  rest 

WESRIS. 

I  do  not  apprehend  you. 

ULSIC. 
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That  may 

And  should,  perhaps,— and  yet— but  get  ye  ready; 
You  and  my  mother  must  away  to-night. 
Here  comes  the  intendant;  sound  him  with  the  gem, 
T  will  nnk  into  his  venal  soul  like  lead 
Into  the  deep,  and  bring  up  slime,  and  mud. 
And  ooie,  too,  from  the  bottom,  as  the  lead  doth 
With  its  greased  understratum ;  but  no  less 
Will  senre  to  warn  our  resseb  through  thes«  shoals. 
ne  freight  is  rich,  so  heave  the  line  in  time ! 
Farewell !  I  scarce  have  time,  but  yet  your  hdndj 

MyAuher! 

wiami. 
Let  me  embrace  thee! 
nunc. 

We  may  be 
Observed:  subdue  your  nature  to  the  hour! 
Keep  off  from  me  as  from  your  foe ! 

WBitfsa. 

Accursed 
Be  he  who  is  the  stiHing  cause,  which  smothers 
The  best  and  sweetest  feeling  of  our  hearts, 
At  sndi  an  how  tool 

*  ULSIC. 

Tes,  curse — it  will  ease  you! 
Here  is  the  intendant. 

fitter  Idihstiir. 

Master  Idenstein, 
How  fare  you  in  your  purpose  T    Have  you  caught 
The  rogue! 

IDERSTBIH. 

No,  faith! 

ULRIC. 

Well,  there  are  plenty  more  : 
You  may  have  better  luck  another  chase. 
Where  is  the  baron  7 

IDBNSTBIII. 

Gone  back  to  his  chamber  : 
And,  now  I  think  on 't,  asking  after  you 
With  nobly-born  impatience. 

ULIIC. 

Tour  great  mra 
Most  be  answer  d  on  the  instant,  as  the  bound 
Of  the  stung  steed  replies  unto  the  spur: 
Tis  well  tliey  have  horses,  too,  for  if  they  had  not, 
I  fear  that  men  must  draw  their  diariots,  as 
They  say  kings  did  Sesosiris. 

IDINSTIIN. 

Who  was  he  T 


uukie. 
An  old  Bohetnian—^n  imperinl  giptf* 

XDXirSTSIV. 

A  gipsy  or  Bohemian,  't  ia<fae  •anae. 

For  they  pass  by  both  names.     Andwrnsheooi 

vLaic. 
I  *ve  heard  so;  but  I  most  take  leave.    In^ndi 
Tour  servant!— Werner  (to  Wsmnsn,  sIs^Acijr], 

be  your  name. 
Yours.  [£s 

lOMSTBIN. 

A  well-sp(>ken,  ^letty^ced  young  man 
And  prettily  behaved !  He  knowrs  his  sCatioo, 
You  see,  sir:  how  he  gave  to  each  hia  due 
Precedence! 


i, .  I  perceived  it,  and  applaud 
His  just  disoS'nment  and  your  own. 

IDSMSTBin. 

That's  wd 

That's  very  well    You  also  know  Jfonr  pUce, 
And  yet  I  don't  know  that  I  know  your  pUce. 

wiama  (showing  the  ring). 
Would  this  assist  your  knowledge  7 

IDiBHSTBIN. 

How ! — Whi 

A  jewel ! 

WsaifSB. 
*T  is  your  own,  on  one  coadicion. 

IDBHSTEIIU 

Mine !— Name  it ! 

WBiRnu 
That  hereafter  yon  permit  a 
At  thrice  its  value  to  redeem  it:  *t  is 
A  family  ring. 

IDBRSTXIIV. 

A  family !  joursl  a  gem ! 
Tm  breathless! 

wBama. 
Ton  must  also  furnish  me. 
An  hour  ere  daybreak,  with  all  means  to  quit 
This  place. 

IDENSTBIR. 

But  is  it  real?  let  me  look  on  it : 
Diamondy  by  all  that 's  glorious ! 

WESMBa. 

Gome,  I  '11  tr 
You  have  gucss'd,  no  doubt,  that  I  was  bom  a! 
My  present  seeming. 

IDBNSTBIN. 

I  can't  say  I  did. 
Though  this  looks  like  it ;  this  is  the  true  bre« 
Of  gcQile  blood ! 

WFSNEB. 

I  have  important  reasons 
For  vrisliing  to  continue  privily 
.My  journey  hence. 

IDBITSTBIR. 

So  then  you  are  the  man 
Whom  Stralenheim  's  in  quest  of  ? 

WKBNBB. 

I  am  not{ 
But  being  taken  for  him  miglit  conduct 
So  miicli  embarnissmeiil  to  roe  just  uow 
And  to  the  barun's  self  hereafter — 't  is 
To  spare  both,  that  I  would  avoid  all  bustle. 


WERNKR. 
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IDR^STKIK. 

Iir  tivui  or  no,  't  is  not  mv  biisinr^t, 

F  nrvrr  •.lioiild  uliiain  the  half 

lis  |»n»uJ  niK^anlly  nnblr,  mrlio  iKould  niiftr 

iilry  for  <.oine  mi>sin(;  Iriu  «>f  coin, 

IT  offi-r  a  |>n*risi'  reward — 

/  Auoilicr  look ! 

r>uicon  it  freely; 

lawn  It  i&  yours. 

iniNrntm. 

Oh,  thou  t-wwt  sparklnr' 

lorr  than  stono  nf  iho  |thiloNoph(>r! 

iirhstonc  of  IMiiiosuphy  hrrwlf  I 

-i(;ht  cyi*  of  the  Minr!  thou  lo.iil-stnr  of 

II  t\\o  true  mh(rnrtif  polo  to  i»hirh 

•t%  |M>int  <Uily  nnith.  like  tn-nihhnt;  nccillrs' 

iniini;  spirit  of  thi*  oarth!  whirh,  sitting 
ihr  nion.irrh'x  (iiadnn,  .((tract4Ni 

>r>liip  llian  the  inajr<ily  t»h<i  sweats 
thr  crown  which  makes  hi*  hrad  ache,  like 
iif  hearts  vhieh  Meed  to  lend  it  lustre! 

(HI  he  mine?     1  am,  methtnks  already     ^ 

kin^^  a  hit  ky  alehymi^l! — 

na^ieian,  ^ho  has  hound  the  devil 

t  the  fnrfrit  of  his  souJ.     Uut  comr, 

,  or  wluil  else?  * 

WE|!V|R. 

(^ill  me  Werner  Ktill, 
ly  yel  know  me  hy  a  loftier  title. 

ll>£>fSrElN. 

ie\e  in  thee!  thon  art  the  spirit  • 

m  I  lone  li.ive  dream'il,  in  a  low  garh. — 
ir,  I  11  MT*j'  thee;  thou  shalt  Iw  ah  free 
ili'spifr  thr  uatrr-.:  let  us  liener, 
*  thee  I  .ini  honest — (oh,  thou  jewel!) 
lalt  he  fornishd,  ^Y^^ner,  with  such  mean'> 
t,  that  if  thon  wert  a  snad,  not  hird'i 
ii\rrtakr  tlire.  —  I,et  niP  (jazo  a([ain ! 
I  r<tstiTliri>th(T  in  the  mart 
Imi'i;.  ^killd  in  precious  stones — how  manv 
nay  it  wei(;h7 — Come,  Werner,  I  will  win;*  thee. 

[Sxeuut 


.SCKNE  II. 
SriALFTiiiEiM's  Chamber. 
tSTRiLKi^HEiM  ami  FtlTZ. 

PKITZ. 

idv,  mv  pooil  loni  I 

XTItU.KMIIKIM. 

1  am  not  ilrrpy, 
I  must  to  InhI  ;  I  fdin  «ould  say 
hut  something;  hea\y  <ui  my  spirit, 

1  for  wnkefidness,  too  ipiiek  for  •iltmther, 

me  as  a  t  loud  aloujr  the  kky, 

«iil  not  let  the  hunl>e.im4  ihrough,  nor  yet 

I  in  rain  jml  md,  hut  spreads  itself 

artli  anil  liea\en.  like  enw  l>elwe<-n  man 

n,  an  e>erlasiin{»  mi-l ;  —  I  ^ill 

\  pillow. 

FRIT/. 

Mav  vou  rest  there  inell' 

SIHll.KMIi:iU. 

nd  fear,  I  sli.ill. 


PKirz. 
And  wlurrforr  fi»ar? 

STRlLI.MnEIM. 

I  know  not  why,  and  therefore  do  fear  more, 

Ib'cause  an  undeikeribahle but  "t  is 

All  follv.     Were  the  locks  (as  I  desired> 
Changed  to-day,  of  this  chamber*  ftv  last  night's 
Adventure  makes  it  needful. 

FHITZ. 

Certainly, 
Aeeordinf;  Co  your  onh-r,  and  lieneath 
The  inspection  of  myiM'lf  and  the  younj;  Saxon 
Who  s;i\rd  your  life.     I  ihink  they  call  him  «  Tlricn 

STR4I.E^nKI\l. 

You  tJiink.'  you  supercilious  s]a\e!  what  n|;lit 
lla\e  you  to  tix your  memory,  nhicli  should  he 
(^tuick,  pn>ud,  nnd  happy  to  retain  the  name 
Of  liini  who  Mived  your  master,  as  .1  liiauy 
Whose  daily  re)ietition  marks  your  duty — 
(let  hence!  •»jom  Uiink.n  indeed!  you,  who  stood  still 
How  line  and  dripping  on  the  Itank,  nhiUt  1 
I.av  d)in[;,  an<l  the  strau^jiT  dashd  aside 
The  roaring  torrent,  and  n'ston-d  me  to 
Thank  hnn — and  despisi*  you.  •»  Vou  think  !n  and  m-irre 
Cm  recollect  his  name!     I  will  not  waste 
More  wordii  on  you.     (^11  me  iH'iimes. 

r»iT7. 

Cood  ni(;ht ' 
1  tru*t  tomorrow  will  restore  your  lordOiip 
To  renoTated  fttrcnQlh  and  tem|>er. 

f  Tike  scene  closei. 
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SCENK  III. 

Tlie  secret  Passage. 

Gabor,  folni. 

Four— 

Fi\e-^six  lioiirA  hare  I  counted,  like  the  guard 

Of  outposts,  on  the  ne>er-men^'  clock : 

That  hollow  ion(;ue  of  time,  which,  evm  wlien 

It  Mounils  for  joy,  takes  someihtnu  from  enjoyment 

With  e\ery  clan^;.     T  is  a  perp<'tual  knell, 

Thon|;li  for  a  marriage  feast  il  Hup:  each  Mrokc 

Peals  of  a  liopi*  the  less;  the  funenil  note 

Of  love  dee|>-huried  without  rcKum'ction 

In  the  grave  of  posiwHsiou;  while  the  kuoll 

Of  iong-live«l  {tareuts  finds  a  jovial  echo 

To  triple  lime  in  the  son'»  ear. 

I  'm  cold — 
I  "ni  dark — I  'te  blown  my  fingers — nundjer'd  o'er 
And  o'er  my  steps — and  knock'd  my  head  agaimt 
Some  tifty  buttresses — and  roused  the  rats 
And  bats  in  ('eneml  insurrection,  fill 
Their  cursed  pallerin|;  feet  and  whirring  wing* 
l.4Mve  me  scarce  hearing  for  another  souiui. 
A  light !  It  is  at  distance  (if  I  ran 
Measure  in  darkness  distance) :  hnt  it  blinks 
.\s  throii(;h  a  cre\ice  or  a  key-hole,  in 
The  inhibited  directiim;  I  nuist  on, 
Ne>«'rthele>s,  fnun  curiosity. 
A  distant  lamp-light  i'*  an  inciilent 
In  such  a  den  as  this.     Pray  IhM\i-n  il  h-ad  rue 
To  nothnig  that  may  tempi  me!      Klsr  llea>en  aid  me 
To  uhlain  or  to  esca|H>  il !  Shining  siil| ; 
Were  It  the  star  t>f  Lucifer  hinwif. 

'» • 
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Or  he  luiBMtf  prt  with  its  bauu,  I  coaU 

Gontun  no  iMiger.    Sofdf !  mighty  well! 

Hut  ooraer's  tuni'd— fo~^!  no,  right!  it dnws 

Nearer.    Here  is  a  dsrkiome  aoogle — sq, 

That  *s  weather'd.— Let  me  pcnse.— Suppose  it  leads 

Into  some  greater  dnger  than  that  which 

I  have  escaped  I— no  matter,  *t  is  a  new  one; 

And  novel  perils;  like  fresh  mistresses, 

Wear  more  magnetic  aspects:  I  will  on, 

And  be  it  where  it  may— I  hate  my  dagger. 

Which  may  protect  ma  at  a  pinch.— Barn  still, 

Thon  little  light !    Thou  art  my  i^niifaittmt ! 

My  stationary  Will  o*  the  wisp!— So!  so! 

He  hears  my  invocation,  and  hih  not. 

[7%e  scene  dotes. 


SCENE  IV. 
A  GardtH, 


Enter  Wiairii. 
I  conld  not  sleep— and  now  the  lumr  s  at  hand ; 
All's  ready.    Idenstein  has  kept  his  word: 
And,  station'd  in  tlu  onukirU  of  the  town. 
Upon  the  forest's  edge,  the  vehicle 
Awaits  us.    Now  the  dwindling  stm  begiB 
To  pale  in  heaven ;  and  for  the  UsMme  I 
Lbok  on  these  horrible  walls.    Oh !  never,  never 
Shall  I  forget  them.    Here  I  «ame  most  poor, 
Bat  not  dishononi'd :  and  I  leave  them  with 
A  stain,— if  not  upon  my  name,  yet  in 
My  heart !  A  neverKiying  canker-worm, 
Which  all  the  coming  ^lendour  of  the  Unds, 
And  righu,  and  sovereignty  of  Siegendorf, 
Can' scarcely  lull  a  moment:  I  must  find 
Some  means  of  restitution,  which  would  ease 
My  soul  in  part;  bat  how,  without  discovery? — 
It  mast  he  dona,  however;  and  I  *ll  paose' 
Upon  the  method  the  fint  hoar  of  safety. 
The  madnfss  of  my  misMy  led  to  this 
^ase  infomy;  repentance  most  retrieve  it: 
I  will  have  nought  of  Stralenheim's  opon 
My  spirit,  thou^  he  would  grasp  all  of  mine ; 
Lands,  freedom,  life,— and  yet  he  sleeps!  as  soundly, 
P^haps,  as  infsncy,  with  gorgeous  curtains 
Spread  for  his  canopy,  o'er  silken  pillows. 
Such  as  when— Hark!  what  noise  is  thatl  Again ! 
The  branches  shake ;  and  some  loose  stones  have  fsllen 
From  yonder  terrace. 

[Uliic  leaps  down  from  Ae  terrace. 
nine !  ever  welcome! 
Thrice  wdoNne  now !  this  filial— 

OLaic. 

Stop !  before 

We  approach,  tell  .me 

wsaHii. 

Why  look  yoa  so  7 

ULaic. 


Dol 


Behold  my  father,  or 

WIBNia. 

What? 


ULSIO. 


WlllfEB. 


An  assassin'. 


Insane  or  insolent ! 


iruiic. 
leply,air,ns 
Ton  prise  yoor  Kit,  or  mine ! 


To  what  nMHt  I 
Answer? 

VLaic 
Are  yoa  or  are joa  not  die 
OfStralenheim? 


yon? 


T 


i 


I  never  was  aa  yet 
The  mnrderer  ol  any  man.    What 

ULaic. 

Did  you  not  this  night  (as  the  ai^t  befbre) 
Retrace  the  secret  passage  T    Wdyoanot 

A^ain  revisit  Stralenheim's  HwunfOw?  nod 

{Ci.au:  pa 


Proceed.  is 

JDfcif  HI  not  by  your  ImadT 
wiancn. 

Qffcat  God! 
%  uLaic. 
You  are  innocent,  thasl  my  father  *s  inoooent! 
Embrace  me !  Yes, — ^yn||  tone — ^yoor  look— yes,  w 
Yet  sa/ so!  m. . 

If  I  eer,^B-heart  or  mind. 
Conceived  deliberately  such  a  tiioa^t. 
But  rather  strove  to  trample  back  to  hell 
Such  thoughts — if  e'er  they  glased  a  moment  dvoa 
The  irritation  of  my  oppress'd  spirit— > 
May  Heaven  be  shut  for  ever  from  my  hopes 
As  from  mine  eyes! 

ULaic. 
But  Stralenheim  is  dead. 
iTiaRat. 
T  is  horrible !  't  is  hideous,  as  *t  is  haiefvl ! — 
But  what  have  I  to  do  with  this? 
^  ULaic. 

No  bolf 
Is  forced;  no  violence  can  be  detected. 
Save  on  his  body.     Part  of  his  o.wn  houaehold 
Have  been  alarm'd;  but  as  the  intendant  as 
Absent,  I  took  upon  mymlf  the  care 
Of  mustering  the  police.    His  chamber  has, 
nst  doubt,  been  entered  secretly.     Ezcose  me. 

If  nature 

wBiirsi. 
Ob,  my  boy !  what  unknown  vroes 
Of  dark  fstality,  like  clouds,  are  gatberinu 
Above  our  house ! 

ULSIC. 

My  father,  I  acquit  yoa ! 
But  will  the  worid  do  so?  Will  even  the  judge. 

If but  you  must  away  this  instant. 

wianaa. 

Mo! 
I  '11  face  it.    Who  shall  dare  suspect  noe? 

ULlIC. 

Yet 

You  had  no  guests — no  visitors — no  life 
Breathing  around  you,  save  my  mother**  ? 

WERXta. 

Ah! 

f 


WERNER. 
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TheHuiiguriaa! 

ULIIC' 

He  it  cone !  he  disappeard 
Ere  suiisot. 

WIMNEK. 

No ;  I  hid  him  in  that  very 
Conceal'd  aud  fatal  (jallery. 

ULMIC. 

Thert  I  11  Bod  him. 

[Ulmic  i$  yoimg. 

VltRU. 

It  IK  too  late :  he  liad  left  the  palace  ere 

I  quitted  it.     I  found  the  secret  pannel 

Open,  and  the  doori  which  lead  from  that  hall 

Which  ma>kti  it :  I  but  thought  he  had  uutch'd  tlie  silent 

A&d  favourable  moment  to  escape 

The  myrmidouii  of  Idenstein,  who  were 

Dogging  him  ye^tereven. 

L'LKIC. 

You  re-cloced 

The  pannel  ? 

WItREt. 

Yes ;  and  not  witliout  reproach 
(And  inner  trembling  for  the  avoided  peril) 
At  his  dull  hcodlowneas,  in  leaving  thus 
liis  shrltcrcr  s  a.sylum  to  the  rish 
Of  a  diKovcry. 

L'tmie. 
You  are  sure  you  dosed  it? 

WBtHia. 

Certain. 

ULMIC 

That 's  well :  but  had  been  better  if 
You  ne'er  had  tum'd  it  t*  a  den  for — [He  pauses. 

WElNBa. 

Thieves  ! 
Thou  wouKUt  !iay :  I  must  bear  it,  and  deserve  it ; 
But  not 

ULftlC. 

No,  father,  do  not  speak  of  this; 
This  is  no  hour  l»  think  of  petty  crimes, 
Ihii  to  prevent  Jhu  consequence  of  great  ones. 
Why  Mould  you  bhelter  this  man? 

WBlRia. 

Could  I  bhuait? 
A  mail  piirsiitHl  by  my  chief  foe;  disgraced 
For  my  o^n  crime;  a  victim  to  my  safety, 
Imploring  a  few  hours'  concealment  from 
The  \ory  wretch  who  was  the  cause  he  needed 
Such  rrfiige.     Had  he  been  a  wolf,  I  could  not 
lla\c,  iu  such  circumstances,  thrukt  him  forth. 

ULRIC. 

And  like  the.  wolf  he  liath  repaid  yon.     But 
It  is  loo  late  to  ponder  this :  you  must 
Srt  out  rn-  dawn.     I  will  remain  here  to 
Trace  out  the  murderer,  if 't  is  possible. 

WBaRER. 

But  this  my  sudden  flight  will  give  the  Moloch 
Suspicion,  two  new  victims,  in  the  lieu 
Of  out?,  if  I  remain.     The  fled  Hungarian, 
Who  .s**cnis  the  culprit,  and 

ITLKIC. 

Who  seems!  fVho  cUc 
Cin  bi>  «o .' 

WBRMER. 

Not  /,  though  just  now  you  doubted — 


You,  my  sots.'— doubted— — 

ULaic. 

And  do  you  doubc  of  him 
The  fugitive? 

WIlNlt. 

Boy !  since  I  fell  into 
The  abyss  of  crime  (though  not  of  tueh  crime),  I, 
Having  seen  the  innocent  oppreu'd  fur  me, 
Blay  doubt  even  of  the  guilty's  guilt.     Your  heart 
Is  free,  and  quick  with  virtuous  wrath  to  accuse 
Appearances ;  and  views  a  criminal 
In  innocence's  shadow,  it  may  be, 
Because  't  is  dusky. 

ULBIC. 

And  if  I  do  so. 
What  will  mankind,  who  know  you  not,  or  knew 
But  to  oppress  7  You  must  not  stand  the  hasard. 
Away! — I  '11  make  all  easy.     Idenstein 
Will  for  his  own  sake  and  his  jewel's  hold 
His  peace — he  also  is  a  partner  in 
Your  flight — moreover — 

WBl.fBt. 

Fly !  and  leave  my  name 
Tiink'd  witli  tho  Hungarian's,  or  preferr'd,  as  poorest. 
To  bear  the  brand  of  bloodshed  ?       * 

ULMIC. 

l^iaw !  leave  any  thing 
Except  our  fathers'  sovereignty  and  castles. 
For  which  you  have  so  long  panted  and  in  vain ! 
What  name  I  You  leave  no  fuime,  since  that  you  bear 
Is  feigu  d. 

WKK.^BM. 

Most  true ;  but  still  I  would  not  have  it 
Engraved  in  crimson  in  meu's  memories. 
Though  iu  this  most  obscure  abode  of  men— 
Itesidcs,  the  search 

ULMIC. 

I  will  provide  against 
Aught  that  can  touch  you.     No  one  knows  you  here 
As  heir  of  Sicgendorf :  if  Idenstein 
Suspects  *t  is  but  suspicion,  and  he  is 
.\  fool :  his  folly  sliall  have  such  employment. 
Too,  that  the  unknown  Werner  sliall  give  way 
To  nearer  thoughts  of  self.     Tlte  laws  (if  e'er 
Laws  rcach'd  this  village)  arc  all  in  abeyance 
With  the  late  general  war  of  thirty  years. 
Or  crush'd,  or  rising  slowly  from  the  dust. 
To  which  the  march  of  armies  trampled  them. 
Stralenheim,  although  noble,  is  unheeded 
i7ere,  tuive  as  such — witliout  lands,  influence, 
Save  what  liatli  perish'd  with  him ;  few  prolong 
A  week  beyond  their  funeral  rites  their  sway 
O'er  men,  unless  by  relatives,  whose  interest 
Is  roused  :  such  is  not  here  the  case ;  he  died 
Alone,  unknown,— a  solitary  grave. 
Obscure  as  his  deserts,  without  a  scutcheon, 
Is  all  he  'II  liave,  or  wants.     If  /  discover 
The  assassin,  't  will  be  well — if  not,  believe  me. 
None  else,  though  all  the  full-fed  train  of  menials 
May  howl  above  his  aslics,  as  tliey  did 
Around  him  in  his  danger  on  the  Oder, 
Will  no  more  stir  a  finger  now  tlian  then. 
Hence '.  hence !  I  must  not  hear  your  answer— look  I 
The  stars  arc  almost  faded,  and  tlu*  gray 
Itegins  to  grirxle  the  black  hair  of  night. 
You  sliall  not  ansv»er— Pardon  me,  that  I 
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Am  peremptory;  *t  is  your  sod  that  tpMikfty 

Yoar  long-lost,  late-found  son — Let  *s  call  my  mother ! 

Softly  and  swiftly  step,  aod  leare  the  rest 

To  me ;  1  '11  answer  for  the  event  as  far 

As  refvards  yoUf  and  that  is  the  chief  poini. 

As  my  first  duty,  which  shall  be  obsenred. 

We  'II  meet  in  Castle  Stegendorf — once  more 

Our  banners  shall  be  glorious !  Think  of  that 

Alone,  and  leave  all  other  thoughts  to  me. 

Whose  youth  may  better  battle  with  them— Bence! 

And  may  your  age  ba  happy ! — I  will  kiss 

My  mother  once  more^  then  Heaven's  speed  ba  with  yon ! 

WEKilSa. 

This  counsel 's  safe — but  is  it  honourable? 


OLKIC. 

To  save  a  father  is  a  child's  chief  honour. 


[Exeunt 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I. 

A  Gothic  Hall  in  the  (Uutle  of  Siegehdorf^  near  Prague 

Enter  Etic  and  HERaicx,  reCainers  o/(^  Count 

aaic. 
So,  better  times  are  come  ai  last;  to  these 
Old  walls  new  masters  and  high  wassail,  both 
A  long  desideratum. 

HINaiCK. 

Yes,  for  matters^ 
It  might  be  unto  tliose  who  long  for  novelty, 
Though  made  by  a  new  grave :  but  as  for  wassail, 
Methiuks  the  old  Count  Siegeudorf  maintain'd 
His  feudal  hospitality  as  high 
As  e'er  another  prince  of  the  empire. 

aaic. 

Why, 
For  the  mere  cup  and  trencher,  we  no  doubt 
Fared  passing  well ;  but  as  for  merriment 
And  sport,  without  which  salt  and  sauces  season 
The  cheer  but  scantily,  our  sizings  were 
Even  of  the  narrowest. 

HllfRICK. 

The  old  count  loved  not 
The  roar  of  revel;  are  you  sure  that  t/tis  does? 

ERIC. 

As  yet  he  hath  been  courteous  as  he  's  bounteous. 
And  we  all  love  him. 

IBNKICK. 

His  reign  is  as  yet 
Hardly  a  year  o'erpast  its  houey-mooo. 
And  the  first  year  of  sovereigns  is  bridal; 
Anon,  we  shall  perceive  his  real  sway 
And  moods  of  mind. 

ERIC. 

Pray  Heaven  he  keep  the  present ! 
Then  his  brave  son,  Count  Ulric — there  's  a  kniglit ! 
Pity  the  wars  are  o'er ! 

HEKRICK. 

Why  so  ? 

F.RIC. 

Look  on  him ! 
And  an<iwer  that  yourself. 

IIKNRtCK. 

lie  R  very  youthful. 


And  strong  and  beautiful  ai^  a  young  tigVi 

saic. 
That 's  not  a  ftithfnl  vassaTs  Kkenesa^ 

HBNSICK. 

But 
PMrhaps  a  true  one. 

aaio. 
Pity,  a«  I  said, 
Tlie  wars  art  over :  in  the  ball,  wba  like 
Count  Olric  for  a  well-supported  pride. 
Which  awes  but  yet  offends  not  ?  in  the  field. 
Who  like  him  with  his  spear  in  hmd,  when,  (aiA 
His  tusks,  and  ripping  up  from  ri^t  to  left 
Tlic  howling  hounds,  the  boar  makas  foptbe  lUch 
Who  backs  a  horse,  or  bean  •  hawk,  or  wean 
A  sword  like  him?  Whose  plume  nods  knighiHw! 

HBIiatCK. 

No  one's,  I  grant  you  i<do  not  fear,  if  war 
Be  long  in  coming,  he  is  of  that  kind 
Will  make  it  for  himself,  if  he  hath  not 
Already  done  as  much. 

laic. 
What  do  yon  mean? 

BBlfRICK. 

You  can't  deny  his  train  of  followers 
(But  few  our  fellow  nalive  vassals  bon 
On  the  domain)  are  sutA  a  sort  of  knaves 
As {patues.) 

KUC. 

Wliat? 

HIIVaiCK. 

The  war  (you  love  so  mnchl  k«ves  K 
Like  other  parents,  she  spoils  her  worst  childrai. 

ERIC. 

Nonsense !  they  are  all  brav^  iron-vtsaged  felloes 
Such  as  old  Tilly  loved. 

HBNRICK. 

Aod  who  loved  Tilly? 
Ask  that  at  Magdcbourg — or,  for  that  nutter, 
Wallenstcin  either — they  arc  gone  to 

ERIC. 

Best; 
But  wliat  beyond,  't  is  not  ours  to  pronooncf . 

■BNatck. 
I  wish  they  had  left  us  something  of  their  rest . 
The  country  (nominally  now  at  peace) 
Is  ovcrnui  with — Cod  knows  wlio — they  fly 
By  night,  and  disappear  with  sunrise;  but 
Leave  no  loss  desolation,  nay,  even  more 
Than  tlic  most  open  warfare. 

ERIC. 

But  Count  Ulric— 
What  has  all  this  to  do  with  him? 

BBSRICK. 

With  liim; 

lie might  prevent  it.    As  you  say  he  's  foo^ 

Of  war,  why  makes  he  it  not  on  those  maraudc 

ERIC 

You  'd  botlcr  ask  himself. 

HENRICK. 

I  would  as  soon 

Ask  of  flu-  lion  why  he  lap-*  noi  milk. 

KRIC. 

AuJ  here  lie  comes  I 

HKTRICK. 

The  devil  I  you   II  hold  you 
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lUG. 

you  turn  so  pale  ? 

SEirtlCK. 

T  is  Dotking — but 

sue. 
I  will  upon  wluit  yott  bave  said. 

HlilBICK. 

you  I  meant  noibioc,  a  more  sport 
•i,  uo  more ;  bcttidrs,  had  it  been  otberwMe« 
c^pc>u5»c  the  (;i>nile  baroness, 
tr.ilcnhctm,  tbe  late  baroo'b  heireat, 
no  doubt  will  soften  whatsoe'er 
tuens  tlie  lnt<>  lon|;  intestine  wars 
en  mII  natures,  and  most  unto  those 
re  horn  in  I  hem,  and  hrcd  up  upon 
rs  of  homicide ;  sprinkled,  as  it  were, 
mkI  even  at  ilieir  baptism.    Prithee,  peace, 
lat  I  have  Kiid ! 

Enter  I'lhic  and  RoDOLri. 

(]ood  morrow,  eocuU ! 

ULtlC. 

>rrow,  worthy  llenrirk.     Eric,  is 
^  fur  I  he  chase? 

laic. 
The  dc^  arc  order'd 
the  fnrcsi,  and  tlie  Tajmls  out 
the  hushes  and  the  day  looks  promising, 
til  forth  your  excellency's  suite? 
•urser  will  you  please  to  mount  ? 
uLaic. 

Tbe  dun, 
I. 

KBIC. 

I  fear  bo  scarcely  has  recover'd 
of  Monday  :  'i  t»as  a  noble  cbaae, 
IT d  four  with  your  own  hand. 

ULIIC. 

True,  good  Eric, 
"Ijotton— lot  it  he  the  ^pray,  then, 
J  :  hr  has  not  hcen  out  this  furtni|;ht. 

ERIC. 

he  >ir.ii(;hr  caparikou'd.     How  many 
iinui£diatc  retainers  sliall 

I'LBIC 

I  leave  that  to  Weilburgb,  our 
f  thf  horse.  {Exit  Eaic. 

Rodolplil 

■obOLPl. 

Mv  lord ! 

ULtlC. 

Til**  news 
ird  from  the — (Rodulpu  point%  to  IIkjibick.) 

How  now,  Hcnrick,  why 
m  here? 

HRIfltlCK. 

For  your  miiunands,  my  lord, 
ri.mc. 
y  f.ithrr,  and  present  my  duty, 
u  if  he  would  auglil  wiih_nu>  lieforr 

[txii  HlNBICK. 
Rodolph,  our  friends  have  had  a  check 
>  frontietH  of  Franconia,  and 
lour'd  iIlii  the  column  M^nt  against  tlicw 


b  to  be  slrengthea'd.    I  most  join  ibem  tooa. 

■ODOLri. 

Best  wait  for  furtlier  and  more  sure  advices. 

OLMIC. 

I  mean  it — and  indeed  it  could  not  wefl 
Have  fallen  out  at  a  time  more  oppoeile 
To  all  my  plans. 

lOIMLtH. 

It  will  be  difficult 
To  excuse  your  absence  to  tbe  count,  your  father. 

VUIIC. 

Yes,  but  the  unsettled  state  of  our  domain 

In  High  Silesia  wiU  permit  and  cover 

My  journey.     In  the  mean  time,  when  we  are 

Eng:iged  in  the  chase,  draw  off  tb^  eighty  men 

Whom  Wolffe  leads — keep  tbe  forests  on  your  route: 

You  know  it  well  ? 

loiMtri. 
As  well  as  on  that  night 
When  we 

DLtM. 

We  will  not  speak  of  that  until 
We  can  repeat  tlie  same  witli  like  success; 
And  wlieu  you  have  join'd,  give  Rosenberg  this  letter. 

[Gives  a  letter. 
Add  further,  that  I  have  sent  this  slight  addition 
To  our  force  with  you  and  Wolffe,  as  lierald  of 
My  coming,  though  I  could  liut  spare  tliem  ill 
At  this  time,  as  my  father  loves  to  keep 
Full  numbers  of  retainers  round  the  castle. 
Until  ilii!»  marriage,  and  its  feasts  and  fooleries. 
Are  rung  out  with  its  peal  of  nuptial  nonsense. 

aoiM>Lri. 
I  thought  you  loved  the  lady  Ida ! 

ouuc. 

Why, 
I  do  so— but  it  follows  not  from  tliat 
I  would  bind  in  my  youth  and  glorious  yean. 
So  brief  and  bufwug,  with  a  lady's  tone. 
Although  't  were  that  of  Yenus; — but  I  k{ve  her. 
As  woman  should  be  loved,  fnirly  and  solely. 

KODOLPU. 

And  constantly? 

ULBIC. 

I  think  so ;  for  I  love 
Nought  else. — But  I  ha\o  not  the  time  to  pause 
Upon  these  gev^gaws  of  the  lieart.     Great  things 
We  liavc  to  do  ere  long.    Speed !  speed  I  good  Hodolph! 

KODOLPI. 

On  my  return,  however,  I  shall  find 

The  Baroness  Ida  lost  iu  Counttrsii  Siegendorf ! 

ULBIC. 

Peihaps:  my  father  wislies  it,  and  sooth, 
'T  is  uu  bad  poliry;  this  union  with 
The  hist  hud  of  the  ri>al  branch  at  once 
Tnites  the  future  and  de^roys  the  past. 

aoDOb^a. 
Adieu! 

VLKIC. 

Yet  hold— we  had  bi'itcr  keep  together 
I'mil  the  rliase  b(>(;ins;  then  draw  thou  off. 
And  do  as  1  liave  sai<l. 

ROnOLI'H. 

I  will.     Hut  t4> 
Return — t  was  ;i  most  kind  act  in  the  count, 
Your  father,  to  send  up  to  Konigsberg 
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M- this  fair  oqpbui  of  tbe  buoB,  and 

>  hail  her  as  hii  dan|^iter. 

VLBIC. 

Wondroni  kind ! 
ipedally  at  Utde  kindnctt  tiU 
lien  grew  between  ibeni* 

aOIMM.PH. 

Tbe  late  baron  died 
f  a  fewer,  did  he  not  t  > 

uLaic. 
How  dionkl  I  know  I 

lODOLPH. 

have  heard  it  whispef''d  there  wa«  something  strange 
boot  his  death— and  eren  the  phice  of  it 

>  scarcely  known. 

DLIIC. 

Some  obscure  Tillage  on 
he  Saxon  or  Silesian  frontier. 

lODOLPH. 

He 
las  left  no  testament — no  farewell  words ! 

vLaic. 
am  neither  confessor  nor  notary, 

0  cannot  say. 

lODOLPI. 

Ah!  here's  the  lady  Ida. 
duller  Ida  SxaAUMHiiM. 

OLEIC. 

on  are  early,  my  sweet  cousin ! 

IDA. 

Not  too  early, 
lear  Ulric,  if  I  do  not  interrupt  you. 
IThy  do  yon  call  me  «  eousinj* 

ULEic  (smiling). 

Are  we  not  so? 

IDA. 

'es,  but  I  do  not  like  the  name;  methinks 

1  sounds  so  cold,  as  if  you  thought  upon 
Kir  pedigree^and  only  weigh'd  our  blood. 

ULEic  {starting). 

IkMHl! 

IDA. 

Why  does  yonn  start  from  your  cheeks  ? 

ULIIC. 

\         Ay!  doth  it? 

IDA. 

t  doth— bnt  no!  it  rushes  like  a  torrent 
Sven  to  your  brow  again. 

ULiic  (recovering  himself). 
And  if  it  fled, 
[t  only  was  because  your  presence  sent  it 
lack  to  my  heart,  which  beats  for  you,  sweet  cousin ! 

IDA. 

■  Cousin*  again! 

ULEIC. 

Nay,  then  I  *11  call  you  nster. 

IDA. 

[  like  that  name  still  worse — would  we  had  ne'er 
Been  aught  of  kindred ! 

ULEIC  (jgloomiljr). 

Would  we  never  had ! 

IDA. 

O  Heaven!  and  can  you  wish  ^at? 

ULEIC. 

Dearest  Ida! 


Did  I  noc  echo  yonr  own  wiahT 

IDA. 

Tes,  Ulric, 
But  then  I  widi'd  it  not  with  aoeh  a  gkoce. 
And  scarce  knew  what  I  said ;  but  let  me  be 
Sister,  or  cousin,  what  yon  will,  so  that 
I  still  to  you  am  something. 

ULatc. 

ToathaUbe 


ina. 
And  yon  to  me  mne  so  already ; 
But  I  can  wait. 

ULalc. 
Dear  Ida! 

IDA. 

Gall  me  Ida, 
Tour  Ida,  for  I  wonki  be  yours,  none  else's— 
Indeed  I  have  none  else  left,  since  mj  poor  fadM 

[»< 

ULEIC. 

Ton  have  nunc— you  have  me. 

IDA. 

I>enrUhric!bo« 
My  fatho*  could  but  view  our  happiness. 
Which  wants  but  this !  , 

VLEIC. 

Indeed! 

IDA. 

Yon  wonld  have  kr 
He  you;  for  the  brave  ever  love  each  other : 
His  manner  was  a  little  cold,  his  spirit 
Proud  (as  is  birth's  prerogative),  but  under 
This  grave  exterior — would  you  had  known  eat 
Had  such  as  you  been  near  him  on  his  joumej 
He  had  not  died  without  a  friend  to  soothe 
His  last  and  lonely  moments. 

ULEIC 

Who  sayst^r* 

IDA. 

What? 

ULEIC. 

That  he  died  alone. 

IDA. 

The  general  rumoo 
And  disappearance  of  his  servauL^,  who 
Have  ne'er  retum'd :  tliat  fever  was  most  deadi 
Which  swept  them  all  away. 

ULEIC 

If  they  were  neai 
He  could  not  die  nejjlected  or  alone. 

IDA. 

Alas !  what  is  a  menial  to  a  dealli-bed, 
W^heu  the  dim  eye  rolls  vainly  round  for  what 
It  loves? — tlicy  say  he  died  of  a  fever. 

ULEIC 

Say! 
It  was  w>.  t  . 

IDA. 

I  sometimes  dream  otherwise. 


All  dreams  are  felse. 


I  sec  you. 


ULEIC 
IDA. 

And  yet  I  sec  him  as 
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ULllC. 


Fhere ? 


IDA. 

In  slMp^I  see  him  lie 
ig,  and  a  man  with  a  raised  knife 

OLEIC. 

But  do  you  not  see  his  /ac«  .* 

ID4  {looking  at  him). 
God!  do ^ou? 

ULtlC. 

>Vhy  do  you  ask? 

IDA. 

I  look  nx  if  you  saw  a  murderer ! 

ULiic  {agitatedly). 
mere  childishness ;  your  weakness 
to  my  shame ;  hut  as  all  feelings 
e  common  to  me^  it  affects  me. 
!et  child,  change — 

IDA. 

Cliild,  indeed !  I  liavc 
summers !  [i^  bugle  iounds. 

aODOLPO. 

Hark,  my  lord,  the  hugle  '. 
IDA  {peevishly  to  iodolph). 
fou  tell  him  that?  Can  he  not  hear  it 
ur  echo? 

IODOLPH. 

Pardon  me,  fair  baronets ! 

IDA. 

tardon  you,  unless  you  earn  it 
lie  in  my  dissuasion  of 
:  from  the  cliase  to-day. 

aODOLPR. 


You  will  not, 


aid  of  mine. 


lut  you  shall 


ULEIC. 

I  must  not  now 

IDA. 
CLEIC. 

Shall ! 

IDA. 

•  Yes,  or  be 
light. — Come,  dear  Ulric !  yield  to  me 
'  this  one  day;  the  day  looks  heavy, 
re  turn'd  so  pale  and  iU. 

ULIIC. 

You  jest. 

IDA. 

0  not :  ask  of  Rodolph. 

RODOLPH. 

Truly, 

1  ithin  this  quarter  of  an  hour 

changed  more  than  I  e'er  saw  you  cbaoge 

ULIlC. 

'  is  nothing ;  hut  if  't  were,  the  air 
>ii  restore  me.     I  'm  the  true  cameleon, 
lut  on  the  atmosphere;  your  feasts 
Kills,  and  social  banquets,  nurse  not 
-I  'in  a  forester,  and  breather 
f'P  mountain-tops,  w  here  I  love  all 
loves. 


IDA. 

Eicept  hit  prey,  I  Itope. 

ULIIC. 

Sweet  Ida,  wish  me  a  fn\r  chase,  and  I 

Will  bring  you  six  boars'  heads  for  trophiet  home. 

IDA. 

And  will  you  not  stay,  then?    You  shall  not  go  ! 
Come !  I  will  ting  to  you. 

ULIIC 

Ida,  yon  tcarcely 
Will  make  a  soldiers  wife. 

IDA. 

I  do  not  with 
To  be  to ;  for  I  trust  these  wars  are  over. 
And  you  will  Hve  in  peace  on  your  domains. 

Enter  Waaxia,  as  Count  SiBcuiDoaF. 

ULIIC. 

My  father,  I  salute  you,  and  it  grieves  mc 

With  such  brief  greeting. — You  have  heard  our  bugle; 

Tlie  vassals  wait. 

SIEGINDOaF. 

So  let  them — you  forget 
To-morrow  it  the  appointed  festival 
In  Prague,  for  peace  restored.     You  are  apt  to  follow 
The  chase  with  such  an  ardour  a%  will  scarce 
Permit  you  to  return  to-day,  or  if 
Return'd,  too  much  fatigued  to  join  to-morrow 
The  nobles  in  our  marshall'd  ranks. 

ULEIC. 

You,  count. 
Will  well  supply  the  place  of  botli — I  am  not 
A  lover  of  these  pageantries. 

SlIGL^fDOEP. 

No,  Ulric; 
It  were  not  well  that  you  alone  of  all 
Our  young  nobihty 

IDA. 

And  far  the  noblest 
In  aspect  and  demeanour. 

tIBGBNOOlP  (Co  IDA). 

True,  dear  child, 
Though  somewhat  frankly  said  for  a  fair  damsel. — 
but,  Ulric,  recollect  too  our  position. 
So  lately  reinstated  in  our  honours. 
Believe  me,  't  would  be  mark'd  in  any  house. 
But  mott  in  ourSf  that  onk  thould  be  found  wanting 
At  such  a  time  and  place.     Bendes,  the  Heaven 
Which  gave  us  back  our  own,  in  the  same  moment 
It  spread  its  peace  o'er  all,  liath  double  claims 
On  us  for  thanksgiving;  first,  for  our  country, 
And  next,  that  we  are  here  to  share  its  blessings. 

>       ULEIC  {aside). 
Devout,  too !  Well,  sir,  I  obey  at  once. 

[Then  aloud  to  a  servant 
Lndwig,  dismiss  the  train  without .' 

[Exit  LuDwio. 

IDA. 

And  so 
You  yield  at  once  to  him,  what  I  for  hours 
Might  suppUcate  in  vain. 

SIBGENDOEF  (siNlftfl^). 

You  are  not  j(>alous 
Of  me,  I  trust,  my  pretty  rebel  I  who 
W^ould  sanction  disobedience  against  all 
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£xcept  thyself?  Ba|  fear  not,  diou  shall  rule  liim 
Hereafter  with  a  fonder  ivay  md  firmer. 

IDA. 

But  I  should  like  to  gorem  now. 

siKGiifDoar. 

You  shall. 
Your  harp ;  trhieh,  by  the  way,  awaits  you  with 
The  couutcss  in  Iter  cliambcr.     Slie  complains 
Tliat  you  are  a  sad  truant  to  your  music  : 
She  attends  yon. 

IDA. 

Then  good  morrow,  my  kind  kinsmen  ! 
Ulric,  you  *11  come  and  hear  me  7 

ULIIC. 

By  and  by. 

IDA. 

Be  sure  I  '11  sound  it  better  than  your  buglrs; 
Then  pray  you  be  as  punctual  to  its  notes : 
I  'II  pUy  you  King  Gustavus'  march. 

oLaic. 

And  wliy  not 
Old  Tilly's. 

IDA. 

Not  that  monster's !  I  should  think 
My  harp-strings  rang  with  groans,  and  not  with  music, 
Gould  aught  of  his  sound  on  it ; — but  coinn  quickly ; 
Your  motlier  will  be  eager  to  receive  you. 

[Exit  Ida. 

SIKGKIIDOar. 

Ulric,  I  wish  to  speak  with  ynn  alone. 

ui.aic. 
My  time 's  your  vassal. —  {/isitU  to  Bodolpu. 

Rodolpli,  hence !  and  do 
As  I  direct(>d;  and  by  his  best  speed 
And  readiest  means  let  Rosen Ixrg  reply. 

ROnOLPD. 

Gount  Siegrndorf,  command  you  aught?  I  am  bound 
Upon  a  journey  past  the  frontier. 

siJCGBNDoar  (^starts). 
Ah:— 
Where?  on  what  frontier? 

aonoLPH. 

The  Silesian,  on 
My  way — {aside  to  Ulric.)     fFhtrt  shall  I  say  ? 
ULaic  {aside  to  rodolph). 

To  Hamlmrgh. 
{Aside  to  himself.)    That 
Word  will,  I  tliink,  put  a  firm  padlock  on 
His  furdier  inquittition. 

RODOLPH. 

Count,  to  Hamburgh. 
SIKGlxooRF  [agitated). 
Hamburgh!  no,  I  have  nought  to  do  tj^e,  nor 
Am  aught  connected  with  that  city.    Then 
God  speed  you ! 

RODOLPB. 

Fare  ye  well.  Count  Sicgendorf ! 

[Exit  houoLPH. 

SIlGENnORF. 

Ulric,  this  nan,  who  has  just  departed,  is 
One  of  tho<e  strange  compauious,  whom  I  fniii 
Would  reason  with  you  on. 

ITLBIC. 

Mv  lord,  he  is 
Noble  by  birth,  of  one  of  the  first  Iious(?< 
III  Saxon} . 


tlK«K!tM»JP, 

I  talk  not  of  bis  birth. 
But  of  his  bearing.    Men  spoik  lightly  of  ki 

VLAkC 

So  tliey  will  do  of  most  men.  Even  tlw  mm 
Is  not  fenced  from  his  chamberlain's  slaodci 
The  sneer  of  the  last  courtier  whom  he  has  i 
Great  and  un^ratefnl. 

•tbgiudoi^. 
If  I  must  be  pbun, 
The  world  «ipeaks  more  than  lightly  of  this  I 
They  say  he  is  leagued  with  the  «  black  baodp 
Ravage  the  frontier. 

uLaic. 
And  will  you  believe 
The  world? 

.SIKGKICDOar. 

In  this  case — yes. 

CLBfC 

In  nny  case, 
I  thought  you  knew  it  better  tliaa  to  ukc 
All  accusation  for  a  sentence. 

siiGK.NDoar. 
Son! 

I  iiiulerstnnd  you :  you  refer  to bat 

My  destiny  has  so  involved  about  me 
IliT  <>i)ider  Mob,  that  I  can  only  tluttrr 
Like  the  poor  tly,  but  break  it  noL     Take  hci 
Ulric ;  yuu  have  seen  to  what  tlie  passions  led 
twenty  long  years  of  misery  and  fjamine 
^nienchd  them  not — twenty  thousand  morr, i 
Hereafter  (or  even  here  in  moments  which 
3liglii  data  for  years,  did  anguish  make  the  d 
May  not  obliterate  or  evpiatc 
The  madness  and  dishonour  uf  an  instant. 
Ulric,  be  wani'd  by  a  father ! — I  was  not 
By  mine,  and  you  behold  me  ! 

ULRIC.  - 

I  behold 

The  prosperous  and  l)elo>ed  Sicgendorf, 
Lord  of  a  prinrc's  appanage,  and  honunr'd 
Uy  those  he  rules,  and  those  he  ranks  witli. 

SIEGRJIDORP. 

Ah 
Why  ^ilt  thou  call  me  prosperous,  while  I  fr'd 
For  thee?  Beloved,  when  thou  lowest  me  nut! 
All  hearts  but  one  may  beat  in  kinducits  for  id 
But  if  my  son's  is  cold !— — 

L'LRIC. 

Who  dare  say  tlu 

SIEGBNDORP. 

Noue  elw^  but  I,  who  sec  it^-feel  it — keener 
Than  would  your  adversary,  who  dannl  vay  so, 
Your  ««ibre  in  his  heart !  But  mine  survives 
The  wound. 

VLRIC. 

You  err.     My  nature  is  not  ^ven 
To  outward  fondhng;  how  sliould  it  be  so. 
After  twelve  years'  divorcement  from  my  ivirri 

SIBGKNDORP. 

And  did  not  I  too  pass  thoi^e  twelve  torn  years 

III  a  like  absence?  But 't  is  vain  to  urge  vou 

Nature  was  never  calfd  Iwck  by  ronioiistrancc 
U-t  ■>  cliange  the  theme.  I  wish  you  to  coii*i« 
That  thcM.'  young  violent  nobler  of  high  iiuiiif*. 
But  «lark  deeds  (ay,  the  darkest,  if  aU  rumour 


Reports  be  true),  with  vhom  thoa  coiwortetl, 
Vill  lead  thee 

ULRIC  (liM|Nl(iei»tI/). 

I  'JI  h^Ud  by  DO  num. 

SIMIHOOAF. 

Nor 
Be  leader  of  such,  I  vould  hope :  at  onee 
To  weao  thee  from  the  perib  of  thy  fonth 
And  haujhiy  spirit,  I  liave  thought  it  veil 
That  thou  should'st  wed  the  lady  Ida^more, 
As  thou  appeatftt  to  love  her. 

OLEIC. 

I  luive  said 
I  will  obey  your  orders,  were  they  to 
Unite  with  Hecate — can  a  son  say  more? 

SIBOKNDOaF. 

Ue  says  too  much  in  saying  this.     It  is  not 

The  nature  of  thine  age,  nor  of  thy  blood, 

Nor  of  thy  temperament,  to  talk  so  coolly, 

Or  act  so  careleuly,  in  that  which  is 

Tlie  bloom  or  bliglit  of  all  men's  happiocti 

(For  glory's  pillow  is  but  restless  if 

Love  lay  not  down  his  cheek  there) :  soma  Mroog  bias. 

Some  master  hend  is  in  tliy  service,  to 

Misrule  the  mortal  who  believes  him  shte, 

And  makes  his  every  thought  subservient ;  else 

Thou  'dst  Hay  at  once,  m  I  love  young  Ida,  and 

tVill  wed  hcr,»  or,  «  1  love  her  iu>t,  and  all 

The  powers  of  earth  sliall  never  make  me.* — So 

Woald  1  have  answer'd. 

oijtic. 

Sir,  yom  «M«I  for  lo«r. 
stioENDoar. 
I  did,  and  it  ha)(  been  my  only  refuge 
In  many  miseries.        .  r 

ULIIC 

Which  miseriM 
Had  never  been  but  for  this  love-match. 

siioaaoov. 

Still 
Against  your  aje  and  nature!  who  at  twenty 
E'er  answer'd  thua4ill  now? 

OLaic. 

Did  you  not  warn  me 
Again&I  your  own  example? 

SIlCKNOOir. 

Boyish  sophist ! 
I    in  a  word,  do  yon  love,  or  love  not,  Ida  ? 

ULEJC 

What  matters  it,  if  I  am  ready  to 
Obey  you  in  espousing  her  ? 

SIlGKHDOar. 

As  for 

As  you  feel,  nothing,  but  all  life  for  her. 
She  '5  young — all-beautiful — adores  you — is 
Endow'd  with  qualities  to  give  happiness. 
Such  as  rounds  common  life  into  a  dream 
Of  something  wluch  yonr  poets  cannot  paint. 
And  (if  it  were  not  wisdom  to  love  virtue) 
For  which  philosophy  might  barter  wisdom ; 
And  giving  so  much  happiness  deserves 
A  little  in  return.     I  would  not  have  her 
Break  her  heart  for  a  man  who  has  none  to  break. 
Or  wither  on  her  stalk  like  some  pale roae 
Deserted  by  I  lie  bird  she  thought  a  nightingale. 
According  to  the  Orient  tale.     She  is— — 


r  VLiic. 

The  daughter  of  dead  Stralenheim,  yonr  foe! 
I  '11  wed  her,  ne'erthelets ;  thou^,  to  say  truth, 
Juiit  now  I  am  not  violently  tran^>orted 
In  favour  of  such  unions. 

siiGinooar. 

But  she  loves  you. 
ouiic. 
And  I  love  her,  and  therefore  would  think  hvi'ce. 

StIGKIIOORF. 

Alaa!  Love neverifiii so. 

ULIIC. 

Then 't  is  time 
He  should  begin,  and  uke  the  bandage  from 
His  eyes,  and  look  before  he  Ieap4 :  till  now 
Ue  hath  ta'cn  a  jump  i*  the  dark. 

Sil«IN0OaF. 

But  you  comeni  ? 
DLaic. 
I  did  and  do. 

•itamooar. 
Tlien  Rx  the  day. 
ULaic 

T  is  usual. 
And,  eertes,  courteous,  to  leave  that  to  the  lady. 

SIIOINDOir. 

/  will  engage  for  her. 

ULltC. 

So  wiU  not  / 
For  any  woman ;  and  as  what  I  fix, 
I  foin  would  see  unshaken,  when  she  gives 
Her  answer,  I'll  give  mine. 

ttxaiNDoar. 

But 't  is  your  office 
To  vroo. 

ULaic. 
Coimt,  't  is  a  marriage  of  yonr  making. 
So  be  it  of  yonr  wooing ;  but  .to  please  yon 
I  will  now  pay  my  duty  to  my  mother, 
With  whom,  yon  know,  the  lady  Ida  is — 
Wliat  would  you  have  ?    You  have  forbid  my  stirring 
For  manly  sports-beyond  the  castle  walls. 
And  I  obey ;  you  bid  me  turn  a  diamberer. 
To  pick  up  gloves,  and^ns,  and  knitting>needles. 
And  list  to  songs  and  tunes,  and  watch  for  smiles. 
And  smile  at  pretty  prattle,  and  look  into 
The  eyes  of  fcminie,  as  though  they  were 
Tlie  stars  receding  early  to  our  wish 
Upon  the  dawn  of  a  world-winning  battle — 
What  can  a  sou  or  man  do  more?  [£xif  Uuiic. 

siioiMooaF  (solau). 

Too  much ! — 
Too  much  of  dpty  and  too  little  love  ! 
He  pays  me  in  the  coin  he  owes  me  not  : 
For  such  hath  been  my  wayward  fate,  I  could  not 
Fulfil  a  parent's  duties  by  his  side 
Till  now ;  but  love  he  owes  me,  for  my  thoughts 
Ne'er  left  him,  nor  my  eyes  long'd  without  tears 
To  see  my  child  again,  and  now  I  have  found  him  ! 
But  how?  obedient,  but  with  coldness;  duteous 
In  my  sight,  but  with  carele^snets ;  mysterious. 
Abstracted — distant — much  given  to  long  abaence, 
And  where— none  iuiow — in  league  « ith  tlie  mokt  riotous 
Of  our  young  nobles :  though,  to  do  him  juMice, 
He  never  stoops  down  to  their  vulgar  pleasures; 
Yet  there 's  some  tie  batwaen  them  which  I  mnnot 
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CnrmTeL    They  look  up  to  hitti—- epi 
Tliroii|[  round  him  at  a  leader:  bnf  vith  am 
He  hath  no  confidence !    Ah!  can  I  hope  it 
Alter^vhat !  doth  my  htbet^i  cnne  defend 
Even  to  my  child?  Or  it  the  HonQarian  near 
To  thed  more  blood,  or — oh !  if  it  should  be ! 
Spirit  of  Stralenheim,  dost  thou  walk  these  walls 
To  wither  him  and  his — who,  though  they  slew  n^t, 
Unlatch'd  the  door  of  death  for  theeT    T  was  not 
Our  fault,  nor  is  our  sin :  thon  w«rt  our  foe, 
And  yet  1  spared  thee  when  my  own  destmctioll   ^ 
Slept  with  diee,  to  awake  with  thine  awakening!  % 
And  only  took — accursed  gold !  thou  iiest 
Like  poison  in  my  hands ;  I  dare  not  use  thee, 
Nor  part  from  diee ;  thou  camest  in  such  a  guise, 
Methinks  thou  wouldst  contaminate  all  hands 
Like  mine.    Yet  I  liave  done,  to  atone  for  thee, 
Thon  rillanons  gold !  and  thy  dead  master's  doom, 
Thou^  he  died  not  by  me  or  mine,  as  much 
As  if  he  were  my  brother !  I  have  ta'en 
His  orphan  Ida — cherish'd  her  as  one 
Who  will  be  mine. 

Enier  an  A-mirDAirr. 

ATTINDAirr. 

The  abbot,  if  it  please 
Toor  excellency,  whom  you  sent  for,  waits 
Upon  yon.  [Exit  Amif  oant. 


Enter  ^  Patot  AbMiT. 

Mioi  ALBiar. 
Peace  be  with  these  walls,  and  all 
Withm  them ! 

SIIGENDORF. 

Welcome,  welcome,  holy  father! 
And  may  thy  prayer  be  heard  I — all  men  have  need 

Of  such,  aud  I 

raioa  ALiiiT. 
Have  the  first  claim  to  all 
The  prayers  of  onr  community.    Our  convent. 
Erected  by  your  ancestors,  is  still 
Pjrotected  b]f  their  children. 

SIIGIIIDOaF. 

Yes,  goo4^ther; 
Continue  daily  orisons  far  us 
In  these  dim  dap  of  heresies  and  blood, 
Though  the  schismatic  Swede,  Gustavus,  is 
Gone  home. 

paioa  ALBiar. 
To  the  endless  home  of  unbelievers. 
Where  there  is  everlasting  wail  and  woe, 
Gnashing  of  teeth,  and  tears  of  blood,  and  fire 
Eternal,  and  the  worm  which  dicth  notf^ 

SItGENDOar. 

Frue,  father:  and  to  avert  those  pangs  from  one. 
Who,  though  of  our  most  faultless,  holy  church, 
fet  died  without  its  last  and  dearest  offices, 
iVhich  smoothe  the  soul  through  pufnatorial  pains, 
I  have  to  offer  humbly  this  donation 
n  masses  for  his  spirit. 

[SiBSiNDoar  oj^ers  the  gold  wltich  he  had  taken 

from  STaALBNDBIM. 

PBIOR  ALBBBT. 
CoDQl,  if  f 

leceive  it,  't  is  because  I  know  too  well 
Lefusal  would  offend  yoou    Be  assured 


The  largsai  dWl  IM  Ml)' Aftll  !■' 

And  every  mnat  BO  letB  aamg  for  the 

Our  house  needs  n6  da<pwl<iin»  tbmaikM  to  yofs 

Which  has  of  0M  endc^d  ^t||^al  from  yon 

And  youn in  all  meet  AiHgB  Tit  fit  we  obey. 

For  whom  diall  mass  be  said? 

nstfSitoov  {fitiuHm^ 
♦  tot — far— the  dot 

mot  AtSStT. 

Hianame? 

T  is  from  a  abaJ,  And  not  a  auae, 
I  would  avert  perdition. 

MlOB  ALBKET. 

t  mennt  not 
To  pry  into  your  secret.     We  wrill  pray 
For  one  unknown,  the  saute  na  for  Che  prondetL 

niABHooftr. 
Secret!  I hat)e  none ;  bat, father,  he  wbo  *s  ^aoe 
Might  J^|p«  one ;  or,  In  dkorC,  be  £d  bequealh — 
No,  not  bequeath-'bat  I  beateir  diisewB 
For  piou^  purposes. 

PBIOE  ALBBBT. 

A  proper  deed 
In  the  behalf  of.our  depajte4  firienda. 

siBaivbow. 
But  he,  who  *s  gone,  was  not  my  friend,  bnc  foe. 
The  deadliest  and  die  staoncheat. 

nUOB  AIABBT. 

Betferstai! 
To  employ  onr  means  to  obtain  hcBTen  for  the  sodi 
Of  our  dead  enemies,  is  worthy  those 
Who  can  forgive  them  living. 

SIB«BN0OBr. 

But  I  did  not 

Forgive  this  man.    I  loathed  him  to  the  hut. 
As  he  did  me.     I  do  not  love  hina  now. 
But 

PBIOa  ALEBBT. 

Best  of  all !  for  this  is  pure  religiott! 
You  fain  would  rescue  him  you  hate  from  hdl — 
An  evangelical  compassion  !— with 
Tour  own  gold  too  ! 

SlBGBNDOar. 

Father,  *t  ia  not  my  gold. 

PBIOB  ALBBBT. 

Whose  then?  you  said  it  was  no  legpacy. 

sraeBtrooEr.  ^ 

No  matter  whose — of  (his  be  sure,  that  he 
Who  own'd  it  never  more  will  need  it,  sere 
In  that  which  it  may  purchase  from  your  altars : 
*T  is  yours,  or  theirs. 

Paioa  ALBBBT. 

Is  there  no  blood  upon  itT 

SIBGEIIDOBF. 

No :  but  there 's  worse  than  blood — etemaJ 

PBlOB  ALBBBT. 

Did  be  who  own'd  it  die  in  ins  hedl 

SfBGBNDOar. 

AJba! 

He  did. 

FBIoa  ALBBBT. 

Son !  you  relapse  into  revenge. 
If  you  regret  your  eneray^s  bloodlesa  death. 

siBGBfrooar. 
His  death  was  fothomloMly  deep  in  blood. 
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PBIOl  ALBCir. 

You  said  he  died  in  his  bed,  not  battle. 

»u«Kjiooar. 

He 
Dird,  I  scarce  know— bnt — be  iru  ttabb'd  i'  tlie  dark 
Aud  now  you  tiave  it — perish'd  on  bis  pillow 
by  a  ciit-ilmiat ! — ay  !  you  may  look  upon  mr ! 
/  um  not  tlie  man.     I U  meet  your  tje  on  that  point. 
As  1  can  one  day  Cod'. 

paioa  ALMir. 
Nor  did  he  die 
Ity  m<>an<i,  or  men,  or  instrument  of  yours  ? 

SIIGIMDORF. 

No !  by  the  God  who  sees  and  strike* ! 

PlIOl  ALBIRT. 

Nor  know  ynu 
Who  slew  him  T 

siBGtNtMar. 
I  could  only  guest  at  one. 
And  he  to  me  a  stranger,  unconnectefl,  » 

A>  uiirinploy'd.     Except  by  one  day's  knowledge, 
I  never  \;ii»  the  man  ^ho  wax  suspected. 

PBloa  ALBBKT. 

Then  you  arc  free  frum  guilt. 

iiE0K?iDOiF  (eagerly). 

Ob!«mII— Bay' 

PBIOB  ALBBBT. 

Tou  have  said  so,  and  know  beaC 

siigbndobV. 

Father !  I  bare  spoken 
Tlie  truth,  and  nought  but  truth^  if  not  the  whole : 
Yet  sny  I  am  not  i;uilty!  for  the  blood 
Of  tWi*  man  weiglis  on  me,  as  if  I  shed  it. 
Though  by  the  power  who  abhorreth  human  blood, 
I  did  not ! — nay,  once  spared  it,  when  I  miglit 
And  could— ay,  perhaps  Aould — (if  our  self-safety 
Be  e'er  excusable  in  such  defences 
A(;ain<it  the  attacks  of  over-potent  foes); 
but  pray  for  him,  for  me,  and  all  my  house ; 
^  For,  as  I  said,  though  I  be  innocent, 
I  know  not  >»liy,  a  like  remorse  is  on  mc 
As  if  1m  had  f.illen  by  me  or  mine.     Pray  for  me. 
Father!  1  ha\c  pray'd  myself  in  vain. 

PBIOB  ALBBBT. 

I  will. 
Re  comforted  1    You  are  innocent,  and  should 
Be  calm  as  innocence. 

SIBOBNDOBF. 

But  calmness  is  not 
Alway*'  the  attribute  of  innocence: 
I  feci  it  it  not. 

PBIOB  ALBBBT. 

But  it  will  be  so. 
When  the  mind  gathers  up  its  truth  within  it. 
Rememlier  the  great  festival  tonnorrow. 
In  which  you  rank  amidst  our  chiefest  nobles,       , 
As  well  as  your  brave  son ;  and  smoothe  your  aspect ; 
Nor  ill  the  general  orison  of  thanks 
For  lllood^hcd  htopt,  let  blood,  you  shed  not,  rise 
A  cloud  upon  your  thoughts.     This  were  to  be 
Too  sensitive.     Take  comfort,  and  forget 
Such  things,  and  leave  remorse  unto  tbe  goilty. 

[Exeunt 


*         ACT  V. 

SCENE    I. 

« 

A  large  and  magnificeHt  GoAic  Hall  in  the  Ca$tie  of 
Siegendorf,  decorated  witii  Trophies,  Banners,  and 
Arms  of  that  Familj, 

Enter  Abnhbim  and  Mbistbb,  AtUndanU  ofCofun 

SiBOBKDOBP. 
ABHIBIII. 

Be  quick !  the  count  will  soon  fetam :  th«  kdies 
Alfwdy  arc  at  the  portal.     Have  you  sent 
The  messengers  in  search  of  him  he  teeks  for  T 

MBISTBB. 

I  liave,  in  all  directions,  over  Prague, 

As  far  as  the  man's  dress  and  figure  couU 

By  your  description  track  him.    The  devil  uke 

These  revels  and  processions !     All  the  pleamrt 

(If  such  there  be)  must  fall  to  the  spectators. 

I  'm  sure  none  doth  to  us  vho  make  the  ihoir. 

ABNHEIM. 

Co  to !  my  lady  countess  comes. 

MBISTBB. 

I'dnther 
Ride  a  day's  hunting  on  an  outworn  jade, 
Tlian  follow  in  the  train  of  a  great  man 
In  these  dull  pageantries. 

ABHBBIM. 

Be  gone,  and  rail 
Within.  [Exeunt 

Enter  0ie  Countbss  Jobbphiiib  8uob.*(I>obp  and  Ida 
Stbalbhhbim. 


iOSBPHlMB. 

Well,  Heaven  be  praised,  the  show  is  over ! 

IDA. 

How  can  you  say  so !     Never  have  I  dreamt 

Of  aught  so  beautiful !.   The  flowers,  the  bougba. 

The  banners,  and  the  nobles,  and  the  kuiglits. 

The  gemb,  the  robes,  the  plumes,  the  bsppy  fBces, 

The  coursers,  and  the  incense,  aud  the  sun, 

Streaming  through  the  staiu'd  windows,  even  the  lon^ 

Which  look'd  so  calm,  and  the  celestial  hymns, 

Which  seem'd  as  if  they  rather  camie  from  heaven 

Than  mounted  there.    The  bursting  organ's  peal 

Boiling  on  high  hke  an  harmoniouB  thunder; 

The  white  robes,  and  tbe  lifted  eyes;  tbe  worid 

At  peace !  and  all  at  peace  with  one  another ! 

Oh,  my  sweet  mother !  [EwUtracing  Josbpbiiib. 

lOBBPIIHB. 

My  beloved  child ! 
For  such,  I  tniBl,  thou  abalt  be  shortly. 

IDA. 

Oh! 
I  am  so  already.     Feel  how  my  heart  beats  ! 

lOiBPHINB. 

It  does,  my  love;  and  never  may  it  throb 
With  aught  more  bitter ! 

IDA. 

Never  shall  it  do  so ! 
How  should  it?    \^liat  should  make  lu grieve?   I  kate 
To  hear  of  sorrovr :  how  can  we  be  snd. 
Who  love  each  other  so  entirely  ?     You, 
Tlie  count,  and  Ulric,  aud  your  daugliter,  Ida. 


BVRON-S  WpRKS. 


Lit,  ahoir  all,  lime  nirF  ■»]  hrarj  jITcU, 

bich  mikr  mj  bcnil  and  hrait  aclir,  u  bolb 

Bcrmlh  liuit  eliltcr  o'er  my  bn>w  aiul  laac 


Vf  rod'  round  the  othrf  vay 

if  I  en  DM,  DOI  ■  oimile  (ion 

I  heard  Hb  RicFllcdcy,  r\lh  lii>  train, 

1  o'er  tLr  wefil  dnwbfidge. 


ic  fptmdi^jr  dreaed- 


Bui  I  cin  iwin 
^BiTltwa^iM  o/bim  inio  vordt  w  ]>< 


BuL  I  cuinsi  think 

Iba  vocld'i  gjc,  u  goodly.     Tben  'i,  tor  iniiaDcc, 
"  ""      "  WaldorF,  ulio  scarce  ODM  Bilhilrtit 


apttaar<rilh  tb«  pcapJe'e. 
if  hsmi,  (IthBiieh  I  looli 


Uy  dolinio.  wen  wocei) 
1  nai  be  ci.B"'nl  ' 
may  lead  mc  Uier 


LJtIea!— Thechurch  vitllirong'di  Ihcbymi 
•  Tit  Dfiini  ■  prai'd  From  nilioai,  ralhcr  ihsi 
Fcom  clioin.  in  ode  Bnal  cry  of  •  God  be  pi 
Far  one  day'j  peace,  ifttr  thrice  Ira  dread  y 
EaDhblDDdictlliBalluFDniier;  I  aroK, 
Willi  all  ihe  nobJes,  and  at  I  lookd  down 
Alone  (lie  lioES  qF  iiUcA  fica.— From 


WERNER. 


4ai 


.e  a  flash  of  lishtninc  (for  I 

;nt,  and  no  more),  vhat  struck  me  u^U* 

[se — the  Ilun(;arian's  face;  I  Q[rew 

id  when  I  recover'd  from  the  mist 

curfd  about  my  senses,  and  again 

down,  I  Kaw  him  not.     Tlic  tliankitgivuic 

>r,  and  we  marcli'd  back  in  procession. 

ULRIC. 

le. 

siioiniwir. 
When  we  reach'd  the  Muldau  s  brtdfe, 
ons  crowd  above,  the  numberless 
nann* d  with  revellers  in  their  best  (pirbs, 
shot  along  the  glancing  tide  below, 
rorated  street,  the  long  array, 
sliiug  music,  and  the  thiaodering 
irtillery,  which  seem'd  to  bid 
and  loud  farewell  to  its  great  doings, 
odards  o'er  me,  and  the  tramplings  round, 
ir  of  rushing  thousands,  all — all  could  not 
his  man  from  my  mind;  although  my 
;cr  held  him  pal)Kil)le.  * 

ULRIC. 

You  taw  him 
re,  then? 

MiGiifboiF. 
I  look'd,  as  a  dying  soldier      • 
It  a  draught  of  water,  for  this  man ; 
II I  saw  him  not ;  but  in  his  stead— > 

ULBIC. 

n  his  stead? 

siiGianoar. 
My  eye  for  ever  fell 
rour  dancing  crest ;  the  loftiest, 
the  loftiest  and  the  loveliest  head 
the  highest  of  the  stream  of  plumes, 
overflow'd  the  glittering  streets  of  Prague. 

ULRkc. 
s  this  to  the  Hungarian? 

SIEGINDOar. 

Much,  for  I 
most  then  forgot  him  in  my  son, 
just  as  the  artillery  ceased,  and  paused 
usic,  and  the  crowd  embraced  in  lieu 
lilting,  I  heard  in  a  deep,  low  voice, 
't  and  keener  hir  upon  my  ear 
he  late  cannon's  Tolume,  this  word — •Werner !n 

ULllC. 

Iby 

8IBOBNI>Oir. 

Him  1 1  tum'd— and  saw--«id  fell. 

ULRIC. 

herefore  ?  Were  you  seen  ? 

8IEGIND0RF. 

Tlie  officious  care 
>se  around  me  dragg'd  me  from  tlie  spot, 
;  my  faintness,  ignorant  of  the  cause; 
oo,  were  too  remote  in  the  procession 
>ld  nobles  being  divided  from  their  childieo) 
1  mr. 

ULRIC. 

But  I  '11  aid  you  now. 

8IBGI.1IDORF. 

In  what? 

ULRIC. 

rching  for  this  man,  or when  he*s  found. 


Whall  shall  ve  ^  with  him  J 

SIIGIHI>ORr. 

I  know  not  that 

ULRIC 

Then  wherefore  seek  ? 

SIIGENDORF. 

Because  I  cannot  rest 
Till  he  is  found.     His  fate,  and  Stralcnheim's, 
And  ours,  seem  intertwisted  ;  nor  can  be 
Unraveird,  tiU 

Enter  an  Attkndant. 

ATTENDANT. 

A  Stranger,  to  wait  ou 
Your  Excellency. 

SIEGINDORF. 

Who? 

ATTENDANT. 

He  gave  no  name. 

SIIGENDORF. 

Admit  him,  ne'ertheless. 

[The  Attendant  menNittce«  Garor,  and  afUr- 
wards  exit. 

Ah! 

OABOR. 

T  is,  then,  Werner  I 

SIEGINDORF  (JutUghtHf). 

The  same  you  knew,  sir,  by  that  name;  and  you  J 

OABOR  {looking  roMii^. 
I  recognise  you  both ;  father  and  son. 
It  seems.    Count,  I  have  heard  that  you,  or  yonrs, 
Have  lately  been  in  search  of  me:  I  am  here. 

SIBGBNDORF. 

1  have  sought  you,  and  have  found  yon ;  you  are  charged 

(Your  own  heart  may  inform  you  why)  with  such 

A  crime  as [Be  pauses. 

OABOR. 

Give  it  utterance,  and  then 
1  'U  meet  the  consequences. 

SIBGBNDORF. 

You  shall  do  so— 
Unless 

GABOB. 

First,  who  accuses  me? 

SIBGBNDORF. 

Ail  things, 
If  not  all  men :  the  universal  mmour— 
My  own  presence  on  the  spot— the  pbce— the  time— 
And  every  speck  of  circumslance  unite 
To  fix  the  blot  on  you. 

GABOB. 

And  on  me  onfyf 
Pause  ere  you  answer :  is  no  other  name. 
Save  mine,suin'd  in  this  business? 

SIBGBNDOBF. 

Trifling  villain ! 
Who  play^st  with  thine  own  guilt!  Of  all  that  breathe 
Thou  best  dost  know  the  innocence  of  him 
'Gainut  whom  thy  breath  woukl  blow  thy  bloody  ^nder. 

(But  I  will  talk  no  further  with  a  wretch. 
Further  than  justice  asks.     Answer  at  once. 
And  without  quibbling,  to  my  charge. 

OABOB. 

Tit  false! 

SIBGBNOOBF. 

Who  says  to? 


4^!! 
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OABOa.  ^ 

siiMNiMar. 
And  how  di^rove  it? 

OAtOl. 

By 

The  pretence  of  the  murderer. 

fiMUooar. 

Name  him! 

CABOl. 


He 


May  have  more  names  than  one.  Tour  lordship  had  so 
Once  on  a  time. 

siieiHDOEr. 

If  you  mean  me,  I  dare 
Your  utmost 

OABoa. 
You  may  do  so,  and  in  s^ty : 
I  know  the  assassin. 

siKGKifooar. 
W^ere  is  he  ? 
GABoi  {pointing  to  uleic). 

Beside  you! 

[Uliic  rushes  forward  to  attack  Gaboe;  Sibgbn- 
Doar  interposes. 

,   siiGiNDoar. 
Liar  and  fiend !  but  yon  shall  not  be  slain ; 
These  walls  are  mine,  and  you  are  safe  within  them. 

[Me  turns  to  Ulbic. 
Ulric,  repel  this  calipnny,  as  I 
Will  do.    I  avow  it  li  a  g[rowth  so  monstrous, 
I  could  not  deem  it  earth-born :  but,  be  calm ; 
It  will  refute  itself.    But  touch  him  not. 

[Uleic  endeavours  to  compose  himself. 

OABOE. 

Look  at  him,  count,  and  then  hear  me. 

siKOEifDoar 
{first  to  GAEOE,  and  then  looking  at  uleic). 

I  hear  thee. 
BIy  God !  yon  look 

ULEIC 

HowT 

SUGBNOOEr. 

As  on  that  dread  night 
When  we  met  in  the  garden. 

ULUic  (composes  himself}, 
•    It  is  nothing. 

GABOE. 

Count,  you  are  bound  to  hear  me.    I  came  hither 
Not  seeking  you,  but  sought.    When  I  knell  down 
Amidst  the  people  in  the  church,  I  dream'd  not 
To  find  the  beggar'd  Werner  in  the  seat 
Of  senators  and  princes;  but  you  have  call'd  me, 
And  we  have  met. 

SIEOENDOar. 

Go  on,  sir. 

•ABOE. 

Ere  I  do  so. 
Allow  me  to  inqwirt  who  profited 
By  Stralenhein's  death  1  Was  *t  I— as  poor  as  tvcr ; 
And  poorer  by  suspicion  on  my  name. 
The  baron  lost  in  .that  last  outrage  neither 
Jewels  nor  gold;  his  life  alone  was  sought~> 
A  life  whicii  stood  between  the  claims  of  others 
To  honours  and  esutes,  scarce  less  than  princely. 


These  hints,  as  va^ie  as  vain,  attach  no  Itss 

To  me  than  to  my  son. 

ffABoa. 

I  can*t  help  that. 
But  let  the  consequence  alight  on  him 
Who  feels  himself  the  guilty  one  amongst  as. 
I  speak  to  yon.  Count  Siegendorf,  because 
I  know  you  innocent,  and  deem  you  just. 
But  ere  I  can  proceed— Hare  you  protect  me?- 
Dare  you  command  me  T 

[SiBOKNOOEr/rsC  looks  at  Ae  ffuMgarioM,  a 
at  Uleic,  who  has  umbmekUd  his  smkn 
drawing  lines  wUh  it  om.  tkaJUor^HUi 
shea^. 

ULEic  {looks  m$  hisfmUmr  and  says). 
Let  the  man  go  ba ! 

OABOa. 

[  am  unarm'd,  OMMC->bid  your  aoo  lay  dowa 
Uis  sabre, 

ULEIC  {offers  it  to  him  ooeUoaaptwmdy). 
Take  U. 

OABOE. 

No,  sir;  *t  is  enough 
That  we  are  both  unarm'd — I  would  not  chuie 
To  wear  a  steel  which  mij#i  st^'d  with  more 
Blood  than  came  there  in  battle. 

DLEic  (castf  the  sahrofrom  him  in  contempt 

It— or  seme 
Such  other  weapon,  in  my  hands — spared  yoon 
Once,  when  disarm'd  and  at  my  Oiercy. 

GAEOE. 

True— 
I  have  not  forgotten  it:  you  spared  me  fbr 
Your  own  especial  purpose — to  ansiain 
An  ignominy  not  my  own. 

ULEIC 

Proceed. 

The  tale  is  doubtless  worthy  the  relater. 
But  is  it  of  my  father  to  hear  further! 

[roSiKU 
siEGKNboEF  {takcs  his  son  by  the  hand). 
My  son !  I  know  mine  own  innocence — and  douk 
Of  yours— but  I  have  promised  this  man  patieac 
Let  him  continue. " 

GABOE. 

I  will  not  detain  you 
By  speaking  of  myself  much ;  I  began 
Life  early— and  am  what  the  world  has  made  m 
At  Frankfort,  on  the  Oder,  where  I  pass'd 
A  winter  in  obscurity,  it  was 
My  chance  at  several  places  of  resort 
(Which  I  frequented  sometimes,  but  not  often) 
To  hear  related  a  strange  circumstance, 
la  February  last.     A  martial  force, 
Sent  by  the  slate,  had,  after  strong  resistance, 
Secured  a  band  of  desperate  men,  supposed 
Marauders  from  the  hostile  camp.— They  prove 
However,  not  to  be  so— but  banditti. 
Whom  cither  accident  or  enterprise 
Had  earried  from  their  usual  liaunt — the  forest 
Which  skirt  Bohemia— even  into  Lusatia. 
Many  amongst  them  were  reported  of 
High  rank — and  martial  law  slept  for  a  time. 
At  last  they  vere  escorted  o'er  the  frontiers. 
And  placed  beneath  the  civil  jurisdiction 
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.'  town  of  Frankfbft.    Of  Aeir  fate, 
more. 

sitGtNDoar. 
And  what  U  thia  to  UlricT 
GABoa. 
bem  there  was  said  to  be  one  man 
ful  endowments: — birth  and  fortune, 
riifjth,  and  l>esiuty,  almost  superhuman, 
(;e  as  unrivalKd,  were  proclaim'd 
public  rumour ;  and  his  sway, 
ver  his  associates  but 
.  was  attributed  to  witchcraft. 
[lis  influence: — I  have  no  (jreat  faith 
(jic  s.i\r  that  of  the  mine — 
deem'd  him  wealthy. — But  my  soul 
d  with  various  feelings  to  seek  out 
(^,  if  only  to  behold  him. 

8iKGE?inoar. 
m  so? 

GABOB. 

You  'II  hear.    Chance  faTOur'd  me : 
affray  in  the  public  square 
i\s  lojjethf  r— it  was  one  of  those 
>»  hern  men's  souls  look  out  of  them, 
them  as  they  are— even  in  their  Bices : 
ut  my  eye  met  his— I  exclaim'd 
le  man  !»  ihou(;h  he  was  then,  as  since, 
tohlcs  of  tlie  city.     I  felt  sure 
;rr'd,  and  watch'd  him  long  and  nearly : 
vn  his  form — his  gesture— features, 
J  bearing — and  amidst  them  all, 
V  natural  and  acquired  distinction, 
cern,  methought,  the  assassin's  eye 
tor's  heart. 

iTLRic  (smiliny). 
The  tale  sounds  well. 

GABOa. 

ound  better. — lie  appear'd  to  me 
se  bein^  to  whom  Fortune  bends 
I  to  the  daring — and  on  whom 
if  others  oft  depend;  l>esides, 
ibahle  sensation  drew  me 
s  man,  as  if  my  point  of  fortune 
fixd  by  him— There  I  was  wrong. 

SIEGBMDOBF. 

lot  be  right  now. 

GABOB. 

I  foHow'd  him— 
■4  notice — and  obtain'd  it— 
I  his  frieiiilsliip.— it  was  his  intention 
(•  ritv  privately — we  left  it 
ami  together  we  arrived 
•  to>»n  >»here  Werner  was  concealed, 

iiJK'ini  was  succourd Now  we  are  on 

-dare  you  hear  further? 

SlEGB?IDOBP. 

I  must  do  BO— 

leard  too  much. 

GABOB. 

I  saw  in  you 
ive  his  station — and  if  not 
now  I  find  you,  in  my  then 
iv — t  was  that  I  had  rarely  seen 
s  you  appear'd  in  height  of  mind, 
t  high  of  vkorldly  rank;  you  were 
I  to  all  save  rags— I  would  have  shared 


My  pune,  thoafh  slender,  with  you— yon  refused  it 

SIEGBNI>OBr. 

Doth  my  refusal  make  a  debt  to  yon, 
That  thus  you  lu^e  it? 

OAiOB. 

Still  you  owe  me  something. 
Though  not  for  that— and  I  owed  you  my  safely. 
At  least  my  seeming  safety— when  the  slaves 
Of  Stralenheim  pursued  me  on  the  grounds 
That  /  bad  robb'd  him. 

SIBCBNDOtr. 

I  conceard  you — I 
Whom,  and  whose  house, you  arraign,  reviving  viper! 

GABOB. 

I  accuse  no  man— save  in  my  defence. 
You,  count!  have  made  younelf  accuser— judge^ 
Your  hall 's  my  court,  your  licart  is  my  tribunal. 
Be  just,  and  /'il  be  merciful. 

SIBGB.IDOIF. 

Ton  mercifol ! 
You !  base  calumniator! 

.  GABOB. 

I.     T  will  rest 
With  me  at  last  to  be  so.     You  conceaFd  me — 
In  secret  passages  known  to  yourself. 
You  said,  and  to  none  eUe.     At  dead  of  night. 
Weary  with.wafching  in  the  dark,  and  dubious 
Of  tracing  back  my  way— I  saw  a  glimmer 
Through  distant  crannies  of  a  twinkling  light. 
1  follow'd  it,  and  rcach'd  a  door — a  secret 
Portal— which  open'd  to  the  chambeifwhere. 
With  cautious  hand  and  slow,  haviiig  first  undone 
An  much  as  made  a  crevice  of  tho  faiftening, 
I  look'd  through,  and  belield  a  purple  bed, 
And  on  it  Stralenheim ! — 

SIBGBNDOBF. 

Asleep!  And  yet 
You  slew  him— wretch ! 

GABOB. 

He  was  already  slain. 
And  bleeding  like  a  sacrifice.     My  own 
Blood  became  ice. 

SIBGBMDOBP. 

Rut  he  was  all  alone! 

You  saw  none  else  !  You  d^d  not  see  the 

[He  pnuse$from  agitation, 

GABOB. 

No; 
He,  whom  you  dare  not  name— nor  even  I 
Scarce  dare  to  recollect — was  not  then  in 
The  chamber. 

SIBGB<<IDOBr  (10  ULBIC). 

Tlien,  my  hhy  !  thou  art  guiltless  still— 
Thou  bad'st  me  say  I  was  so  once — Oh !  now 
Do  thou  as  much ! 

GABOB. 

Ite  patient !  I  can  Wo< 
Recede  now,  though  it  shake  the  very  walls 
Which  frown  above  us.     You  remember,  or 
If  not,  your  son  does, — that  the  locks'  were  changed 
Drncath  hit  chief  inspection — ou  tlie  morn 
Which  led  to  this  same  night:  how  he  liad  enter'd 
Ue  best  knows — but  within  an  antechamber. 
The  door  of  which  was  half  ajar — I  saw 
A  man  who  ^ash'd  his  bloody  hands,  and  oA 
With  stem  and  anxious  glance  gaied  back  upon 


BTHOWS  WORKS. 


11  ii  moved  DO  more, 

Born  >o.nei.hat  d...»e»l  in  n>r  "am-  ■»  nn 

Vo„r.  ond  your  ion,,     WVigh  weU  what  I  hn.^ 

OklOdtlbAati 

D»re  you  await  tbe  eteal  of  a  fc-  nioutB 

p.Uar), 

Ifiihouiddoiior 

b  OM  ■»*  whtt  il  Ibcn  •» ;— hm  U  vju  a 

Wbta  I  Bnt  chufcd  him  *iib  the  efiau:~aUldj. 

Tlu.lower,                                         (Op.«aU™r. 

Thubu 

<M>o.  (fceritaM-sf^). 

aiMi  <inlcm.pb-.i9  Ai-). 

Thi.  i>  the  Kcond  u-fi  aTrlani 

HmT-Lytharmelalheend! 

Vou  ban  offetd  me. 

ffo*  TOO  ="•' '"''  "—1  coii.-c»«i  n.y«lf 

t«rq-d  by  yoa  ud  kf«  (fc«-  nnir  I  •.>- 

IbH.  «..  nuu  lie  b.'(.r.;»  fo»)  iu>g  ihi. 

PRlemled  den  of  Rfui:^  ^,  \.te.,m. 

I  knnw  Dotihale.cn  now-bui  will  appme 

The  victim  of  laurgiilii ;  jnd  my  linl  ihauglil 

WMWBjeiiiM: but iliou^b .rmd  viib mhon  poijkrd 

t  did  not  enter  Pngue  alone-a  nd  tbouU  1 

(Hiiing  lefl  mj  ivonJ  ■iiboulj,  1  *ss  no  nulcli 

For  him  il  ut  lime,  at  lioJ  b<ep  pro'ed 

Some  tongu«  without  will  wae  in  my  bi\«tl 

I  tocn-d,  B»i  Oed-r  ibe  d.fk ;  cbsoce,  nilber  >b.i. 

SkiJ],  nude  me  |un  Ihe  Hcrct  d»r  of  >bc  lull. 

Aad  Iheaee  the  cinmlier  vbei^  you  ilepi— if  I 

Ued  (mimI  yea  mliits.  Heiren  >1ok  cu  IcU 

Whil  Teagana  ind  Hiipicion  miBbt  bD>e  fromplrd ; 

B.I »'«  •Ifl  puh  X  Wtmer  dept  Ib.l  nigW. 

lUukeilforumuch. 

itUBHSoai  [painU  to  ULaic's  utrv.  iHa  ■*« 

Aod  y<l  I  lud  honid  dr«ra. !  .od  tach  brief  .l«p- 

yuan  J). 

Tlie  uui  had  Hi  |M  c  daou  •heu  1  iwolir- 

Tokcalco  tital- 

Why  didu  tboa  •!»»  <..<^!  1  dregni-  of  my  fillur— 

I  M«  you  eye  il  «|crly.  Bod  him 

DiMruitfully. 

CO.  tute.  -p  A.  -In). 

Tisnolmyfiiidt, 

lwiU;audH>pro.Hte 

If  1  han  reed  it— Wrll  ■  1  O^d  nnd  hid  m.-- 

Cb^M  led  me  ben  iCler  to  many  n.oop>- 

Aad  ihn'd  mi  Wener  in  Count  Sie Eenuorf  • 

Werner,  >hom  I  bad  >oiieb<  ia  hut.  in  vain, 

(Co».  Cosol  DWtl 

bhibittd  ihe  |»U«  of  .  MwrriBti ! 

For«Q  1  dan  nonall  .h«— Wh.1  «y-K  Iboa) 

Ton  uagfal  me,  Mid  h««(;  found  me— noit  you  kno* 

DLBIC. 

Il,«ret.«dm.y»ri8hi..«>nb. 

Hi)  tale  i>  true. 

ludred: 

Trut.monMer! 

h  ii  rewDBi  or  juMicc  »hicb  in.pliw 

Hoaiiiw,  f<iher 

And  you  did  wril  m  liitu  to  it :  wliai 

We  know,  we  can  pnxide  arainu.      Be  mu« 

Setlhc.-I  ...  wf  iflbing 

De.ilen»d. 

Tl««l.»ofr.-r«.r.,^^^ 

Ay,wiihlialfofraydo™ii«: 

Vou  .hdl  lino*  it 

And  »illt  the  other  half,  could  l.c  and  Ibou 

Al  once— when  Jou  were  poor,  aiul  I,  though  p.ior, 

UuBiy  lliii  III  buy. 

Ai  mighl  lute  eUTied  mine,  1  uFf; r'd  you 

My  purw— you  would  not  >h*re  it  -.-I  11  be  franker 

For.KOinflordi«emblio|^     I  bavo  aid 

With  you;  you  are  w«ltl>y,  noble.  Iruued  by 

biiitory-.  true;  .od  he-  loo  mu«  be  ailenced. 

V«.- 

IIo.  .01 

Ai  nrvcr  to  ha-e  hit  oa  llii.  before  1 

Ta  no  leu  Inie,  boworr,  ihsi  my  fortuoei 

When  wc  me.  ii.  Ihe  garden,  what  «„« 

Ban  mide^me  both  at  prcKoi^  you  sbsll  aid  me; 

n>>ro%Fry  in  the  aet  rould  Dtake  me  know 

I  wookl  ban  aided  you— nud  du  haie 

Hu  death?  Of  had  ihe  prince',  houaehold  hero 

WERNER. 
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lanunond,  would  the  ery  for  the  police 
eft  to  Mich  a  stniuger?  Or  should  I 
uiti'r'd  on  the  way  I  Or  could  jom,  Werner^ 
tject  of  th«  baroo's  liate  and  fears, 
Icii— uulcu  by  mauy  an  hour  before 
ion  woke  T 1  sought  and  fothom'd  yo«~ 
tn^;  if  you  were  fal««  or  feeble;  I 
ved  you  were  the  latter;  and  yet  to 
ing  have  1  found  you,  that  1  doubted 
ic«  your  weakness. 

SItGBlXDORF. 

l*arricide !  no  less 
rommou  stabber !     What  deed  of  my  life, 
tughi  of  mine,  could  make  you  deem  me  fit 
»ur  accomplice! 

ULllC. 

Father,  do  not  raise 
■vil  you  cannot  lay  between  us.    This 
I*  for  union  and  for  action,  not 
mily  disputes.    While  you  were  tortured 
/  be  calm?  Think  you  that  1  have  heard 
tilow's  tule  without  some  feeling T  you 
lauglit  me  feeling  for  j'om  and  myself; 
lium  or  what  else  did  you  ever  teach  it? 

SIEUCNDOIF. 

jy  dead  father  s  curse !  't  is  working  now. 

ULRIC. 

work  on !  the  grave  will  keep  it  down ! 
arc  feeble  foes :  it  is  more  easy 
file  such,  tlian  countermine  a  mole, 
li  V  iiids  its  blind  but  hving  path  beneath  you. 
far  me  still!  — If  ^ou  condemn  me,  yet 
inber  who  huth  taught  me  once  too  often 
t(>u  to  him !  iFho  prockiim'd  to  me 
;/iere  were  crimes  made  veuial  by  the  occasion  ? 
jMviioii  w:is  our  nature?  that  tlie  goods 
i\eii  waited  on  the  goods  of  fortune? 
ihow'd  me  his  humanity  secured 
i  nervfi  only?  IFKo  *leprived  me  of 
wrr  to  vindicate  myself  and  race 
ni  day  ?     By  his  diiigr.ice  which  stamp'd 
(jiii  be)  bastardy  on  me,  and  on 
If —a  f^on's  brand  I  Tlie  man  who  is 
I'c  both  vk.irm  am!  weak,  invites  to  dee<ls 
i^<  to  do,  but  dare  not.     Is  it  strange 
slioiiid  act  what  you  could  think  ?  We  have  done 
rif^ht  or  wrong,  aud  now  must  only  ponder 
effe4*t<i,  not  causes.     Stralenlieim, 
*  life  I  Mivcd,  from  impulse,  as,  unknown^ 
Id  li.i\('  sa\ed  a  |>ea«ant's  or  a  dog's,  I  slew, 
'I  a>  our  f<M'— but  not  from  vengeance.     He 
rook  ill  our  way,  which  I  cut  through, 
li  tilt'  boil,  lM-cau\e  it  stoo<l  lM>tween  us 
iir  destination — but  not  idly. 
ti](;(>r  I  prcsiTved  him,  and  he  owed  me 
r ,-  >»  hni  due,  I  but  resuiiu>d  the  debt, 
u,  and  1  stoo<l  o'er  a  gulf,  wlierein 
pliiti(;rd  our  enemy.     Yoh  kindled  6rst 
rrli — you  .sliow'd  the  path:  now  trace  mc  that 
iy — t)r  lei  inc  I 

SIBIiE.NDOllF. 

I  have  done  with  life ! 

ITLRIC. 

Ii.ix- iloiie  vtitli  that  whieh  cankers  life — 

ar  feudii  and  vain  recriniinalions 

iigs  which  cannot  be  tmduue.     Wc  lia>e 


■w 


No  more  to  learn  or  hide :  I  know  no  fear, 

And  have  within  these  very  walls  men  who 

(Although  you  know  them  not)  dare  ventiue  iD  things. 

You  stand  high  with  the  state;  what  passes  here 

Will  not  excite  her  too  great  corioaity: 

Keep  your  own  secret,  keep  a  steady  eye. 

Stir  not,  and  speak  not;--leave  the  rest  to  me: 

We  must  have  no  dkini  babUen  thrnil  between  us. 

{JjCltULllC. 
SIBOINOOIF  (soiiff). 
Am  I  awake?  are  these  my  father's  baUsT 
And  jon— my  son?  My  um\  mine!  who  have  ever 
Abhorr'd  both*mystery  and  blobd,  and  yet 
Am  plunged  into  the  deepest  hell  of  both! 
I  must  be  ftpeedy,  or  more  will  be  shed — 
The  Hungarian's ! — Ulric— he  hath  partisans, 
It  seems :  I  might  have  guess'd  as  much.  Oh  fool ! 
Wolves  prowl  in  company.     He  hath  the  key 
(As  I  too)  of  the  opposite  door  which  leads 
Into  the  turret.    Now  then !  or  once  more 
To  be  tlie  fotlier  of  fresh  crimes — no  less 
Than  of  the  criminal !     Ho !  Gabor !  Gabor ! 

[Bxft  into  the  turret,  closing  tite  door  after  him. 


Who  calls? 


SCENE  II. 

The  Interior  of  the  Turret 

GAtOB  and  SiiGBHOOir. 

OABOB. 
SIBGBNDOBr. 

I— Siegendorf !  Take  these,  and  (ly! 


Ix>se  not  a  moment ! 

Teart  off  a  diamond  star  and  oAer  jeweli,  and  Am 
them  into  Gaboi's  hand. 

GABOl. 

What  am  I  to  do 
With  these* 

SIBGBNDOBr. 

Wliate'er  you  will:  sell  tliem,  or  hoard. 
And  prosper;  but  delay  not — or  you  are  lost' 

GABOa. 

You  pledged  your  honour  for  my  safety ! 

StBOBNOOir. 

And 
Must  thus  redeem  it.    Fly!  I  am  not  master, 
It  seems,  of  my  own  castle — of  my  own 
Retainers — nay,  even  of  these  very  walls, 
(h- 1  vnould  bid  them  fail  and  crush  me !,    Kly  ' 
(h*  you  will  be  sbin  by 

GABOB. 

Is  it  e^cn  so.' 
Farewell,  then  I     Recollect,  however,  count, 
You  sought  this  ftku\  interview ! 

SIXGBNDOar. 

I  did . 
Ijil  it  not  \h'  more  fatal  still :— negoiie ' 

'        G\BOB. 

By  the  same  iKith  I  enter  d? 

SlEGENDORF. 

Yes;  that  'ssafe»tili. 
But  loiter  not  in  Prague;— you  do  not  km»« 
With  whom  you  have  to  deal 

5i 
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OAftOR. 

I  knov  loo  'Well — 
And  knew  it  ere  yonnclf,  unhappy  sire  I 
FarewcU  I  [Exit  Gami. 

siEOiifDOtr  {aolus  and  luteiun^). 
He  lulh  dear'd  tbe  staircaie.  Ah !  I  hear 
The  door  sound  loud  behind  him !  lie  is  safe! 
Safe! — Oh,  my  fathers  spirit ! — I  am  fisint— 

[He  Uans  downupon  a  ^neseat,  tteart^  wall 
of  the  tomier^  in  a  droofing  posture. 

Enter  Uleic,  wiVi  osiers  armed,  and  wiA  weapons 

drawn. 

OLEIC. 

Dispatch !— he's  there! 

LUDWIO. 

The  count,  my  lord ! 
DLEic  (reco^nmn^  siBSEiiooEr). 

/bu  here,  sir! 

SU6BNDOEF. 

Tes:  i|  you  want  another  Tictim,  strike ! 

ULEK  {seeing  him  stript  of  his  jewels). 
Where  is  the  ruffian  who  hath  plunder*d  you? 
Vassals,  dispatch  in  search  of  him!  You  see 
Twas  as  1  said — the  wretch  hath  stript  my  father 
Of  jewels  which  might  form  a  prince's  heirloom ! 
Away!  I  '11  follow  you  forthwith. 

[Exeunt  all  but  SiEOENiMEr  and  Ulric. 
What's  this? 
Where  is  the  Yillain? 

SIBGSNDOEF. 

There  are  two,  sir ;  which 
Are  you  in  quest  of! 

ULIIC. 

Let  us  hear  no  more 
Of  this :  he  must  be  found.    You  have  not  let  liim 
JEscapeT 

•USBHBOEP. 

He 's  gone. 

ULEIC. 

With  your  connivance? 

SlCiWNIMRP. 

With 
Ify  fullest,  freest  aid. 

ULRIC. 

Then  fare  you  well ! 

[Ulric  is  going. 

SIE6END0RP. 

Stop !  I  command— entreat— implore !  Oh,  Ulric ! 
Will  you  then  leave  me? 

ULRIC. 

\Miat!  remain  to  be 
Denounced — dragg'd,  it  may  be,  in  chains;  and  all 
By  your  inherent  weakness,  half-humanity, 
Selfish  remorse,  and  temporising  pity, 
That  sacrifices  your  whole  race  to  save 
A  wretch  to  profit  by  our  ruin !     No,  count. 
Henceforth  you  have  no  son' 

SIBOSNDORP. 

I  never  had  one ; 
And  would  you  ne'er  had  borne  the  useless  name ! 


Where  wiU  you  go  T    I  wonid  not  cead  yon  fevd 

Without  proteetioo. 

OUIIC. 

Leave  that  unto  ma. 
I  am  not  alooe;  nor  merely  the  Tain  heir 
Of  your  domains:  a  thonsiind,  ay,  ten  tboasand 
Swords,  hearts,  and  hands,  are  mine. 

•IBOBHDOir. 

The  forest 
With  whom  the  Hungarian  ffowid  you  first  ai 
fort? 

Ut.BIC. 

Yes — men — who  are  worthy  of  the  name!  Go  i 
Your  senators  that  they  look  well  to  Prague; 
Their  feast  of  peace  was  early  for  tl»e  time»; 
There  are  more  spirits  abroad  than  have  been  h 
WithWallenstein! 

f  filer  JosBPHifcs  mnd  Ida. 

lOBSFHlMS. 

What  is 't  we  hear?  MySiegei 
Thank  Heaven,  I  see  you  safle! 

SIBGBVIOORP. 

Safe! 

IDA. 

Tes.  dear  I 

SIBOBNDORP. 

No,  no ;  I  have  no  children :  never  more 
Call  me  by  that  worst  name  of  psLrent. 

JOSEPHINE. 

What 
Means  my  good  lord? 

SIB«B«DOEF. 

That  you  have  given  birth 
To  a  demon ! 

IDA  (taking  o Laic's  hmndy. 
Who  shall  dare  say  thU  of  Ulrie? 

SIEOENDOaP. 

Ida,  beware !  there 's  blood  upon  that  hand. 

IDA  {stooping  to  kiss  it). 
\  'd  kiss  it  off,  though  it  were  mine ! 

SIKGENDORF. 

It  is  so! 

ULRIC 

Away !  it  is  your  father's !  [Exit 

IDA. 

Oh,  great  God ! 
And  I  have  loved  this  man ! 

[Ida  falls  senseless.— iosmtmmm  stands  spi 
witii  horror. 

StEGENDORP. 

The  wretch  liaih  sk 
Them  both!— my  Josephine!  we  are  novk  alone 
Would  we  had  ever  been  so  I — All  is  over 
For  ino!— Noi»  open  wide,  my  siro,  thy  gra\e; 
Tijy  curse  hath  liuy  It  (lee|)cr  for  thy  son 
In  mine!— The  race  of  Siegcndorf  is  jm^i  ! 
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A  DRAMA. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


This  production  is  founded  partly  oa  the  story  of  a 
Novel,  called  «The  Three  Brothert,*  published  many 
years  ago,  from  which  M.  G.  Lewis's  «  Wood  Demon* 
was  also  taken — and  partly  on  the  «  Faust*  of  the  great 
Goiethe.  The  present  publication  cootaim  the  first  two 
Parts  only,  and  the  opening  chorus  of  the  third.  The 
rest  may  perhaps  appear  hereafter. 


DRAMATIS  PERSONiE. 


MEN. 
Stiakgkr,  aJUrwards  Casak. 
Arnold. 
Bourbon. 

PaiLIBlRT. 

Cellini. 


WOMEN. 


ItERTBA. 

Olivpu. 


Spirits,  Soldiers,  Citizens  of  Rome,  Friesis,  Peasants,  etc. 


TBI 


DEFORMED  TRANSFORMED. 

PART  I. 

SCENE  1.-.4  Fbrtst 
Enter  Abnold  and  kit  mtotker  Bbbtba. 

BBBTBA. 


Our,  liunchback! 


ARNOLD. 

I  was  bom  so^  mother ! 

BERTBA. 

Out! 
Tli«>u  incubus !  Thou  nightmare!     Of  seven  sons 
Tin'  >n\e  abortion ! 

ARNOLD. 

Would  tliat  I  had  been  so. 

And  never  ^cn  the  liyht ! 

BSRTB4. 

I  would  SO  too ! 

lUa  as  tliou  ha^t-  -1101100,  hence — and  do  (hy  best. 
Tim  bark  of  (liinc  ni<iy  b<Mr  its  burthen;  't  is 
Men-  lii;',li,  if  not  so  broad  as  (lull  of  others. 

AR.10LD. 
I(  hctin  i(s  bill  then; — but,  m)  heart!  Will  it 
Sii^i.iiii  tliji  xvbich  you  lay  upon  it,  mother? 


I  lore,  or  at  the  least,  I  loved  you :  nothing, 
Save  you,  in  nature,  can  love  aught  like  me. 
You  nursed  me— do  not  kill  me. 

BBBTBA. 

Yet— I  nnraed  thee 
Because  thou  wert  my  first-bom,  and  I  knew  not 
If  there  would  be  another  unlike  thee, 
Tliat  monstrous  sport  of  nature.     But  get  hence. 
And  gather  wood ! 

ABNOLD. 

I  will :  but  when  I  bring  it» 
Speak  to  me  kindly.    Though  my  brothers  are 
So  beautiful  and  lusty,  and  as  free 
As  the  free  chiMM  they  follow,  do  not  spurn  me : 
Our  milk  lias  been  tlie  same. 

BBBTBA. 

As  is  the  hedgdiog's. 
Which  sucks  at  midnight  from  the  wholesome  dam 
Of  the  young  bull,  until  the  milkmaid  finds 
Tlie  nipple  next  day  sore  and  udder  dry. 
Call  not  thy  brothers  brethren !  call  me  not 
Mother;  for  if  I  brought  thee  forth,  it  wbs 
As  foolish  hens  at  times  hatch  vipers,  by 
Sitting  upon  strange  eggs.    Out,  urehin,  ont! 

[Exit  Bbbtba. 

ABNOLO  (soliu). 

Oh  mother ! She  is  gone,  and  I  most  do 

Her  bidding  ;~wearily  but  willingly 

I  would  fulfil  it,  could  I  only  hope 

A  kind  word  in  return.    What  shall  I  doT 

[.\rnold  heyins  to  cut  wood :  in  doing  thit  he 

MHfunds  one  of  hit  hands. 
My  labour  for  the  day  is  over  now. 
AccuTied  be  this  blood  tliat  Hows  so  fast ; 
For  double  curses  will  be  my  meed  now 
At  home.— What  homel  1  have  no  home,  no  kin. 
No  kind— not  made  like  other  creatures,  or 
To  sliare  their  sports  or  pleasures.    Must  I  bleed  too 
Like  tlicm  ?  Oh  tliat  each  drop  which  foils  to  earth 
Would  rise  a  snake  to  sting  tliemas  they  have  stimg  luu! 
Or  that  the  devil,  to  whom  they  liken  me, 
Would  aid  his  hkenes«!  If  1  must  partake 
His  form,  why  not  his  power  1  Is  it  because 
I  have  not  his  will  too?  For  one  kind  word 
From  her  vkho  burn  nie  would  still  reconcile  me 
E\en  to  (Ins  luitcful  aspect.     Let  we  wash 
The  wound. 

[Arnold  goes  to  a  spring  and  stoops  to  wash 

his  hand ;  he  starts  Lack, 
Tliry  arc  ri(;lit;  and  Nature's  mirror  shows  me 
What  she  hath  made  mc.     I  will  not  look  on  it 
A([ain,  and  Marcc  dare  think  on  'l     Hideous  wretch 
Tliat  1  am!  The  xcry  waters  muck  me  with 
.My  liorriil  shadow — like  a  demon  placed 
iK't  i>  in  (lie  fountain  to  si'are  back  the  cattle 
l-'roiii  drinking  therein.  [Ue  pauses. 

And  shall  1  li\c  on. 
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A  borfboi  to  the  ounfa,  myietf,  and  ibuiie 
Unto  what  bronfht  mc  into  life?    Tlioa  blood, 
Whidi  Bowett  ao  freely  Irom  a  tcntcliy  kc  ma 
trf  if  thoa  wUt  not  in  a  foller  stream 
Pbor  fdktli  my  voes  for  ever  with  thyielf 
On  earth,  to  which  I  will  restore  at  once 
T1i9bateful  compound  of  lier  atoms,  and 
Resolve  back  to  her  ekmmits,  and  tdu 
The  shape  of  any  reptile  save  myself, 
And  make  ft  werldlbr  myriads  of  B0W  woraia ! 
This  knife !  now  let  me  prove  if  it  will  sever 
This  wither  d  slip  of  natnre*s  nightshade — my 
Vile  form— from  the  creation,  as  it  hath 
The  green  bongh  ttom  the  forest. 

[AaifOLO  pimees  tike  knifi  in  Ae  gromndf  artffc 

Ae  paint  upwards. 

Now  *t  is  set, 
And  I  can  fall  upon  it.    Tet  one  glance 
On  the  fair  day,  which  sees  no  Aiul  thing  like 
Myself,  and  die  sweet  son,  which  warm'd  me,  but 
In  vain.    Tlie  birds — how  joyously  they  singf 
So  let  them,  for  I  would  not  be 'lamented : 
But  let  dieir  merriest  notes  be  Arnold's  knell; 
The  Mling  leaves  my  monument ;  the  mnrmur 
Of  the  near  fountain  my  sole  elegy. 
Now,  knife,  stand  firmly,  as  I  fsin  would  fall ! 

[As  ht  rushes  to  Arouf  lUmsHfupon  Ae  hnifb% 

his  ejft  is  suddenfy  cmught  by  fkefo/unUtin* 

vthiAsMmsin 


The  founuin  moves  widiottt  a  wind:  lot  afaall 
The  ripple  olf  a  spring  change  ny  resolveT 
No.    Tet  it  moves  again !  the  waien  stir, 
Not  a«  wUh  air,  but  by  some  oubterrane 
And  rocking  power  of  the  internal  world. 
What  *s  berel  A  mist!  no  morel— 

[A  cloud  comes ffom  AefmtUmim,  Be  simnAs 
gating  mpom  U:  it  isdispelUd,smd  a  fall 
Utick  mum  comes  tommrde  him. 


AftROtD. 

What  would  you?  Speak ! 
Spirit  ormanT 

sramoia. 
As  man  is  both,  why  not 
Say  both  in  onel 

AftHOLD. 

Tour  form  is  man's,  and  yet 
To«  may  be  deril. 

tfftANOia. 

80  many  men  are  that 
Which  is  to  calfd  or  thou^t,  that  you  may  add  me 
To  which  you  please,  without  much  wrong  to  either. 
Hut  come :  yon  wish  to  kill  yoursdf ; — pursue 
Tour  purpose. 

AanoLD. 
Ton  have  interrupted  me. 

ITftAHOIl. 

What  is  that  nsolntion  which  can  e'er 

Be  interrupted?  If  I  be  the  devil 

Tou  deem,  a  single  moment  would  have  flMde  you 

Mine,  and  for  ever,  by  your  suicide;  • 

And  yet  my  coming  saves  you. 

AftNOLD. 

1  said  not 
You  were  the  demon,  but  that  your  approach 
Was  like  one. 


Unless  you  keep  compsuiy 
With  bsm  (and  you  seem  scuroe  used  to  such  h^ 
Society),  you  can't  tell  how  he  apprauches; 
And  for  his  aspect,  kwk  upon  the  founuin. 
And  then  om  me,  and  jnd^  which  of  n«  twain 
U>oks  likest  what  the  boors  believe  to  be 
Their  cloven4boted  terror. 


Do  yon— dure /«• 

To  taunt  me  with  my  bom  deformity  7 

STaAif«Ka. 
Wefe  I  to  taunt  a  bufialo  with  this 
Cloven  foot  of  thine,  or  the  awifk  droaaedary 
With  thy  sublime  of  humpa,  the  aniwaals 
Would  revd  in  the  eomplimeat.     Ajid  yet 
Both  beings  are  more  swift,  more  atnmg,  more  1 
In  action  and  endurance  than  thyaelf» 
And  all  the  fierce  and  fur  of  the  •■■»  kind 
With  thee.    Thy  form  Is  natural :  *C^n0  only 
Nature'ft  mistaken  largess  to  bestow 
The  gifts  which  are  of  others  upon  man. 

AaaoLD. 
Give  me  the  strength  then  of  the  bii£Falo's  foot, 
When  he  spurns  high  the  dust,  beholding  his 
Near  enemy ;  or  let  me  have  the  long; 
And  patient  swiftness  of  the  desert-ship. 
The  helmless  dromedary: — and  I II  beair 
Thy  fiendidi  sarcasm  with  a  aaintly  patience. 

sraAVOca. 
I  will. 

ASNOLD  (w^  turprieei). 
Thofx  canst?        m' 

•TtAnOBB. 

Ferhapa.     Would  you  aaghi 

AftHOLD. 

Thou  mockest  me. 

iTftAiraftft. 
Not  I.    Why  thonhl  1  mock 
What  all  are  n^ocking?  That  *s  poor  sport,  meihi 
To  talk  to  thee  in  human  language  (for 
Thou  canst  not  yet  speak  mine)^  the  forester 
Hunts  not  the  wretched  foney,  but  the  boar. 
Or  wolf,  or  lion,  leaving  paltry  game 
To  petty  burghers,  who  leave  once  a-year 
Their  walls,  to  fill  their  household  caddroos  wid 
Such  scullion  prey.    The  mesuMSt  ||ibe  at  thee,- 
Now  /  can  mock  the  mightiest. 

AftHOLD. 

Then  waste  not 
Tbi^  time  on  me :  I  seek  thee  nofm 

sraANOKft. 

Tour  thou^Ms 
Are  not  for  from  ^ne.    Do  not  send  me  back : 
I  am  not  so  easily  recall'd  to  do 
Good  service. 

V 

AftHOLD. 

What  wilt  thou  do  for  me  7 

STftAHOftft. 

Changi 
Shapes  with  you,  if  yon  will,  since  yours  so  irks  ' 
Or  form  you  to  your  wish  in  any  shape. 

AftHOLD. 

Oh !  then  you  are  indeed  the  demon«  for 
Nought  else  would  wittingly  wear  miae. 


'w. 
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STBANGIB. 

1  '11  shotv  tlice 
c  l)ri(;htcst  vrhich  the  world  e'er  bore,  and  (;ive  thee 
y  cln>ice. 

A&NOLD. 

Oil  ^hat  condition? 

STIANGIB. 

There  'c  a  qacstion ! 
hour  n(;n  ynu  would  have  given  your  m>u1 
look  like  other  men,  and  now  you  |>ause 
wear  the  form  of  heroes. 

ABNOLD.      . 

No;  I  will  not. 
lu-st  not  compromise  my  soul. 

STBANGRB. 

Wluil  soul, 
>rtli  namini;  so,  would  dwell  in  such  a  carcass? 

AanoLD. 
is  an  ahpiriug  one,  whatc'er  tlie  teneoicnr  * 
which  it  i^  mislod((fd.     Rut  name  your  compact  : 
St  it  lie  bi(;n'd  in  blood! 

STRANGia. 

Not  in  your  own. 

ARNOLD. 

lOM*  blood  then  ?  # 

sTRAffGra.  ' 

Wc  will  talk  of  thit  herMfter. 
1 1  'II  be  moderate  with  you,  for  I  see 
»t  thinp,s  within  you.     You  shall  have  no  bond 
:  your  own  will,  no  contract  save  your  deeds. 
!  you  content  ? 

ARNOLD. 

I  take  thee  at  tfay  word. 

STRANGim. 

w  then! — 

[7%e  Stranger  npproackftg  iktfimntmin,  and 
turns  to  Arnold. 
A  little  of  your  blood. 

ARNOLD. 

For  what? 

STRANGRR. 

mingle  with  the  maf;ic  of  the  waters, 
1  make  tlw  charm  effective. 

ARNOLD  ( holding  oui his  wounded  arm  ). 

Take  it  all. 

STRANGRR. 

now.     A  few  drops  will  snffiee  for  this. 

[  The  Stranger  takes  aome  of  Arnold's  blood  in 
his  hand,  and  casts  it  into  ^  Jountain. 

Shadows  of  beauty! 

Shadows  of  power ! 
Rise  to  your  duty — 

This  is  the  hour! 
Walk  lovely  and  pliant !       ^ 

From  the  deptli  of  this  fonntaiu. 
As  the  cloud-ftliapen  giant 

Restrides  tlie  Ilarti  mountain.* 
Come  as  ye  were, 

Tliat  our  eyes  may  behold 
Tlie  model  in  nir 

Of  the  form  I  will  mould, 
Rriglit  as  the  Iris 

When  ether  is  spann'd: — 

riiU  ia  a  «rll-kanwn  G«rai«n  •apmiition^a  gigaalic  thsJuv  pto- 
J  hy  rrUrclion  oa  tli*  Bruch«D. 


J  Such  his  desire  is,  [PotnCiN^  to  Arnold. 

"  Such  my  command ! 

Demons  lieroic — 

Demons  who  wore 
The  form  of  the  Stoic 

Or  Sophist  of  yore— 
Or  the  sha|»e  of  each  victor. 

From  Maredoo's  boy 
To  each  hi|^  Roman's  pictuit, 

Wlio  bmthed  to  destroy— 
Sliadows  of  beauty! 

Shadows  of  power ! 
Up  to  your  duty — 

This  is  the  hour ! 
I  Various  Phantoms  arise  from  Ae  waUrs,  and 
pass  in  succetsion  before  the  Stranger  and 
Arnold. 

ARNOLD. 

What  du  I  sec  ? 

STRANOIR. 

The  blacknryed  Roman,  with 
The  eagle's  beak  l>etween  those  eyes  which  ne'er 
Reheld  a  conqueror,  or  look'd  along 
Tlie  land  he  made  not  Rome's,  while  Rome  became 
His,  and  all  theirs  who  heir'd  his  very  name. 

ARNOLD. 

The  phantom  's  bald ;  my  quest  is  beauty.    Could  I 
Inherit  but  his  fame  witli  his  defects! 

STRANGRR. 

His  brow  was  girt  with  laurels  more  than  hairs. 
You  see  his  aspect — chine  it  or  reject.' 
I  can  but  promise  you  his  form ;  his  fame 
Must  be  long  sought  and  fought  for. 

ARNOLD. 

I  will  figbt  too, 
Rut  not  as  a  mock  Cxsar.    Let  him  pass ; 
His  aspect  may  be  fair,  but  suits  me  not. 

STRANGER. 

Then  yon  are  Hr  more  difficult  to  please 
Than  Cato's  sister,  or  than  Rrutus'  mother. 
Or  Cleopatra  at  sixteen — an  age 
When  love  is  not  less  in  the  eye  than  lieart. 
Rut  be  it  so !     Shadow,  pass  on  ! 

[Tfte  Phantom  of  Julius  Casar  disappears. 

ARNOLD. 

And  can  it 
Re,  that  the  man  who  shook  the  earth  is  gone 
And  left  no  footstep  ? 

STRANGIB. 

Tliere  you  enr.    His  substance 
Ijcft  graves  enough,  and  woes  enough,  and  fame 
More  than  enough  to  track  Ids  memory; 
Rut  for  his  shadow,  't  is  no  more  than  yours, 
Kxcept  a  little  longer  and  less  crooked 
1'  the  sun.     Rehold  anotlier ! 

[A  second  Phantom  passes. 

ARNOLD. 

Who  is  he? 

STRANGER. 

He  was  the  fairest  and  the  bravest  of 
Atlicnians.    Look  upon  him  well. 

ARNOLD. 

He  is 
More  lovely  than  the  last.     How  beautiful ! 

STRANGER. 

Such  was  tlie  curled  son  of  CItnias ;— wouldsi  thou 
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Invnt  diM  with  hb  ferai? 


WoiiMtlMtIka4 
Been  born  with  it!    But  eance  I  may  ehaee  farther, 
IwiU  100*  further. 

[TkMSkmi€9fMeiUadn4U$mpp€mr$. 

•TftAJIOU. 

Lol    BehoUegida! 

AUOLIk. 

Whei!  that  kwr, ewatthy,  ihni  I  AeJ,  luuiri  md latyr, 
With  the  wide  noMriU  and  SUiHi^  aapaci, 
The  spky  feet  and  low  etaion!    I  had  heller 
Bemain  that  which  I  am. 

Andysthe  was 
The  earth's  perfection  of  all  mentpl  beanty, 
And  pereonification  of  all  virtoe. 
Bat  yon  reject  him  ? 

AKNOLD. 

If  hie  form  eoald  brinf  me 
That  which  vedeem'd  it— no^ 


UCmanation  of  a  thinf 
nKTaa  kt  e'er  fcwea  only  ? 


I  have  no  power 
To  promiee  that;  bat  yoa  may  try,  and  find  it 
Easier  in  ench  a  form,  or  in  year  own. 

AINOLO. 

No.    I  wae  not  bom  for  phikieophy. 

Thon^  I  have  that  about  me  whkh  hat  need  en  % 

Let  him  fleet  on. 

fnunoBB. 
Be  air,  thoa  hemlock<drinker ! 
[Tk«  Shadow  of  SocruUs  di$afpuan:  mtutiurriMts, 

AEMOLD. 

What  *t  here?  whose  broad  brow  and  whose  curly  beard 

And  manly  aspect  look  like  Hercules, 

Save  that  his  jocund  eye  hath  more  of  Bacchns 

Than  the  sad  purser  of  the  infernal  world. 

Leading  dejected  on  his  club  of  conquest. 

As  if  he  knew  the  worthkseness  of  those 

For  whom  he  had  fought. 

STRANOIB. 

It  was  the  man  who  lost 
The  aneient  world  for  love. 

AENOLD. 

I  cannot  blame  him, 
Since  I  have  risk'd  my  soul  because  I  find  not 
That  which  he  eichanged  the  earth  for. 

iTMAIIGIl. 

Since  so  for 
Yon  seem  congenial,  wiD  you  wear  his  features  ? 

AKNOLD. 

No.    As  you  leave  me  choice,  I  am  difficult, 
If  but  to  see  the  heroes  I  should  ne'er 
Have  seen  else  on  this  side  of  the  dim  shore 
Whenee  they  float  back  before  us. 

STaAMOBR. 

Ilence,  Triumvir! 
Thy  Cleopatra 's  waiting. 

[The  Shade  o/JnAony  di$appears :  another  rises. 

AINOLD. 

Who  is  this? 
Who  truly  lookeih  like  a  demigod, 
Blooming  and  bright)  'with  golden  hair,  and  stature. 
If  not  more  high  than  mortal,  yet  immortal 
lu  all  Uiat  nameless  bearing  of  bis  hmbs, 
Which  he  wears  as  the  sun  his  rays — a  something 
Which  shines  from  him,  and  yet  is  but  the  flashing 


Lee  the  earth 
If  there  be  atoms  «f  him  left,  or 
Of  the  more  solid  gold  that  fera'd 

Anaoi.*. 
Who  was  this  gloiy  of  mankind? 


Of  Greeee  in  peoee,  her  thudntelK  ia 

Demetrius  the  MaoedMiaaiit 
Taker  of  cities. 


Yetonediadow 
STiAiMUL  (oiUraasiHtf  tko  Skmdem). 
Get  thee  to  Lamia's  kp! 

[The  Shade  of  Demtobrima 


STEAM 

I'Ufityotti 
Fear  not,  my  hnncliback.     If  the  aliadow  of 
That  which  esisied  please  not  your  luce  taste, 
I  '11  animate  the*id^  marble,  till 
Your  ipd  be  reconciled  to  her  new  garment. 

•  AEKOUk. 

Contem  I  I  will  fix  here. 


Your  choice.    The  god-lika  aem  of  tba 
The  unshorn  boy  of  Pelens,  with  hia  locks 
As  beautiful  and  clear  as  tho  amber  waves 
Of  rich  Pactolus  rolTd  omv  aaads  of  gold. 
Softened  by  'mterveninjpBTfaial,  and 
Rippled  like  flowing  waters  by  the  wind, 
AU  vow'd  to  Sperchina  as  they  w4 
And  Um— as  he  stood  by  Polyxena, 
With  sanction'd  and  with  aoflen'd  love,  hefoce 
The  altar,  gating  on  his  Trqjan  bride. 
With  some  remorse  within  for  Hector  slain 
And  Priam  weeping,  mingled  with  deep  passion 
For  the  sweet  downcast  virgin,  whoae  young  haid 
Trembled  in  his  who  slew  her  hrotlscr.     So 
He  rtood  i'  the  temple !    Look  upon  him  as 
Greece  look'd  her  last  upon  her  best,  the  instant 
Ere  Paris'  arrow  flew. 

'  AaNOLIt. 

Igaie  upon  hint 
As  if  I  were  his  soul,  whose  form  aball  soon 
Envelop  mine. 

sTSANoaa. 
You  liave  done  wril.     The  grealeU 
Deformity  should  only  barter  with 
The  extremest  beauty,  if  the  proverb  *s  true 
Of  mortals,  thalpBxtremes  meet. 

asnolo. 

Come!     Becpnck 

I  am  impatient. 

STSANOBa. 

As  a  youtliful  beauty 
Before  her  (;lavs.     you  boA  see  what  is  not, 
Dut  dream  it  is  what  must  be. 

'  AIM  OLD. 

Must  I  wait? 


No;  tUat  were  pity. 


SrSANGBE. 

But  a  word  or  two  : 
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>  is  twelve  culiitfi :  would  you  ko  for 
<*s#>  tiinr%  and  be  a  Titan?    Or 
;iiionically)  wax  a  ton 

ABIfOLD. 

Vhy  not  ? 

STBANGRa. 

Glorious  ambition ! 

most  io  dwarfs !    A  mortal  of 
stature  would  have  gladly  pared 
nliatli  down  to  a  slight  David; 
my  manikin,  wouldst  soar  a  sliow 
n  hero.     Tlmu  slialt  b»  indulged, 

iliy  (IcNirr ;  and  yet,  by  I>eiug 

<  rcnioMMl  fnim  present  men 

tliou  canst  sway  them  more;  for  all 

■  a{;ain.st  thee  now,  as  if  to  hunt 

ml  mammoth;  and  their  cursed  engincS| 

crins  aud  *o  forth,  would  find  way 

ur  frieii  is  armour  there,  with  greater  case 

idultcror's  arrow  through  his  heel 

ciLh  liad  forgotten  to  baptise 

ABffOLD. 

;ien  let  it  be  as  thou  dcem'st  best. 

ST>ANGBR. 

I  bi>  beauteous  aii  the  thing  thou  aee'st, 
U  as  wluit  it  was,  and — 

AKlfOLD. 

I  ask  not 

',  since  deformity  is  daring. 

«nce  to  o'lTtake  mankind 

nd  soul,  and  make  itself  the  equal— 

pcrior  of  tlie  rest.     There  is 

its  halt  movements,  to  become 

le  others  cannot,  in  such  things 

•  free  lo  Ik)iIi,  to  compensate 

ime  Nature's  avarice  at  first. 

witli  fearless  deeds  the  smiles  of  fortune, 

ke  Timour  tlie  lame  Tartar,  wiu  tliem. 

STtANGia. 

en!     And  thou  doubtless  wilt  remain 
ihou  art.     I  may  dismiss  the  mould 
• ,  M  hich  must  turn  to  flesh,  to  encase 
i;  soul,  which  could  achieve  no  less 

t? 

AEffOLD. 

Had  no  power  presented  me 
lility  of  change,  I  would 

■  till-  best  which  spirit  may,  to  make 
ith  all  deformity's  dull,  deadly, 

in  J  wiiglit  upon  me,  like  a  mountain, 
on  my  lieart  as  on  my  shoulders — 
and  un>i(;htly  mole-hill  to 
tf  happier  man.     I  would  liave  look'd 
r  ill  that  sei  ^hich  is  the  type 
know  or  dream  of  beautiful 
le  world  they  brighten,  with  a  sigh — 
.e  but  despair;  nor  souglit  to  win, 
0  a  heart  all  love,  what  could  not  love  me 
•ecause  of  this  vile  crooked  clog, 
ikes  me  lonely.     May,  I  could  have  ^pme 
not  my  mother  spum'd  me  from  be^. 
?ar  licks  her  cubs  into  a  sort 
; — my  dam  beheld  my  shape  was  hopeless. 


Had  slu^'expoard  me,  like  the  Spartan,  ere 
I  knew  the  passionate  part  of  life,  I  liad 
iteen  a  clod  of  the  valley, — happier  nothing 
Than  wliat  I  am.     But  even  thus,  the  lowest, 
I'gliest,  aud  meanest  of  mankind,  what  courage 
And  perseverance  could  liave  done,  perchance. 
Had  made  me  something — as  it  has  made  heroes 
Of  the  same  mould  at  mine.     You  lately  saw  me 
Master  of  my  own  li^  and  quick  to  quit  it; 
And  he  who  is  to  is  me  master  of 
Wliatevcr  dreads  to  die. 

STBANGBB. 

Decide  between 
Wliat  you  have  been,  or  will  be. 

AtMOLD. 

I  have  done  so. 
You  have  0|>en'd  brigliter  prospects  to  my  eyes, 
And  sweeter  to  my  heart.     As  I  am  now, 
I  might  be  fear  d,  admired,  respected,  loved, 
Of  all  save  thase  next  to  me,  of  whom  I 
Would  l)e  beloved.     As  thou  showest  me 
A  choice  of  forms,  I  take  the  one  I  view. 
Haste!  liastc ! 

STBANOBR. 

And  what  shall  /  wear? 

AtMOLD. 

Surely  he 
Who  can  command  all  forms,  will  chute  the  higlicst. 
Something  sujierior  even  to  that  which  wat 
Pel  ides  now  before  us.     Perhaps  his 
Who  slew  him,  that  of  Paris :  or— tlill  higher— 
The  poet's  god,  dotlied  in  such  limbt  at  are 
Themselves  a  pbetry. 

STBANOBK. 

I-eat  will  content  me; 
For  I  too  love  a  change. 

ABffOLD. 

Your  a^»ect  it 
Dusky,  but  iiot  uncomely. 

STBANGEB. 

If  I  chose, 
I  might  l>e  whiter;  but  I  have  a  penchant 
For  black — it  is  so  honest,  and  besides 
(lau  neither  blusli  with  shame  nor  pale  with  fear: 
Uut  1  ha\e  worn  it  long  enough  of  late. 
And  now  I  'II  take  your  figure. 

AB!«OLD. 

Miae! 

fTBAIiaBB. 

Yet.    You 

Sliall  change  with  Thetis'  son,  and  I  with  Rerllia 
Your  naother's  offspring.     People  Ituvc  their  tastes; 
You  have  yours — I  mine. 

ABMOLD. 

Dispatch !  difipatch  I 

tTBARGBB. 

Even  to. 

[Tlie  Stranger  takes  some  ear  A  and  moulds 
it  aUmg  the  turf;  and  then  addresses 
the  Phantom  of  /ichilles. 

Beautiful  shtdow 

Of  Thrtit't  boy ! 
Who  sleeps  in  tlie  meadow 

WhoM  grass  grows  o'er  Troy : 
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From  the  red  eerth,  like  AduB/  ' 

Thy  likenese  I  ehape, 
Af  the  Bdn^  who  made  htnif 

Whose  actions  I  ape. 
Thoa  clay,  be  tU  fkrviiii^ 

Till  the  rose  in  his  cheek 
Be  as  fair  as,  when  blowings 

It  wean  its  first  streakl 
Ye  violets,  I  scatter^ 

Now  turn  into  ejfiR 
And  thou  sunshiny  water. 

Of  blood  take  the  ^uise! 
Let  these  hyacinth  boughs 

Be  his  long,  flowing  hair. 
And  wave  o'er  his  brows, 

As  thou  waTCst  in  air ! 
Let  bis  heart  be  this  marble 

I  tear  from  the  rock ! 
But  his  Toice  as  the  warble 

Of  birds  on  yon  oak ! 
Let  his  flesh  be  the  purest 

Of  mould,  in  which  grew 
The  lily-root  surest. 

And  drank  the  best  dew! 
Let  his  limbs  be  the  lightest 

Which  clay  can  compound! 
And  his  aspect  the  briglitest 

On  earth  to  be  found ! 
Elements,  near  me. 

Be  mingled  and  stin'd, 
Know  me  and  hear  me. 

And  leap  to  my  word  I 
Sunbeams,  awaken 

This  earth's  animation ! 
T  is  done !     He  hath  taken 

His  stand  in  creati<m ! 

[AiNOLDyUb  se»$^9S  i  his  soul  passes  into  the 
tkape  of  Jckiiies,  vfhich  rises  from  the 
ground ;  while  Ae  phantom  has  disappeared, 
part  by  part,  as  Ae  figure  was  formed  from 
AeearHu 

A  Elf  OLD  {in  his  new  ybrm). 
I  bve,  and  I  shall  be  beloved !  Oh  life  I 
At  last  I  feel  thee !  Glorious  spirit ! 

STEANGIft. 

Stop! 
What  shall  become  of  your  abandon'd  garment, 
Yonr  hump,  and  luayi^and  clod  of  ugliness. 
Which  late  you  wore,  or  were? 

▲ENOLD. 

Who  cares !    Let  wolves 
And  mltiuvs  take  it,  if  they  will. 

trRAN«IB. 

And  if 
They  do,  and  are  not  scared  by  it,  you  '11  say 
It  most  be  peace-time,  and  no  better  £ure 
Abroad  T  the  fields. 

AKNOLD. 

Let  us  but  leave  it  there, 
No  matter  wlint  becomes  on 't. 

STBAIfOXa. 

That  'fl  ungraciouit, 
If  not  ungrateful.   Whatsoe'er  it  be, 

*  A4mb«««m  »rmt€nrlk,»  fniM  vbkfa  Ui«  fir»t  h^b  «u  fwnncU. 


It  hath  snsttin'd  yoar  aoiil  fob  ■HBy  n  day. 

auiold; 
Ay,  as  the  dnngliill  may  roncfl  m  fern 
Which  is  now  set  in  goM,  as  jevda  dtoald  be. 


But  if  I  give  another  form,  it  mnaC  be 
By  Csir  exchange,  not  robbery.     For  they 
Who  make  men  without  women's  aid,  have  lot 
Had  patenu  for  the  same,  and  do  not  love 
Your  interlopen.    Hm  dsvil  may  take  men. 
Not  make  thea,— tbongh  he  reap  the  benefit 
Of  the  original  workasanabip  :^-uid  therefore 
Some  one  must  be  ftand  to  *—— — »  the  shape 
You  have  quitted. 

aaifOLo. 
Who  would  do  so? 


Thaclki 


Andtherefonl 


You! 

•raAjiaaa. 
I  said  it 
Yon  inhabited  your  present  dome  of  beauty. 

AaaoLo. 
True.    I  forget  all  thing»>  in  the  new  joy 
Of  this  immortal  change. 

nraARoaa. 
In  a  Caw  moments 
I  will  be  as  you  were,  and  yon  shall  ace 
Yourself  for  ever  by  you,  as  your  diadow. 

AaJIOLOw 

I  would  be  spared  this. 


But  it  cannoe  be. 

What !  shrink  already,  being  what  you  are, 
From  seeing  what  you  were? 

AanoLO. 

Do  as  thou  wilt. 
STSANaiR  ( to  Ae  late  form  o/ AUaobo,  exirade 

earlh). 
Clay !  not  dead,  but  soulless ! 

Though  no  man  would  chuse  thee. 
An  immortal  no  less 

I>e8igns  not  to  refuse  thee. 
Qay  thou  art :  and  unto  spirit 
All  clay  is  of  equal  merit. 

Fire!  wiAout  which  noo^t  can  tive; 
Fire !  but  in  which  nought  can  live. 

Save  die  fsbled  salamander. 

Or  immortal  souls  which     _ 
Praying  irhat  doth  not  forgive. 
Howling  for  a  drop  of  water, 

Bumikig  in  a  quenchless  lot : 
Fire!  the  ooiy  clement 

Wliere  nor  fisli,  beast,  bird,  not 
Save  the  worm  which  dietb  noi. 

Can  preserve  a  moment's  form. 
But  must  with  thyself  be  blent : 
Firr!  man's  safeguard  and  his  slaughter: 
Fire!  creation's  firsi-boni  daughter 

aud  destruction's  threatcn'd  son 

When  Heaven  with  tlie  world  Im'th  done 
Ftrc!  nssist  me  to  renew 
Life  iu  >vhat  lies  in  my  view 
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Stiff  nn<I  coM ! 
ni<  rcsurrcciion  rr^U  with  me  nnd  yoo! 
')iir  litdo  mar>liy  spark  of  flame — 
\ii(l  he  ai;iiiii  shall  M>rm  the  same; 
But  I  his  >|iirit\  place  tliall  hold! 

An  ujnii-fatuu% flits  trough  the  wood,  and  rests 
on  the  hrnw  of  the  body.  The  Stranger  dis- 
appears: the  body  rites. 

Aft  MOLD  (in  his  new  form). 
)rrible ! 

^TRANGiR  (in  Arnold's  late  shape). 
What!  tn'mhlcsi  thou? 

ABNULO. 

Not  to— 
iy  shudder.     Whrrc  is  Ucd  the  shape 
aifly  Mori'Nt ! 

STRANGBI. 

To  the  «  orld  of  tliadovs. 
,  us  thread  Uic  prcM-iit.    WliiiUer  vilt  thou? 

ABMOLD. 

liou  be  my  companion? 

STRAKOSB. 

Wherefore  not  7 
jottcrs  keep  worse  company. 

AB.10LD. 

My  betters ! 

9rB\NGIB. 

>u  wax  proud,  I  see,  of  your  new  form  : 
lad  of  that.     I'liijratcful  too !     That  \  well ; 
nprovc  apare: — two  chan(;eH  in  an  ifutuat, 
on  arc  old  in  the  world's  ways  aln'udy. 
Mr  with  nic :  indeed  you  '11  tiud  me  useful 
your  pilgrimage.     Dut  come,  pronounce 
r  shall  ^e  now  be  errant? 

ABNULD. 

Where  the  world 
kest,  that  I  may  behold  it  in 
rkings. 

STBA.HCIB. 

That  's  to  say,  where  there  it  war 

Oman  in  activity.     I^t  's  s4^e! 
—  Italy — the  new  Atlantic  world — 
^iih  .ill  its  Moors.     In  very  truth, 

is  small  choice:  the  whole  race  are  just  now 
ii(;  as  usual  at  each  otlier»*  hearts. 

ABNOLD. 

'■  heard  (^cat  tiling  of  Rome. 

STBANGRB. 

A  goodly  choice — 
carce  a  better  to  I>e  found  on  earth, 
Smloni  was  put  out.     The  field  is  wide  too; 
DIM  the  Frank,  and  Ilun,  and  Spanish  scion 
•  old  Vandals  are  at  play  along 
unny  shores  of  the  world's  garden. 

ABAOLO. 

How 

wc  pn>ceed? 

SrBANGBB. 

Kike  gallantx  on  good  couriers. 
.  ho  I  my  chargiTs  I  »\cr  yet  were  better, 
riineton  ^as  upset  into  the  Po. 
ia|;c<  too  I 
t'nfer  (leu  Pnge^,  with  four  coal-black  Bones, 

AB.<«OI.D. 

\  nohle  sight ! 


STBANGBB. 

And  of 
A  nobler  breed.    Match  metn  Barbary, 
Or  your  Kochlani  nice  of  Araby, 
With  these: 

AB!fOLD. 

The  mighty  stream,  which  volumes  high 
From  their  proud  nostrils,  burns  tiic  very  air; 
.\nd  sparks  of  llame,  like  danciug  fire-flies,  wheel 
Around  ilieir  manes,  ai  common  insects  swarm 
Round  common  steeds  toward*  sunset. 

STBANGBB. 

Mount,  my  loni, 
They  and  I  are  your  servitors. 

AB.1I0LD. 

And  these. 
Our  diirk-eyed  pages — what  may  be  their  names? 

bTBANOBB. 

You  shall  baptise  them. 

ABNOLD. 

What!  in  holy  water! 

STBANGBB. 

Why  not?     The  deeper  sinner,  better  saint. 

ABNOLD. 

They  arc  beautiful,  and  cannot,  sure,  be  demons? 

STBANGBB. 

True ;  the  devil 's  always  ugly ;  and  your  beauty 

li  never  diabolical.  ^ 

ABNOLD. 

I  'II  call  him 
Who  I»ears  the  golden  horn,  and  wears  such  bright 
.\nd  blooming  aspect,  Huon  ;  for  he  looks 
Like  to  the  lovely  boy  lost  in  the  forest, 
And  never  found  till  now.     And  for  the  other 
And  darker,  and  more  thoughtful,  who  smilet  not. 
Hut  looks  as  serious  though  serene  as  night. 
He  shall  be  Memnonj  from  the  Ethiop  king, 
Whose  statue  turns  a  harper  once  a-day. 
And  you  ? 

stbangbb: 
1  have  ten  thousand  names,  and  twice 
As  many  attributes;  but  ab  I  wear 
A  human  shape,  will  take  a  human  name. 

ABNOLIK 

More  human  than  tlic  shape  (though  it  was  mine  once) 
I  trust 

STBANGBB. 

Then  call  me  Cesar. 

ABNOLD. 

Why,  that  name 
Belongs  to  empires,  and  has  been  but  borne 
By  the  world's  lords. 

STBANGBB. 

And  tlierefore  fittest  for 
Tlie  devil  in  d'lsguise — since  so  you  deem  me. 
Unless  you  call  me  pope  iuste&d. 

ABNOLU. 

Well  then, 
Cxsar  thou  shah  be.  For  myself,  my  name 
Shall  \tc  plain  Aruold  still. 

CJaSAB.  . 

We  11  add  a  title— 
X  (k>unt  Arnold  :m  it  hath  no  ungracious  sound, 
And  will  look  well  u|M>u  a  l»illct-(hMix. 

ARNOLD. 

Or  iu  an  order  for  a  battl«-ficld. 
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To  bone!  lo  hofw !  my  coaM>bick  iteed 
Piftwi  the  Kroimd  and  Mmfh  the  air! 

There  's  not  a  foal  of  Arab**  breed 
More  knows  wh<mi  be  must  bear ! 

On  the  bill  he  will  not  tire, 

Swifter  as  it  waxes  bigiier; 

In,tbe  marsh  he  will  not  slacken, 

On  the  plain  be  overtakoi ; 

In  die  trave  he  will  not  sink. 

Nor  pause  at  the  brook's  side  to  drink; 

In  the  race  he  will  not  pant. 

In  the  combat  he  *11  not  faint ; 

On  the  stones  he  will  not  stumble, 

Time  nor  toil  shall  make  him  humble : 

In  the  stall  he  will  not  stiffen. 

But  be  winged  as  a  griffin, 

Only  flying  with  his  feet : 

And  will  not  such  a  Voyage  be  sweet  ? 

Merrily!  merrily!  never  unsound. 

Shall  our  bonny  black  horses  skim  over  the  ground ! 

From  the  Alps  to  the  Caucasus,  ride  we,  or  fly ! 

For  we  'U  levre  them  bdiind  in  the  glance  of  an  eye. 
[Tft€y  aiotml  tftelr  hones,  and  disappear. 


SCENE   II. 
A  Camp  before  the  WaUs  of  Borne. 

AaiioLD  and  CitsAa. 

c«sAa. 
Yon  are  well  entered  now. 

AaifOLD. 

Ay;  but  my  path 
Has  been  o'er  carcases :  mine  eyes  are  M\ 
Of  blood. 

GASAB. 

Then  wipe  them,  and  see  clearly.    Why! 
Thou  art  a  conqueror ;  the  chosen  knight 
And  free  eompani<m  oS  the  gallant  Bourbon, 
Late  constable  of  France;  and  now  to  be 
Lord  of  the  city  which  hath  been  earth's  lord 
Under  its  e^^>eron,  and— changing  sex. 
Not  sceptre,  an  bermaphnxtite  of  empire — 
Lady  of  the  old  world. 

AaifOLD. 

How  oldl    What!  are  there 
/few  worlds  ? 

cnsAB. 
To  yon.    You  'U  find  there  are  such  shortly. 
By  its  rich  harvests,  new  disease,  and  gold ; 
Fh>m  one  half  of  the  world  named  a  whole  new  one, 
Because  you  know  no  better  than  the  dull 
And  dubious  notice  of  your  eyes  and  ears. 

AanoLD. 
I  '11  trust  them. 

cnsAa. 
Do!    They  will  deceive  you  sweetly. 
And  tliat  is  better  than  the  bitter  truth ! 

AXMOLD. 

Dog! 

CJBSAa. 

Man! 

ABNOLD. 

Devil! 


YoorobedieBt, 

ABNOLD. 

&iy  auufer  rather.    Thdn  haat  fared  me 
Through  scenes  of  blood  and  lost,  till  I 


am  hat 


And  where  wouldst  Aom  be? 

,  AanoLD. 

Oh,  at  peace — in  \ 


And  where  is  thai  which  is  so?     From  the 

To  the  winding  worm,  all  Kfe  is  motion,  and 

In  life  oomMoCioti  is  the  eztremest  point 

Of  life.    The  pbnet  wheels  till  it  becomes 

A  comet,  and  destroying  as  it  sweeps 

The  stars,  goes  out.    The  poor  worm  winds  its  ^ 

Living  upon  the  death  of  other  things. 

But  still,  like  them,  must  live  and  die,  the  subjc 

Of  something  tdiich  has  made  it  live  and  die. 

You  must  obey  what  all  obey,  the  rale 

Of  fix'd  necessity :  against  her  edict 

Rebellion  prospers  not. 

AanoLD. 
And  when  it  prospers- 

GjesAa. 
T  is  no  rebellion. 

ASMOLD. 

Will  it  'prosper  now  ? 


The  Ronribon  hath  given  orders  for  the  assaidi. 
And  by  the  dawn  there  vrill  be  work. 

ASIiOLD. 

Alas! 
And  shall  the  city  yield?  1  see  the  giant 
Abode  of  the  true  God,  and  his  ;tme  aaint. 
Saint  Peter,  rear  its  dome  and  crocs  into 
That  sky  whence  Christ  ascended  from  the  eroa 
Which  his  blood  made  a  badge  of  glory  and 
Of  joy  (as  once  of  torture  unto  ham, 
God  and  God's  Son,  man's  sole  and  only  refuge). 

CJBSAa. 

T  \»  there,  and  shall  be. 

ABROLD. 

What? 
casAB. 

The  crucifix 
Above,  and  many  altar  shrines  below. 
Also  some  culverins  upon  the  vfmlls. 
And  barqucbusses,  and  what  not,  besides 
The  men  who  are  to  kindle  them  to  death 
Of  other  men. 

abnold. 
And  those  scarce  mortal  arches. 
Pile  above  pile  of  everlasting  wall. 
The  theatre  vrbcre  emperors  and  their  subjects 
(Tliose  subjects  Romans)  stood  at  gaze  obon 
The  battles  of  the  monarchs  of  the  wild 
And  wood,  the  lion  and  his  tusky  rebels 
Of  the  then  untamed  desert,  brought  to  joost 
In  the  arena  (as  right  well  they  might. 
When  they  hBd  left  no  human  foe  unGonqner'dX 
Made  even  the  forest  pay  its  tribute  of 
Life  to  thtir  amphitiieatre,  as  well 
As  Dacia  men  to  die  the  eternal  death 
For  a  sole  instant's  pastime,  and  «  Pass  on 
To  a  new  gladiator!^ — Must  it  fall? 
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cmaxti. 

ly  nr  the  ampbithcatrc? 

iiiri-li,  or'oiie,  or  .ill  ?  for  you  confouud 

hcni  .111(1  me. 

AliVULIl. 

To-inorrow  sounds  Uic  aiwaall 
llir  iirst  cock-criiw. 

CMSXU. 

Wliicli,  if  it  cod  with 
-(Miing's  Hr<it  ni(;litiocalc,  tvill  be 
liiiit;  new  in  the  annals  of  grrat  sieves  : 
•Ml  niu>t  haw  their  prey  after  long  toil. 

AftMULO. 

in  c,fM-i  down  as  calmly,  aiul  perliaps 
HMiitifiilly,  than  he  diti  on  Rome 
'  (lay  Homiis  l^apt  her  wall. 

I  saw  him. 

ABNOLU. 
C«SAt. 

k'rs,  sir.     You  forget  I  am  or  wan 

c ill  I  Cook  up  with  your  cast  shape 

>»orsr  ii.iiMc.     I  'm  <I;rsar  and  a  hunch-back 

Weill  the  first  of  Czsars  was  a  bakMicad, 
i>e«l  Ins  l.iiireU  iM'tter  as  a  wig 
.tory  s.iy)  than  as  ('lorv.     Thun 
.»rld  runs  on,  hut  we  '11  be  merry  still, 
your  Romulus  (simple  as  I  am) 
is  own  twin,  (|uiek-boru  of  the  same  womb, 
4>  he  leapt  a  diceh  (t  was  then  no  wall, 
rr  it  now  In-)  ;  and  Rome's  earliest  cement 
rother's  hlnnd;  and  if  its  native  blood 
t  till  the  choketl  Tiber  be  as  red 

t  M,is  yellow,  it  will  ne\er  wear 
ep  hue  of  the  ocean  and  tlic  earth, 

the  ^.reat  rol)i>er  stms  of  Fritricide 
ii.iiie  their  ne\er-ceasin(;  scene  of  itlaii(;hter 

fs. 

At.'VOLD. 

iSut  what  ha\e  thes*'  doue,  tla>ir  far 
i>  desceiKl.iiits,  who  ha\e  lived  in  peace, 
.M-e  of  he.i\eii.  nnd  in  Iter  sunshine  of 

C«SA>. 

.\n<l  what  had  they  done  whom  the  oM 
Is  oersvkcpt  • — Hark! 

AtNOLD. 

Tlicy  arc  soldiers  singing 
K'ss  nmndelay,  upon  the  eve 
ly  deaths,  it  may  l>e  of  their  own. 

CCSAII. 

ly  should  they  not  siii|;  as  vkell  as  swans  ^ 
re  hlirk  f»ncs,  to  he  sure. 
(h.NoLi). 

S»,  you  are  Icarn'd, 
o. 

COMAS. 

In  my  (jrammar,  certck.     I 
lue.ited  for  a  monk  of  all  times, 
lee  I  w.iN  well  %ersed  in  the  forgotten 
111  letlerx,  and — vkere  I  so  minded — 
make  then  hierujlyphu's  plainer  than 
IphaU-t. 

ABNOLIl. 

And  wherefore  d«i  \ou  not ' 


CJISAft. 

It  answers  I»etter  to  resolve  the  alphabet 

Kick  into  hieroglyphics.     lake  your  ktatesmao, 

And  prophet,  pontiff,  doctor,  alchymibl, 

PhiloMpj[icr,  and  what  not,  tliey  have  built 

3Iore  Itabels  without  new  dispersion,  than 

The  stammering  young  ones  of  Uie  Hood's  dull  ooie, 

Who  fail'd  and  tied  each  other.     Why  T  why.  marry, 

DecauMT  no  man  could  undertUnd  bis  neighbour. 

Tliey  are  wii>er  now,  and  wiU  not  teparale 

For  nonsense.    Nay,  it  is  their  brotherhood. 

Their  Shibboleth,  their  Koran,  Talmud,  their 

Cabala :  their  best  brick-work  wherewithal 

They  build  more— 

ABNOLD  {interrupting  him). 

Oh !  thou  everlasting  socerer ! 
Re  silent !  How  the  soldien'  rough  strain  seems 
Sof ten'd  by  distance  to  u  hynm-likc  cadence ! 
Listen ! 

C«SAB. 

Yes.     I  have  lieard  the  angels  ting. 

ARNOLD. 

And  demons  howl. 


I  love  all  music. 


CCSAB. 

And  man  too.     Let  us  listen : 


Song  of  the  Soldiers  within. 

The  Black  Rands  came  over 

The  Alps  and  their  snow. 
With  UourboD,  the  rover. 

They  pass'd  the  broad  Po. 
We  ha\e  beaten  all  f(»emen, 

Wc  have  captured  u  king, 
We  have  tuni'd  back  on  no  men, 

And  ko  let  us  sing ! 
Here  'i  tlic  BourlHHi  for  ever! 

Though  pcnuilest  all. 
We'll  have  one  more  endeaTour 

At  yonder  old  wall. 
With  the  Rourbou  we  'M  gather 

At  day-dawn  before 
Tlie  gates,  and  together 

Or  break  or  climb  o'er 
The  wall :  on  the  ladder. 

As  mounts  each  firm  foot. 
Our  sliout  shall  grow  gladder. 

And  death  only  be  mult. 
With  the  Bourbon  we  '11  mount  o'er 

The  ^alls  of  old  Rome, 
.\nd  who  then  slinll  count  o'er 

Tlie  spoils  of  each  dome  ? 
rp!  up!  with  the  lily! 

.\nd  down  with  ilie  keys! 
In  old  Rome,  tlie  Seven-liilly, 

Wc  11  revel  at  ease : 
Her  streets  shall  be  gory. 

Her  Tiber  all  red. 
And  her  temples  m>  hoary 

Shall  clang  with  our  tre-ad. 
Oh  !  the  Bnurlkon!  the  nourbon' 

Tlu'  Bourlton  for  aye ! 
<  )f  our  song  bear  tlie  hurtlien ' 

.\iid  tire,  (in>  away  ! 
With  Sp;iiu  for  the  van|;uard. 

<  >ur  varied  host  cuuick  , 
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And  next  to  the  Spaniard 

Beat  Germany's  drums ; 
And  Italy's  lances 

Are  couch'd  at  their  mother; 
But  our  leader  from  France  is. 

Who  irarr'd  with  his  brother. 
Oh,  the  Bourbon!  the  Bourbon! 

Sans  country  or  home. 
We  'II  follow  tlic  Bourbon, 

To  plunder  old  Rome. 

CJBSAB. 

An  indifferent  song 
For  those  within  the  walls,  mcthlnks,  to  hear. 

ABNOLD. 

Yes,  if  they  keep  to^theirjchorus.     But  here  comes 
The  general  with  his  chiefs  and  men  of  trust. 
A  goodly  rebel ! 

Enter  the  Constable  Bourbon,  u  cum  5hu,i»  etc.,  etc.,  etc. 

PIILIBBBT. 

How  now,  noble  prince. 
You  are  not  cheerful  ? 

BOUBBON. 

Why  should  I  be  so? 

PHILIBBBT. 

Upon  the  eve  of  conquest,  such  as  ours. 
Most  men  would  be  so. 

BOUBBON. 

If  1  were  secure ! 

PIILIBIKT. 

Doubt  not  our  soldiers.    Were  the  walls  of  adamant, 
They  'd  crack  them.     Hunger  is  a  sharp  artillery. 

BOURBON. 

That  they  will  falter  is  my  least  of  fears. 
That  they  wiH  be  repulsed,  with  Bourbon  for 
Tlieir  chief,  and  all  their  kindled  appetites 
To  marshal  them  on — were  those  Jioary  walls 
Mountaias,  and  tliose  who  guard  I  hem  like  the  gods 
Of  the  old  fables,  I  would  trust  my  Titans ;~ 
But  now — 

PBILIBBRT. 

They  are  but  men  who  war  with  mortals. 

BOURBON. 

True :  but  those  walls  have  girded  in  great  ages, 
And  sent  forth  mighty  spirits.     The  past  earth 
And  present  phantom  of  imperious  Rome 
Is  peopled  with  those  warriors;  and  methinks 
They  flit  along  the  eternal  city's  rampart. 
And  stretch  their  glorious,  gory,  shadowy  hands, 
And  beckon  me  away ! 

PHILIBBBT. 

So  let  tlicm !  Wilt  thou 
Turn  back  horn  shadowy  menaces  of  shadows  ? 

BODRBOM. 

They  do  not  menace  me.    I  could  have  foced, 
Methinks,  a  Sylla's  menace;  but  they  clasp 
And  raise,  and  wring  their  dim  and  deathlike  hands, 
And  with  their  thin  aspen  faces  and  fixed  eyes 
Fascinate  mine.     Look  there ! 

rUILIBXRT. 

I  look  upon 
A  lofty  battlement. 

BOURBON. 

And  there! 

nniLIBSBT. 

Not  even 


I 


A  guard  in  sight;  they  wisely  keep  below, 
Shelter'd  by  the  gray  parapet,  from  loae 
Stray  bullet  of  our  hnsqueneta,  who  might 
Practise  in  the  cool  twilight. 

BODlBOIf. 

You  are  blind. 

PHILIBBKT. 

If  seeing  nothing  more  than  may  be  seen 
Be  so. 

BOUIBOR. 

A  thouanid  years  have  naann'd  the  walk 
W^th  all  their  heroes,— the  last  Cato  stands 
And  tears  his  bowels,  rather  than  survive 
The  liberty  of  tliat  I  would  enslave. 
And  the  first  Cesar  with  his  iriumphs  flits 
From  battlement  to  battlement. 

PHIUBBRT. 

Then  conquer 
The  walls  for  which  he  conquer'd  and  be  grealer! 

■oumsoir. 
True :  so  I  vrill,  or  perish. 

PHILIBRRT. 

You  can  not 
In  such  an  enterprise  to  die  is  rather 
The  dawn  of  an  eternal  day,  than  death. 

Count  Arnold  and  Cmsar  advance. 

CMSAR. 

And  the  mere  men— do  they  too  sweat  benealb 
The  noon  of  tbu  same  ever«corching  ^ry? 

■OURBON. 

Ak! 
Welcome  the  bitter  hunchback !  and  his  master, 
Tlie  beauty  of  our  host,  and  brave  as  beanleoat. 
And  generous  as  lovely.     We  shall  find 
Work  for  you  both  ere  nu>ming. 

casAa.  I 

You  wiU  find, 
So  please  your  highness,  no  less  for  yourself. 

BOURBON. 

And  if  I  do,  there  will  not  be  a  labourer 
More  forward,  hunchback ! 

C«SAR. 

You  may  well  say  so, 
For  you  have  seen  that  back — as  general, 
Placed  in  the  rear  in  action — but  your  foes 
Have  never  seen  it 

BOUEBON. 

That 's  a  fair  retort. 
For  I  provoked  it : — but  the  Bourbon  s  breast 
Has  been,  and  ever  shall  be,  far  advanced 
In  danger's  face  as  yours,  were  you  the  devU. 

CJCSAR. 

And  if  I  were,  I  miglit  have  saved  my^lf 
The  toil  of  coming  here. 

PIILIBRRT. 

Why  so? 

CJBSAR. 

'  Onelulf 

Of  your  brave  bands  of  their  own  bold  accord 
Will  go  to  him,  the  other  half  be  sent, 
.More  swiftly,  not  less  surely. 

BOURBON. 

Arnold,  your 
Slight  crooked  friend  's  as  snake-like  in  his  word^ 
As  his  deeds. 
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CCSAR. 

BOUBBOlf. 

Your  hi(;liiicM  much  mixtaketi  me. 

The  worid's 

kc  ^ji»  a  IhiitcriT — 1  am  none; 

Great  capital  perchance  i^  our*  to-morrow. 

WiiiIn,  I  only  sUn{f  wlirn  stiiiig. 

Throm^h  every  cliauge  the  '»e\en-hiird  city  liath 

BOUIBO^. 

Retain'd  her  sway  o'er  nations,  and  the  Caesars 

•  <■,  and  that's  vnougli  for  mr:  ami  quick 

But  yieldc<l  to  the  Alaincs,  tlie  Alarics 

>harp  in  anion — and  that'^  more. 

Unto  the  pontiffs.     Boman,  Goth,  or  prie»t. 

in:  u  soldirr,  but  the  soldien' 

Still  the  'world's  masters!  (a\ilized,  barbarian, 

Or  saintly,  still  the  walls  of  Romulus 

CJUAB. 

Have  been  the  circus  of  an  empire.     Well ! 

i^Y  are  hut  had  «*omp.iny,  your  higtiiWKK; 

T  was  their  turn — now  't  is  ours ;  atHl  let  us  hope 

von  for  their  friends  than  ^cs,  as  being 

Tliat  we  will  tight  as  well,  and  rule  murh  better. 

lent  acquaiutanre. 

CJKSAB. 

Piiii.iniciiT. 

No  doubt,  the  camp's  the  school  of  civic  rights. 

How  now,  fellow! 

>Vhat  would  you  make  of  Rome? 

in^>lcnt,  I>eyond  the  privilcgr 

BOL'BBON. 

1. 

Tliat  which  it  was. 

cmsAR. 

CJtSAB. 

You  mean,  I  s|>rak  tlie  truth. 

In  Alaric's  time  ? 

as  easy;  then  you'll  praise  me 

BOUBBOlf. 

•ou  a  hero. 

No,  slave !  In  the  first  CaBsar's, 

BOl-RBOff. 

Whose  name  you  bear  like  other  curs. 

Pliililx-rt  I 

CJUAB. 

10;  ho's  hni\r,  and  ever  has 

Aud  kings. 

th  that  K^art  fa<f  and  inonntaio  hhoulder 

T  is  a  great  name  for  blood-hounds. 

>rni;  and  palinii  in  star\atiiHi; 

BOUBBOM. 

(>n(,'uc,  the  (Miup  is  fnll  of  licence. 

Hiere's  a  demon 

rp  Ntin);in{;  of  a  li\ely  rogue 

In  tliat  fierce  rattle-snake  thy  tongue.     Wilt  never 

nd,  far  pri>rer:ihlc  to 

Be  serious  T 

nil,  luMvy,  p,l(Hiiny  «'Xi^ration 

CJtSAB. 

niiNh'd,  sullen,  i;runihlin|;  klave. 

Ou  the  eve  of  battle,  no; — 

in|;  ran  con\iniv  s^ive  a  full  meal, 

That  were  not  soldier-like.     T  is  for  the  girneral 

id  sli'rp,  and  a  few  mam\cdi!«. 

To  l>e  more  pensive:  we  adventurers 

he  deems  hini  rich. 

Must  be  more  cheerful.     Whcn:fore  should  we  think? 

CMA\H. 

Our  tutelar  deity,  in  a  leader's  shape. 

It  would  he  well 

Takes  care  of  us.     Keep  tliought  aloof  from  hosts! 

.  princes  a«4k'd  no  more. 

If  the  kna\es  take  to  thinking,  you  will  have 

BOUBBO?!. 

To  crack  those  walls  alone. 

Be  silent ! 

BOL'BBON. 

emu. 

You  may  sneer,  since 

idle.     Work  vourM'lf  with  words! 

0 

T  is  lucky  for  you  that  you  fight  uo  worse  fbr't. 

*  to  ofH^ak. 

CKSAB. 

PHILIBERT. 

I  thank  you  for  the  frretloni;  't  is  the  only 

What  means  the  audacious  prater  7 

Pay  1  lia\e  taken  in  your  highness'  service. 

C«.SAB. 

BOIIBBON. 

e  other  prophelv 

Well,  sir,  to-morrow  you  bhall  pay  yourself. 

BOUBB09I. 

I.ook  on  those  to«ers ;  they  hold  my  treasury. 

l*liilibert ! 

But,  IMiilibert,  we  11  in  to  coimcil.     Amokl ! 

u  vox  him?  Have  we  uot  enough 

We  would  request  your  presence. 

7  Arnold!  I  will  lead  the  atuck 

ABNOLU. 

Prince !  my  tertice 

ABNOLD. 

Is  yours,  as  in  the  field. 

1  have  heard  asi  much,  my  lord. 

BOUBBOa-V. 

1  follow  T 

BOCBBON. 

In  both,  we  pnM  it. 
And  yours  will  be  a  post  of  trust  at  day-break. 

ABNOLD. 

Since  I  must  uot  lead. 

casAB. 
And  mine  ?                                                                   • 

BOUBBOlf. 

BOUBBO!«. 

To  follow  glory  with  the  Bourbon. 

-y  fur  the  further  daring 

Good  night ! 

eedy  army,  that  their  chief 

ABNOLn  [to  CMSXt). 

4  foot  u}>on  the  foremost  ladder'^ 

Pre|)are  our  armour  for  the  assault. 

And  wail  within  my  tent. 

CJKSAR. 

[Exeunt  Boubboh,  Abnold,  Piilidbbt,  etc. 

pou  lis  topmost,  let  us  hope; 

CASAB  {utlus). 

ijve  hiH  full  deserts. 

Within  thy  tent ! 
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Think'st  thou  that  I  pass  from  dice  with  my  presence? 

Or  tliat  this  crooked  coffer,  which  contaia'd 

Tliy  principle  of  life,  is  aught  to  me 

Except  a  mask  ?  And  iheAC  arc  men,  fortooth ! 

Hemes  and  chiefii,  the  flower  of  Adam's  bastards ! 

Tliis  is  the  conM>quence  of  giving  matter 

The  power  of  thought.    It  is  a  stubborn  substance, 

Aud  thinks  chaotically,  as  it  acts, 

Erer  relapsing  into  iu  first  elements. 

Well  1 1  must  play  with  these  poor  puppets :  't  is 

Tlie  s|Hrit's  pastime  in  his  idler  hours. 

When  I  grow  weary  of  it,  I  have  business 

Amongst  the  stars,  which  these  poor  creatures  deem 

Were  made  for  them  to  look  at.    T  were  a  jest  now 

To  bring  one  down  amongst  them,  and  set  fire 

Unto  their  ant-hill :  how  the  pismires  then 

Would  scamper  o'er  the  scalding  soil,  and,  ceasing 

From  tearing  down  each  otiiers'  nests,  pipe  forth 

Chie  universal  orison !  Ha  !  ha !  [Exit  CssAa. 


PART  11. 

SCENE   I. 

Before  the  Walls  of  Rome.  The  assault;  the  army  in 
motion^  vfitii  ladders  to  scale  the  walls;  Bourbon, 
wi(A  a  white  scarf  over  his  armour,  foremost. 

Chorus  of  Spirits  in  the  air. 

1. 
T  is  the  mom,  but  dim  and  dark. 
Whither  flics  the  silent  lark  ? 
Whither  shrinks  the  clopdcd  sun  ? 
Is  the  day  indeed  begun  ? 
Nature's  eye  is  melancholy 
O'er  the  city  high  aud  holy ; 
but  without  there  is  a  din 
Should  arouse  the  saints  witliin, 
And  revive  the  heroic  ashes 
Round  which  yellow  Tiber  dashes. 
Oh !  ye  seven  hills !  awaken, 
Ere  your  very  base  be  shaken  ! 

2. 

Hearken  to  the  steady  stamp  I 
Blars  is  in  their  every  tramp ! 
Not  a  step  is  out  of  tune. 
As  tlie  tides  obey  the  moon  ! 
On  they  march,  though  to  self-slaughter. 
Regular  as  rolling  water, 
Whose  high  leaves  o*en>wcep  the  border 
Of  huge  moles,  but  keep  their  order. 
Breaking  only  rank  by  rank. 
Hearken  to  the  armour's  clauk ! 
Look  down  o'er  each  frowniug  warrior. 
How  he  glares  upon  the  barrier : 
■    Look  on  each  step  of  each  ladder, 
As  the  stripes  that  streak  an  adder. 

3. 
Look  upon  the  bristling  wall, 
Mann'd  without  aa  interval! 
Round  and  round,  and  tier  on  tier, 
Cannon'si  black  moutli,  shining  spear, 
Lit  match,  bcll-uiouili'd  musqueioon. 
Gaping  to  be  murderous  soon. 


All  the  wariike  gear  of  old, 
Min'd  with  what  we  now  behold. 
In  this  strife  'twixt  old  and  new. 
Gather  like  a  locust's  crew. 
Shade  of  Remus  !  't  is  a  time 
Awful  as  thy  brother's  crime ! 
Christians  war  against  Christ's  shrine  :— 
Must  its  lot  be  like  to  thine  ? 

Near — and  near — nearer  still. 
As  the  earthquake  saps  the  hill. 
First  with  trembling,  hollow  motion. 
Like  a  scarce-awaken'd  ocean. 
Then  with  stronger  shock  and  louder. 
Till  the  rocks  arc  cru&h'd  to  powder.— 
Onward  sweeps  the  rolling  host ! 
Heroes  of  tlie  immortal  boast ! 
Mighty  chiefs!  Eternal  shado'^n! 
First  flowers  of  tlie  bloody  meadows 
Which  encompass  Rome,  the  mother 
Of  a  people  without  brother! 
Will  you  sleep  when  nations'  qoanvlN 
Plough  the  root  up  of  your  laureU  7 
Ye  who  wept  o'er  (^rthage  burning, 
Weep  not — strike!  for  Rome  is  mouniio(;'' 

5. 
Onward  sweep  the  varied  nations  I 
Famine  long  liath  dealt  their  rations; 
To  the  wall,  with  hate  and  hunger. 
Numerous  as  wolves,  and  stronger. 
On  they  sweep.     Oh  !  glorious  city, 
Must  thou  be  a  theme  for  piiy ! 
Fight,  like  your  first  sire,  each  Roman  I 
Alaric  was  a  gentle  foeman, 
Match'd  witli  Bourbon'h  black  banditti  '■ 
Rouse  thee,  thou  eternal  citv ! 
Rouse  thee !  Rather  give  the  porch 
With  thy  own  liand  to  thy  torch. 
Than  Inilioid  such  hosts  pollute 
Your  worst  dwelling  with  their  foot. 

G. 
Ah  !  behold  yun  bleeding  spectre  ' 
Ilion's  children  find  no  Hector; 
Priam's  off>pring  loved  their  brother  . 
Roma's  sire  forgot  his  mother, 
When  he  slew  his  gallant  twin. 
With  inexpiable  sin. 
See  the  giant  shadow  stride 
O'er  the  ramparts  higii  and  wide '. 
When  he  first  (/erleapt  thy  wall. 
Its  foundation  mouru'd  thy  fail. 
Now,  though  lowering  like  a  Babel. 
Who  to  stop  his  steps  are  able  ? 
Stalking  o'er  thy  hii;hest  dome, 
Remus  claims  his  vcngcaucc,  Rome  < 

Now  ihcy  reach  thee  in  their  anger ; 
rirr.  and  smoke,  and  hrllisli  clangor 
Are  around  thee,  thou  world's  wonder  ! 
Death  is  in  thy  walls  aud  under. 

*  Sii|>io.  iliu  «C(»ii>l  Airi<°4na4,  is  miiI  to  bu^i-  rii>c«tr< 
Homer,  and  wcpi  oti^  ili»  buruiup  <>r  CAitLut(;.<  II9  hjJ 
QTtaied  II  . I  i«|iilul«lion 
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e  moetini;  Htral  first  cbshei ; 
ard  tlM'n  the  l«-i(ldt>r  craslies, 
<  iron  loiul  all  (;lraniiii{;. 
It  ics  foul  l)laH|»lu>iniiit» ! 
Ill  I  for  c\i'ry  warrior 
iiollirr  i-linihs  flic  iMrrirr. 
■  |;n)VK  tin*  strife :  thy  (litchc> 
s  iiiiii{;liii);  (;orc  rnrichfs. 
Althoiii'h  thy  wall  in:iy  |itfrish, 
iniiiirr  thy  ficUU  will  chcrisb, 

gay  ihft  harvtst-homc ; 

hrarths,  alas!  oh.  Home!  — 
Homo  aniiilst  thhie  Hii([uish, 
s  thou  wast  wont  to  vnu«|uisli ' 

8. 
'«•  moro.  y<*  old  PoiiatrsI 
your  quiMirh'd  hrarth<i  bo  Atc's  ! 
ill,  yi*  shadowy  heroes 
01  to  thrsi*  stranger  NeroH  I 

I  the  son  who  s\cm  hi<i  motlirr, 

tiiit'it  LIoimI,  he  was  your  brother  :  ^ * 

he  Uouiaii  rurb'd  tht*  Uoinaii  :— 
<<  waN  a  buftlcti  fot*nuiu. 
in,  yo  siiuts  mid  martyrs, 
r  yours  an*  holier  charters. 
(;()d«  of  t«;ui|>lcs  falliug, 
mill  still  a|))ialliiig  ! 
T  fuundors  of  those  altars, 
id  rhriiaian,— strike  the  aiMulters! 
Til)t;r  !  let  thy  torrent 
vcn  nature's  self  abhorrent, 
h  bn-athiug  heart  filiated 
IS  doth  the  linn  bailetl ! 
ic  cru^li'd  to  one  wide  tomb, 
still  the  Unman 's  Home  ! 

aHOLi),  (Ij(!»\ft,  and  others,  arrive  at  titejvot 
11.     Aknui.d  i>  alfout  to  plant  his  ladder. 

Bout  BOX. 

il  '  I  am  lirxi. 

\IIN0l.li. 

Not  !to,  my  lord. 
iiorauoN. 
i-har|;e  yon  !  Follow  !  I  am  proud 
iliitwer.  but  \iill  brook  no  leader. 

plants  his  latlder,  and  In'gins  to  mount. 
On  !  on  ! 

\.4  ihot  strikes  Aim,  and  DouiBON/oili. 

CJtSAS. 

And  off! 

Aft.lOLU. 

Eternal  powers! 

II  lie  appall'd. — Dut  vengeance!  vengeance! 

IIOITSRON. 

; — lend  me  your  hand. 

I  tnkci  AsMOLn  ///  Che  hand  and  rises;  but, 

puts  his  foot  on  the  step^  falls  again. 

Arnold !  I  am  sped. 
fill — ,il|  will  go  well — conceal  it ! 
ii.ik  o'er  what  will  be  dust  anon  ; 
N<»ldii-r>  s^^^'  it. 

You  must  be 

lie  aid  of 


BOCIION. 

No,  my  galLint  boy; 
Death  is  upon  me.     lUit  wluit  is  one  Wtc  ? 
The  Bourbon's  spirit  sIliU  coramaud  them  still. 
Keep  tliem  yet  ignorant  that  I  am  but  clay. 
Till  they  arc  conquerors— then  do  as  you  may. 

Cits  A  B. 

Would  not  your  liighnoss  chuse  to  kiss  the  cross ! 
We  have  no  priest  lierr,  but  the  hilt  of  sword 
May  serve  instead : — it  did  the  same  for  Ba3fard. 

BOURBON. 

Thou  bitter  slave  !  to  name  him  at  this  time  ! 
But  I  deserve  it. 

ABNOLD  {to  CJtiAB). 

Villain,  hold  yoiu*  peace  ! 

CASIB. 

What,  when  a  christian  dies?  Sliall  I  not  offer 
A  christbn  m  Vade  in  pace  I» 

ABNOLD. 

Silence !  Ob ! 
Those  eyes  an;  gbzing,  which  o'erlook'd  the  world, 
And  saw  no  equal. 

BOL-BBOX. 

Arnold,  shouldsl  thou  see 
France— But  hark  I  hark !  the  assiiidt  grows  wanner — 

Oh! 
For  but  an  hour,  a  minute  mon;  of  life, 
To  die  within  tlie  wall !  Hence,  Arnold  !  hence  ! 
You  lose  time — tliey  will  conquer  Rome  without  thee. 

ABNOLD. 

Aud  without  thee.' 

BOUBBON. 

Not  so ;  I'll  lead  them  still 
fn  spirit.     Cover  up  my  dust,  and  breathe  not 
Tliat  I  have  ceased  to  breathe.     Away  I  and  be 
Vicioriout ! 

ABNOLD. 

But  I  must  not  leave  thee  thus. 

BOUKBON. 

You  must — farewell — Up  !  up  I  the  world  is  winning. 

[BotJRBOM  dies. 

Cits  IB  (to  ABNOLD). 

dome,  count,  to  business. 

ABNOLD. 

True.     I  Ml  weep  hereafter. 
[.Ir.'volu  covers  Bourbon's  body  with  a  mumiU,  and 
mounts  the  ladder,  crying^ 
The  Bourbon  !  Bourbon  !  On  boys!  Rome  is  oun ! 

CJtS-iB. 

Good  night.  Lord  Constable!  tliMi  wert  a  man. 
[Cjuit/oJioivi  Abnolii;  they  reach  the  baUUmunt; 
Arnold  and  Cjk^ab  are  struck  down. 
A  precious  »onier>ct !  Is  your  countship  injured  ? 

ARNOLD. 

No.  [RemounU  ah«  ladder. 

CJISAR. 

A  rare  blood-hound,  when  his  own  is  heated! 
And  't  is  no  l>oy's  play.     Now  he  strikes  them  down ! 
Ilin  hand  is  on  the  baltlemeut — he  gra&pN  it 
Ah  though  it  were  an  altar  ;  now  his  foot 
Is  on  it,  and What  ki^e  we  here,  a  Roman  1 

[AmanfuUs, 

The  first  bint  of  tlie  eo»ey  !  he  has  falln 

On  the  outside  of  the  nest.     Why,  how  now,  fellow  * 

TIB  WOUNOKD  MtN. 

A  drop  of  water  !         *• 
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CBSAl. 

Blood  's  the  only  liquid 
Rearer  than  Tiber. 

WOURDIO  MAN. 

I  hare  died  for  Rome. 

CJUAl. 

And  so  did  Bourbon,  in  another  sense. 

Oh  these  immortal  men !  and  their  great  motives ! 

But  I  murt  after  my  young  charge,    fle  is 

By  this  lime  i*  the  forum.    Charge !  charge ! 

[Cmai  momnU  Ae  la/ddtr;  llta  §e€ne  dotet. 


SCENE   IL 


I 


T%e  City, — CwmbaU  hetwten  ffce  BtsUgen  andBesiegtd 
inAestrteti,    InhaHtatUsJljriny  in  confusion. 

Enter  CmsAU. 

CMS  AM. 

I  cannot  find  my  hero;  he  is  mix'd 

With  the  heroic  crowd  that  now  pursue 

The  fugitives,  or  battle  with  the  desperate. 

What  liave  we  here  7  A  cardinal  or  two 

That  do  not  seem  in  love  with  martyrdom. 

How  the  old  red-shanks  scamper !  Gould  they  doff 

Their  hose  as  they  have  dofFd  their  hats,  't  would  be 

A  blessing,  as  a  mark  the  leu  for  plunder. 

But  let  them  fly,  the  crimson  kennels  now 

WiU  not  much  stain  their  stockings,  since  the  mire 

Is  of  die  self-same  purple  hue. 

Enter  a  party  fightiny^^AmnoLD  of  ffc«  head  of  Ifce 

Besiegers, 

He  comes. 
Hand  in  hand  with  the  inild  twins — Gore  and  Glory. 
Holla !  hold,  count ! 

ASHOLD. 

Away !  they  must  not  rally. 

CJHAa. 

I  tell  thee,  be  not  rash ;  a  golden  bridge 

Is  for  a  flying  enemy.    I  gave  thee 

A  form  of  beauty,  and  an 

Exemption  foom  some  maladies  of  body. 

But  not  of  mind,  which  is  not  mine  to  give. 

But  though  I  gave  the  form  of  Thetis'  son, 

I  (hpt  thee  not  in  Styx ;  and  'gainst  a  foe 

I  would  not  warrant  thy  chivalric  heart 

More  than  Pelides*  heel ;  why  then,  be  cautious, 

And  know  thyself  a  mortal  still. 

ARNOLD. 

And  who 
With  aught  of  soul  would  combat  if  he  were 
Invulnerable  ?  That  were  pretty  sport. 
Think'st  thou  I  beat  for  hares  when  lions  roar  1 

[AiNOLD  ruAes  into  the  combat 

CXSAt. 

A  precicMDM  sample  of  humanity ! 
Well,  his  bbod'a  up,  and  if  a  little's  shed, 
*T  will  serve  to  curb  his  fever. 

[AiNOLD  engages  wiA  a  Romany  who  retires  towards 
a  portico. 

ARNOLD. 

Yield  thee,  slave ! 
I  promise  quarter. 

■OMAN. 

That 's  sooi^id. 


And 

My  word  is  kaowo. 

SOMAM. 

Soahall  be  my  deeds. 
[They  re-angmga.     Cmskm  comet  fm 


May  live  to  carve  your  better's 


Why;  Arnold !  Hold  thine  own ;  chou  hast  m  hsy 
A  fomons  artisan,  a  cunning  acnlptor ; 
Also  a  dealer  in  the  aword  and  daJieer. 
Not  so,  my  mnsqneteer ;  *t  was  he  who  slew 
The  Bourbon  from  the  walL 

▲aNOLl>. 

Ay,  did  he  so  ? 
Then  he  hath  carved  his  monument. 


lyet 


Well  said,  my  man  of  mari>le  !  Benweouto, 
Tlmu  hast  some  practice  in  bold  ways ;  and  be 
Who  slays  Cellini,  will  have  work'd  a<  haid 
As  e'er  thou  didst  upon  Carmra's  blocks. 
[Arnold  disarms  and  wounds  Csllini,  hmt  sligiA 
latter  draws  a  pistol  and  fires ;  then  n 
and  disappears  throws^k  th€  portico. 

CiBSAa. 

How  forest  thou  ?  Thou  base  a  tasie^  nr»^tii;pb«^ 
Of  red  Bellona's  banquet. 

A1NOI.B  {staffers). 

T  is  a  scratch. 
Lend  me  thy  scarf.    He  shall  nut  'scape  me  tins. 


Where  is  it  ? 

▲aNOI.D. 

In  the  shoulder,  not  the  sword 

And  tliat  *s  enough.     I  am  thirsty :  would  I  had 
A  helm  of  water ! 

cnsAa. 
That's  a  liquid  now 
In  requisition,  but  by  no  means  easie^it 
To  come  at. 

AanoLD. 
And  my  thirst  increases ; — but 
I  '11  find  a  way  to  quench  it. 

casAa. 

Or  be  quench'd 
Thyself? 

AaNOLO. 

The  chance  is  even  ;  we  will  throw 
Tlie  dice  thereon.     But  I  lose  time  iu  prating ; 
Prithee  be  quick.  [CxsAa  hinds  on  the 

And  what  do$t  thou  so  idly! 
Why  dost  not  strike  ? 

casAa. 
Your  okl  pbilosophers 
Beheld  mankind,  as  mere  spectators  of 
The  Olympic  games.     When  I  behold  a  prize 
Worth  wresthng  for,  I  may  be  found  a  Milo. 

ARNOLD. 

Ay,  'gainst  an  oak. 

casAR. 
A  forest,  when  it  suits  me. 
I  combat  with  a  mass,  or  not  at  all. 
Meantime,  pursue  thy  sport  as  I  do  mine : 
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is  just  now  to  (;att,  since  all  thew  labourers 
•ap  my  banc«t  gratis. 

AB.10LD. 

Thou  art  still 
1! 

CXSAR. 

And  tliou — a  man. 

ARMOLD. 

•uoh  1  fain  would  show  mc. 

CJLSAB.  # 

True — as  men  are. 

AIlfOLD. 

hat  \%  that? 

CJKSAI. 

Thou  ferh'Kt  and  thou  scc'st. 

!xit  Arnold,  yoiri 1 714/  in  the  combat  which  still 
utntinues  between  detached  parties.  The  scene 
loses. 


SCENE    III. 


fr's.      Tfie   Interior  of  the  Church.     The  Pope 

'if  .-iltar.     Priests,  etc.  crowdintj  in  confusion. 

Citizens  ftyintj  for  refuse,   pursued  by  Sol' 

Enter  Cmskh. 

A  SPANKH  SOLDIia. 

with  thrm,  coiiiradrs!  ie'iie  iipoo  those  lamps! 
yon  hahl-])atcd  !ihuvelin(j  lO  Uic  chine! 
iary\  of  yold! 

i.rrnFRAM  soloiiIi. 
l\ovcni»t'!  Rrvf>n(;r! 
T  hrrojifcrr,  hut  for  v(>n(;caiico  now — 
r  ^talld^  Aiici-OhrUc ! 

C ACS  i R  (in terposing). 

How  now,  schismatic ! 
«oiil(lst  thouT 

LurnrRA^r  »oi,dici. 

Ill  llic  holy  name  of  Qirist, 
y  proinl  Anti-dhrist.     I  am  a  Christian. 

i:A..Hit. 
iliori|ilo  tliac  would  make  the  founder 
ir  Im-IkF  rfiioiiiicc  it,  nyild  Uo  k^ 
■tuMJyirs.     lU'^t  stint  fhys<*lf  lo  plunder. 

LirrUIRAM   SOI.DIIR. 

It'  is  tlic  d(.'\il. 

rjK4A>. 

Hush !  krep  tliat  secret, 
-  oliould  rcco(;nize  you  for  his  own. 

LI*TBr.R\M    SOI.DICB. 

Aoiild  voii  <av«'  him?  I  n'|M»at  he  is 
■\il,  or  llie  drvil\  vicar  upon  earth. 

CftSAl.  • 

i.it  *<  I  lie  riMsoii;  mould  you  make  a  quarrel 
)'niir  hi'st  friends ?  You  had  far  bent  be  quiet; 
"ur  ii  not  yet  come. 

LLTHERAN    SOLDIII. 

That  shall  be  seen! 

I-  Lutheran  Sfiliiit'r  rushes  forveartl:  a  ahotstrikes 
ini  fuuu  <i#ic  of  thr  Pope's  ijunrtls^  and  he  falls  at 
le  foot  tf  thr  Altttr. 


CALSAR  (to  ttie  LITHKRAX}. 


you  so. 


LL'TliaAX  SOLDIia. 

And  will  you  not  aTcnge  me? 

C«SAR. 

Not  I!  You  know  that  «  ven(;canee  is  the  Lord's:* 
You  see  he  loves  no  interiopers. 

LLTUKaAN  {dying). 
Oh! 
Had  I  but  slain  him,  1  bad  |;one  ou  high, 
Crowii'd  with  eterual  (;lury!     Heaven,  forgive 
My  freblencss  of  arm  tliat  reach'd  him  not, 
Aud  take  thy  Kcrvant  to  thy  mercy.    T  is 
A  glorious  triumph  still ;  proud  Babylon 's 
No  more;  the  Harlot  of  the  Seven  Hills 
Hath  changed  her  scarlet  raiment  for  sackcloth 
Aud  asla's !  [  The  Lutheran  dies. 

CJtSAR. 

Yes,  thine  own  amidst  the  rest. 
Well  done,  old  Uabel! 

[The  Guards  defend  themselves  desptratefy^  while 
the  Pontiff  escapes,  by  a  private  passage,  to  tk4 
Fatican  and  the  Castle  of  St  Angela. 

CJtSAR. 

Ha!  right  nobly  battled! 
Now,  priest!  now,  soldier!  the  two  great  professions 
Together  by  the  cars  and  hearts!  I  have  not 
Seen  a  more  comic  paiitoaiiiiic  since  Titus 
Took  Jewry.     f)ut  the  lloiiuii<>  lud  the  best  Iho!; 
Now  they  must  take  their  turn. 

SOLDI£as. 

He  hath  escaped! 

Follow ! 

ANOTBIR  SOLDIER. 

Tliey  have  barr'd  the  narrow  passage  up. 
And  it  is  clogg'd  with  dead  even  to  the  door. 

CJtSAR. 

I  am  glad  he  hath  craped:  he  may  thank  me  for  't 

In  part.     I  would  not  liave  his  bulls  aliolisird— 

T  were  worth  one  half  our  empire:  his  indulgences 

Demand  some  in  return; — no,  no,  he  must  not 

Kail ;  and  lH>si<les,  his  now  esoa|M>  may  furnish 

A  future  miracle,  in  future  proof 

Of  his  infallibility.  [  To  the  s^panish  Soldiery. 

Well,  cut-throatH! 
What  do  you  pause  for!  If  you  make  not  haste. 
There  « ill  not  be  a  link  of  pious  gold  Irft. 
And  you  too,  catholics !  Would  ye  return 
From  such  a  pilgrimage  without  a  relic? 
The  very  Lutherans  have  more  true  devotion: 
See  how  they  strip  the  shrinen! 

SOLDIERS. 

By  holy  Peter! 
He  speaks  the  truth ;  the  heretic^  will  bear 
Tlie  best  away. 

CJRSAR. 

And  that  were  sliame !  Go  to ! 
Assist  in  their  conversion. 

[The  Soldiers  disperse;  many  quit  the  Church, 
otiters  enter. 

CJLSAR. 

Tliey  are  gone. 
And  others  cume;  so  IIowa  the  \ka%e  on  wave 
Of  vili.it  tlieS4'  cn*aturei>  call  eleriiity. 
Deeming  themselifl(|||be  breakers  of  the  ocean, 
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While  thej  are  bnt  ilB  bobblet,  ignonutt 
That  foam  is  their  fonndation.    So,  anodHsr ! 

Enter  Olim PU,  fying  from  tfte  jnunmt^Ska  Jfrt«^ 

upon,  the  Altar. 

•OLDIIB. 

She's  mine. 

AaoTBia  soLDiiB  (opposing  the  former), 

Toa  Ke,  I  track'd  her  first;  and,  were  she 
The  pope's  niece,  Til  not  yield  her.  [The^fgkt 

TUBD  soLDua  (advancing  towardi  olimpu). 

You  may  settle 
Your  claims ;  I  '11  make  mine  good. 

OLIMPIA. 

Infernal  slave! 
You  touch  me  not  alive. 

THIRD  SOLDIER. 

Alive  or  dead! 
OLIMPIA  (embracing  a  massive  crucifix). 
Bespectyour6od! 

TBIRD  SOLDIER. 

Yc$,  when  he  shines  in  gold. 
Girl,  you  but  grasp  your  dowry. 

[As  he  advances^  olimpia,  wiA  a  strong  and  sudden 
effort^  casts  ^ownthe  crucifix ;  it  strikes  the  Soldier ^ 
utkaJkUs. 

TBlRD  SOLDIER. 

Oh,  great  God 

OLIMPIA. 

Ah !  now  yon  recognise  him. 

TBIRD  SOLDIRR. 

My  brain  'scrush'd! 
Comrades,  help,  ho !    All 's  darkness !  [He  dies. 

OTHER  SOLDIERS  (coming  up). 
Slay  her,  although  she  had  a  thousand  lives: 
She  hath  killed  our  comrade. 

OLIMPIA. 

Welcome  such  a  death! 
You  have  no  life  to  give,  which  the  worst  slave 
Would  take.   Great  God !  through  thy  redeeming  Son, 
And  thy  Son's  Mother,  now  receive  me  as 
I  would  approach  thee,  worthy  her,  and  him,  and  thee ! 

£nter  Arnold. 

ARNOLD. 

What  do  I  see?    Accursed  jackals  I 
Forbear ! 

GJRSAR  (asidCf  and  laughing).  * 

Ha !  ha !  here  's  equity !  The  dogs 
Have  as  much  right  as  he.     But  to  the  issue ! 

SOLDIERS. 

Count,  she  hath  slain  our  cooirade. 

ARNOLD. 

With  what  weapon? 

SOLDIER. 

The  cross,  beneath  which  he  is  cmsh'd ;  behold  him 
Lie  there,  more  like  a  worm  than  man ;  she  cast  it 
Upon  his  head. 

ARNOLD. 

Even  so ;  there  u  a  woman 
Worthy  a  brave  man's  liking.    Were  ye  such, 
Ye  would  have  honour'd  her.    But  get  ye  hence, 
And  thank  your  meanness,  other  God  you  have  none, 
For  your  existence.     Had  yon  touikkd  a  hair 


toi^da 


Of  thoM  dishevdTd  locks,  I  vonld  linve 
Your  ranks  more  than  the  enemy.  Away! 
Ye  jackals!  gnaw  the  booea  the  lion  leaves. 
But  not  even  these  till  be  permiis. 

A  soLDisa  (aMftrinMriii^). 

The  lion 
Might  conquer  for  himself  then. 

ARNOLD  (caiCt  htm  down). 

Mutineer! 
Rdbel  in  hell — yon  thaU  obey  on  earth ! 

[Tike  Soldiers  assault  i 

ARNOLD. 

Come  on !  I  'm  glad  on 't '  I  will  show  yon,  slave 
How  you  should  be  commanded,  and  who  led  3 
First  o'er  the  wall  you  were  ^p  shy  to  scale, 
Until  I  waved  my  iNinners  from  ita  hdght. 
As  you  are  bold  within  it. 

[Arnold  mows  down  tiie  fctremost ;  the  restik 
down  their  arms. 

soLDisna. 

Mercy  ?  mercy ! 

ARNOLD. 

Then  learn  to  grant  it.     Uave  1  taught  you  who 
Led  you  o'er  Rome's  eternal  battlement>? 

soLDisas. 
We  saw  it,  and  we  know  it;  yet  forgive 
A  moment's  error  in  the  heat  of  conquest — 
The  conquest  which  you  led  to. 

AEIfOLO. 

Get  you  hence! 
Hence  to  your  quarters !  yon  will  find  them  fix'd 
In  the  Colonna  palace. 

ouMPiA  (aside). 
In  my  father's 
House! 

ARNOLD  (to  the  soldiers), 
LcRve  your  arms;  ye  have  no  further  nee 
Of  such :  the  city 's  render'd.     And  mark  well 
You  keep  your  hands  clean,  or  I  '11  find  out  a  stn 
As  red  as  Tiber  now  runs,  for  your  baptism. 

SOLDIERS  (deposing  their  arms  and  departing 
We  obey. 

ARNOLD  (to  OLIMPIa). 

Lady!  you  are  safe. 

OLIMPIA. 

I  iftUould  be  so. 
Had  I  a  knife  even ;  but  it  matters  not — 
Death  hath  a  thousand  gates;  and  on  the  marble 
F.ven  at  the  altar  fool,  whence  I  look  down 
Upon  destruction,  shall  my  head  be  da«li'd. 
Ere  thou  ascend  it.     God  forgive  thee,  man ! 

AR.'VOLD. 

I  wish  to  merit  his  forgiveness,  and 

Tiling  own,  although  I  have  not  injured  thee. 

OLIMPIA. 

Go  I     Thou  hast  only  sack'd  my  native  land, 

No  injury! — and  made  my  fitlier's  bouse 

A  den  of  thieves — No  injury! — tliis  temple 

Slippery  vith  Roman  and  holy  goro. 

No  injury!     And  now  thou  would  preserve  nie. 

To  be — but  that  shall  never  be ! 

[She  raises  her  eyes  to  heaven ^  ftlds  her  rohe 
her  J  and  prepares  to  dash  herself  dou-n  on  d 
oftfie  Altar,  opposite  to  that  where  aenold  st 
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ABROLD. 

Hold!  hold! 
I  swcnr. 

OLIMPIA. 

Spam  tliini>  already  forfeit  inul 
A  piTJiirv  for  wliich  even  hrll  would  loathe  thee. 
I  know  thro. 

AINOLD. 

No,  thou  know'xt  me  not;  I  am  not 
Of  ihcv  men,  though — 

OLiairiA. 

I  judf;e  thee  by  thy  mates; 
It  i.s  for  (lod  to  judf^e  thee  a<  thou  art. 
I  see  Ihee  purple  with  the  hlood  of  Home; 
Take  mine,  't  \%  all  thou  e'er  «halt  have  of  me! 
And  here,  upon  the  marble  of  this  temple. 
Where  the  baptismal  font  baptised  me  God's, 
I  offer  him  a  blood  lew  holy 
Rut  not  les«  pnre  (pure  as  it  lef^  me  then, 
A  redi'em'd  infant)  than  the  holy  water 
The  !«ain(s  have  Mtnelified  ! 

[Oi.iMPu  waves  herfmntl  fo  AiFfOLDwif^  disdain^  and 
dnshn  herstlf  on  tfie  pavement  from  Vie  Altar. 

AtNOLn. 

Eternal  God ! 

•     ■ 

I  fuel  (li<*c  now  I     Help!  help!     Slie  's  gone. 
c«SA>  (approaches). 

I  am  liere. 

Aft.fOLD. 

Thou !  but  ho,  save  her ! 

c«$ii  [astiiting  him  to  raise  OLiKPtA). 
Slie  hath  done  it  well ; 
The  leap  was'serious. 

ARFfOLD. 

Oh!  fthcislifelets* 

CSSAK. 

If 

Slie  be  so,  I  have  nought  to  do  with  Chat : 
The  resurrection  is  beyond  me. 

A%HOLD. 

Slave! 

CASAK. 

Ay,  slave  or  niastrr,  't  is  all  one :  methinks 
(jood  words  however  are  as  well  at  times. 

ABROLD. 

Wordk !— Canst  thou  aid  her? 

CJtSAB. 

I  will  try.    A  sprinkling 
Of  that  <iame  holy  water  may  be  useful. 

[He  brings  some  in  his  helmet  from  the  font. 

AH?roLn. 
T  i>  mi\d  «i(h  blotid. 

CJUAR. 

Tliere  is  no  cleaiier  now 
In  Rome. 

ARNOLD. 

How  pale!  how  beautiful!  how  lifetesi! 
Alive  or  iU\ui,  lliou  etNence  of  uU  beauty, 
I  love  but  lliee  ! 

CMSX%. 

Even  hO  Aehilles  loved 
l*(M»the<ilra;  v^ith  his  form  it  vems 
You  have  his  heart,  and  yet  it  was  no  soft  one. 


ARROLO. 

She  breathes !    Rut  no,  *t  was  nothing,  or  the  last 
Faint  flutter  life  disputes  with  death. 

CASAR. 

Slie  breathes. 

ARROLD. 

Thou  say'st  it  ?     Then  t  is  truth. 

CRSAR. 

You  do  me  right — 
Tlie  devil  speaks  truth  much  ofiener  than  he  •  deem*d: 
He  luith  an  ignorant  audience. 

ARNOLD  (wititout  titUnding  to  him). 

Yes !  her  heart  beats. 
Alas!  that  the  fir^t  beat  of  the  only  heart 
1  ever  wish'd  to  beat  with  mine,  should  vibrate 
To  an  assassin's  pulse. 

CASAR. 

A  sage  reflexion. 
Rut  somewhat  bte  i'  the  day.  Where  shall  we  bear  her? 
I  say  she  lives. 

ARNOLD. 

And  will  she  live  7 

CSSAR. 

As  much 
As  dust  can. 

AR.fOI.O. 

Then  she  is  dead ! 

CJCSAR. 

Rah !  bah !     You  are  so, 
And  do  not  know  it.     SIm  will  come  to  life — 
Such  as  you  thiuk  so,  such  as  you  now  are ; 
Rut  we  must  work  by  human  means. 

ARJIOLD. 

We  will 
Convey  her  imto  tlie  Colonna  pabce, 
Where  I  liave  pilch'd  my  banner. 

C«SAR. 

Come  tlien !  raise  her  up ! 

ARNOLD. 

Softly! 

C«SAR. 

An  softly  as  they  bear  the  dead, 
Perhaps  because  they  cannot  feel  the  jolting. 

ARNOLD. 

Rut  doth  she  live  indeed  7 

CMSAR. 

•  Nay,  never  fear! 

Rut  if  you  rue  it  after,  bbme  not  me. 

AR.*fOLD. 

Let  her  but  live ! 

CKSAR. 

The  spirit  of  her  life 
Is  yet  within  her  breast,  aai  may  revive. 
Count !  count !  I  am  your  servant  in  all  things, 
And  this  is  a  new  ofliec: — 't  is  not  oft 
I  am  employ'd  in  such;  but  you  perceive 
How  stauneh  a  friend  is  wliat  you  call  a  fiend. 
On  earth  you  have  often  only  fiends  for  friends; 
Now  /  de>ert  not  mine.     Soft !  liear  her  hence, 
The  lieaulifnl  half-elay.  and  nearly  spirit! 
I  am  almost  enamour'd  of  her,  as 
Of  old  the  angels  of  her  earliest  sei. 

ARNOLD. 

Thou  ! 
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CMMkH, 

I.    Bat  fiear  not.    I  *]1  not  be  your  rifml. 

ARNOLD. 

Rival ' 

CMSkU. 

I  could  be  one  right  formidable ; 
But  since  I  slew  the  seven  husbands  of 
Tobia's  future  bride  (and  after  all 
T  was  suek'd  out  but  by  some  incense)  I  have  laid 
Aside  intrigue :  't  is  rarely  worth  the  trouble 
Of  gaining,  or — what  is  more  difficult- 
Getting  rid  of  your  priie  again;  for  there  ^ 
The  rub  I  at  least  to  mortals. 

▲RIIOLD. 

Prithee,  peace! 
Softly !  methinks  her  lips  move,  her  eyes  open! 

CCSAR. 

Like  stars,  no  doubt ;  for  that 's  a  metaphor 
For  Lucifer  and  Venus. 

ARNOLD. 

To  the  palace 
Golonna,  as  I  told  you! 

CJBSAR. 

Oh !  I  know 
My  way  through  Rome. 

ARNOLD. 

Now  onward,  onward !  Gently ! 
[Sxeuntj  bearing  Olimpia. — Tlie  $cene  closet. 


PART  III. 

'  SCENE   L 

A  Castle  in  the  Apennines^  surrounded  by  a  wild  but 
smiling  country.  Chorus  of  Peasants  sin^ng  before 
the  Gates. 

Chorus.^ 
I. 
The  wars  are  over, 
-  The  spring  is  come ; 
The  bride  and  tier  lover 
Have  sought  their  home : 
They  are  happy,  we  rejoice, 
Let  their  hearts  have  an  echo  in  every  voice ! 

a. 
The  spring  is  come ;  the  violet 's  gone. 
The  first-born  child  of  the  early  sun ; 
With  us  slie  is  but  a  winter's  Hower, 
The  snow  on  the  hills  cannot  blast  her  bower, 
And  she  lifts  up  her  dewy  eye  of  blue 
To  the  youngest  sky  of  the  sclf<-same  hue. 

And  when  the  spring  dAhes  with  her  host 
Of  flowers,  that  flower  "beloved  the  most 
Shrinks  from  the  crowd  that  may  confute 
Her  heavenly  odour  and  virgin  hues. 

Pluck  the  others,  but  still  remember 
Their  herald  out  of  dim  Decembw — 


Tlie  morning'^tar  of  afl  the  flowers. 
The  pledge  of  dayiighfs  lengthen'd  hour\; 
Nor,  'midst  the  roses,  e*er  forget 
The  virgin,  virgin  violet. 

Enter  Cjbsar. 

CJHAR  {singing). 
The  wars  are  all  over. 

Our  swords  are  all  idle. 

The  steed  bites  the  bridle, 
Tlie  casque  *s  00  the  wall. 
There  's  rest  for  the  rover; 

But  his  armour  is  ru-sty. 

And  tlie  veteran  grows  crusty. 
As  he  yawns  in  the  hall. 
He  drinks — but  what  *s  drinking! 
A  mere  pause  from  thinking ! 
No  bugle  awakes  him  with  lifeond-deaih 

Chorus. 

But  the  hound  bayeth  loudly. 

The  boar 's  in  the  wood. 
And  the  falcon  longs  proudly 

To  spring  from  her  hood. 
•On  the  wrist  of  the  noble. 

She  sits  like  a  crest. 
And  the  air  is  in  trouble 

With  birds  from  their  nest. 

CMSkU. 

Oh !  shadow  of  glory ! 

Dim  image  of  war ! 
But  the  cliase  hath  no  story, 

Her  hero  no  star, 
Since  Nimrod,  the  founder 

Of  empire  and  chase. 
Who  made  the  woods  wonder, 

And  quake  for  their  race. 
When  the  lion  was  young. 

In  the  pride  of  his  might. 
Then  't  was  sport  for  the  strong 

To  embrace  him  in  fight ; 
To  go  forth,  with  a  pine 

For  a  spear,  'gainst  the  mammoth. 
Or  strike  tlirough  the  ravine 

At  the  foaming  liehemoth ; 
While  man  was  in  stature 

As  towers  in  our  time, 
The  first.born  of  Nature, 

And,  like  her,  sublime ! 

Chorus. 

But  the  wars  are  over, 
Tlie  spring  is  come  ; 
The  bride  and  her  lover 
Have  sought  their  home ; 
They  arc  happy  and  we  rejoice  ; 
Let  tiieir  hearts  have  an  echo  in  every  void 

[Exeunt  Ae  Peasantry, 
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A  MYSTERY. 

FOl'NDED   ON    TBI    rOLLOVI^G    PASSAOB    IN    GENISIS,   CHAP.    VI. 

Aail  ii  riiue  to  piu thai  ih«  aoBt  of  C,o4  mw  the  ilaai^lKri*  «( inna  ihat  thry  wcr«  fair,  aad  lh«y 

took  tbrm  «i*n  of  all  «biilj  ihey  rlioa*. 

Aad  woaaB  wailioo  for  lirr  Janon  lover.— COLEKIDGE. 


DH.VMATIS  PERSON.^:. 


Samu.h\. 

A/AZIKL. 

KAi>UAkL,  the  Archangel. 

MEN. 

Nn.in,  and  his  Sons. 
Iru). 

WOMKN. 

AKAH. 
ADOLIBiMAU. 


Is  of  Spirits  of  the  Ejirth.— Chorus  of  Morulii. 


E.VVEN  AND  EARTH. 


SCENE  I. 

tody  and  mountainous  dittrict  near  Miount 
Ara  ra  t.  — Ti  M  B — midniijht 

Enter  An \u  aii<£  Auolibamai. 

ANAH. 

HT  «!lr«'|ts:  it  i-i  the  hour  when  they 
I-  ii>  ari»  .ii'ru<itoiii\l  to  (ieM*end 
ilir  «lri'|>  cloiids  o'er  rocky  Ararat: — 
hi'.irt  bo.itii ! 

•  AHOLIBAVAI. 

I^t  US  proceed  upon 
xMtion.  A„ 

ANAI. 

But  the  start  Are  hidden. 

AROLIBAMAH. 

S«>  do  I,  but  not  mith  fca*" 
:  s.i>r  ihi'ir  dclav. 

ANAB. 

My  sister,  though 
.i/ii-l  more  th.in — oh,  too  much! 
Is  I  i^ouiQ  to  •uiy?  my  heart  groiirs  impious. 

AHOLIBAMAH. 
■n*  is  (lie  iuifiiety  of  lu% iug 
natures? 

ANAH. 

But,  Ahohliani.th, 
ir  (i(Mi  le<^s  since  liiftaiif.el  iuved  me: 
not  hi'  of  i;o(h1;  and  thou(;h  I  know  not 
I  vronj;,  I  feel  a  thousand  fears 
re  not  uminuu.s  uf  ri|;ht. 


AVOLIBAMAH. 

Tlien  wed  thee 
Unto  Kome  son  of  chv,  nnd  toil  and  spin ! 
Tlicre's  Japliet  loves  tliee  well,  hath  loved  thee  long ; 
Marry,  and  brin(;  forth  dust ! 

ANAH. 

I  should  have  loved 
Aiaziel  not  Icm  were  he  mortal :  yet 
I  am  (^lad  hi*  is  not.     I  cannot  outlive  him. 
And  «lien  I  think  that  his  immortal  wiugs 
Will  one  day  hover  o"er  the  sepulchre 
Of  the  pi>or  child  of  clav  vthich  so  adoretl  him, 
As  headoriN  the  Hi(;liest.  ileath  becomes 
LcM  terrible;  but  yet  I  pity  him; 
His  tjricf  vkill  Ik*  of  apes,  or  at  li-ast 
Mine  would  be  such  for  him,  were  I  the  seraph, 
And  he  tlic  (icrishable. 

AIOMBAMAH. 
Bather  say, 
Tliat  he  will  single  forth  some  other  daughter 
Of  earth,  and  love  her  as  he  once  loved  Anah. 

A.NAH. 

And  if  it  sliould  he  sn,  and  she  so  loved  him, 
Itetter  thus  than  that  he  should  weep  for  me. 

ABOLIBAMAn. 

If  I  thought  thus  of  S.imiasa*s  love, 

All  MT.ipli  as  he  is,  I  'd  spurn  him  from  me. 

But  to  our  invocation!  'T  is  the  hour. 

ANAH. 

Seraph ! 
From  thv  sphere ! 
Wluitever  star  eonlain  thy  glory; 
In  the  eternal  depths  of  heaven 
Albeit  thou  watrhest  with  Mllie  seven,*  ' 
Though  through  s]iace  inlinite  and  hoary 
Before  thy  briglit  wings  worlds  be  driven. 
Yet  hear  I 
Oh!  think  of  her  who  holdjt  thee  dear! 
And  though  she  nothing  is  to  thee, 
Yet  think  that  thou  art  all  to  ber. 
Thou  canst  not  tell, — and  Bircr  be 
Such  pangs  decreed  to  uug|tl  save  me, — 
The  bitterness  of  tears. 
Eternity  in  in  thine  years. 
Unborn,  undying  lieanty  in  thine  eyes  : 
With  Hie  thou  canst  not  sym|iathi/e, 
Except  in  lo>e,  and  then*  thou  must 
Acknowledge  that  more  lo\iiig  dust 
Ne'er  viept  beneath  the  skies. 
Thou  walk'st  tli\  m.mv  worlds,  thou  see'sl 
The  face  of  Uim  who  made  tli(>e  gicat. 


'  TLr  arrhaag( 


IV  kr  te«ea  •■  anabci. 
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Ai  Be  bftth  made  me  of  the  leeft 
Of  tlioiip  oM  oat  from  Eden's  gate: 
Yet,  seraph  dear ! 
Oh  hear! 
For  thou  hast  loved  me,  and  I  would  not  die 
Until  I  know  what  I  must  die  in  knowing. 
That  thou  forget'st  in  thine  eternity 

Her  whose  heart  death  could  not  keep  fromo*er6owing 
For  thee,  immortal  essence  as  thou  art ! 
Great  is  their  love  wlio  love  in  sin  and  Mr; 
And  such  I  feel  are  wagiag  in  my  heart 
A  war  unworthy :  to  an  Adamite     * 
Forgiye,  my  seraph !  that  such  thoughts  appear. 
For  sorrow  is  our  element ; 
Deliglit 
An  Eden  kept  afar  from  sight, 

Tliough  sometimes  with  our  visions  blent. 
The  hour  is  near 
Which  tells  me  we  are  not  abandon'd  quite. — 
Appear!  appear! 
Seraph ! 
My  own  Axaziel  I  be  but  here, 
And  leave  the  stars  to  their  own  light. 

-    AIOLIIAMAH. 

Samiasa! 
Whercsoe'er 
llioa  rulest  in  the  upper  air— 
Or  warring  with  the  spirits  who  may  dare 
Dispute  with  Him 
Who  made  all  empires,  empire;  or  recalling 
Some  wandering  star  whtcli  shoots  through  the  abyss. 
Whose  tenants,  dying  while  their  worid  is  falling, 
Share  the  dim  destiny  of  clay  iu  this ; 
Or  joining  with  the  inferior  cherubim, 
Thou  deignest  to  partake  their  hymn — 
Samiasa! 
I  call  tliee,  I  await  thee,  and  I  love  thee. 
Many  worship  thee— tliat  will  I  not: 
If  that  thy  spirit  down  to  mine  may  move  thee. 
Descend  and  share  my  lot ! 
Though  I  be  fbrm'd  of  clay, 

And  thou  of  beams 
More  bright  than  those  of  day 
On  Eden's  stroims. 
Thine  immortality  cannot  repay 

With  love  more  warm  tlian  mine 
My  love.    There  is  a  ray 

In  me,  which,  though  forbidden  yet  to  shine, 
I  feel  was  lighted  at  thy  God's  and  thine. 
It  may  be  hidden  long :  death  and  decay 

Our  mother  Eve  bequeath'd  us — but  my  heart 
Defies  it :  (hough  this  life  must  pass  away, 
Is  that  a  cause  for  theipod  me  to  part? 
Thou  art  immortal— so  JK  1 :  1  feel, 

I  feel  my  immortality  o'cr>wcep 
All  pains,  all  tears,  all  time,  all  fears,  and  peal 

Like  the  eternal  thunders  of  the  deep. 
Into  my  ears  this  truth — «  tliou  livest  for  ever !» 
But  if  it  be  in  joy, 
I  know  not,  nor  would  know ; 
That  secret  rcs'ts  with  the  Almiglity  giver 

Who  folds  in  clouds  the  fonts  of  bliss  and  woe. 

Rut  thee  and  me  lie  never  can  destroy; 
Change  us  lie  may,  but  not  o'erwlielm ;  we  are 
Of  as  eternal  essence,  and  muit  war 


With  Him  if  He  viU  w  with  am;  with  Aic 
I  can  share  tU  things,  evea  immortal  sen 
For  thou  hast  vditured  to  share  life  with  m 
And  shall  /  shrink  from  thine  eternity? 
No !  thongh  the  serpent's  sting  should  p 
thorough, 
And  thou  thyself  were  like  the  serpent,  coil 
Around  me  still !  and  I  will  smile 

And  cnne  thee  not ;  but  hold 
Thee  in  as  vann  »  fold 

As but  descend ;  and  prove 

A  mortaPs  love 
For  an  immortal    If  the  skies  contain 
More  joy  than  thou  canst  give  and  take,  ma 

AlVAB. 

Sister !  sister !  I  view  them  winging 

Their  bright  way  through  the  parted  night. 

ABOLISAMAB. 

The* clouds  from  off  their  pinions  flinging 
At,  though-  they  bore  to-morrow's  light 

ANAI. 

But  if  on/fsthcr  seethe  sight ! 

AHOLlSAMAa. 

He  would  but  deem  it  was  the  moon  - 
Rising  unto  some  sorcerer's  tune 
An  hour  too  soon. 

AHAB. 

They  come !  he  comes ! — Aiaxid ! 

ABOLIBAMAB. 

Haste 

To  meet  them !     Oh !  for  wings  to  bcnr 
My  spirit,  while  they  hover  there. 
To  Saniiasa's  breast ! 

ANAB. 

Lo !  they  have  kindled  all  the  west. 

Like  a  returning  sunset ; — lo ! 
On  Ararat's  late  secret  crest 

A  mild  and  many-colour'd  bow, 
Tlie  remnant  of  their  flashing  path. 
Now  shines!  and  now,  behold!  it  hath 
Returii'd  to  night,  as  rippling  foam. 

Which  the  leviathan  hath  lash'd 
From  \u%  unfathomable  home. 
When  Importing  on  the  face  of  the  calm  deep. 

Subsides  soon  after  he  again  hath  da^i^ 
Down,  down,  to  where  the  ocean's  fountains  tk 

AB^lAMAH. 

They  have  touch'd  earth  !  Samiasa  ! 

ANAH. 

My  Aiariel 


SCENE    IL 
fitter  IiAD  and  Japbet. 

IRAD. 

D(>spond  not :  wherefore  wilt  thou  wander  the 
To  add  thy  .silence  to  the  silent  uiyht. 
And  lift  thy  tearful  eye  unto  the  stars? 
Tliey  caiiiiut  aid  thee. 

JAPHET. 

But  they  soothe  me — n 
Porhnps  she  looks  upon  them  aft  I  look. 
Methinks  a  hciiig  that  is  beautiful 
IW'Conieili  more  so  as  it  looks  on  beauty, 
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For  milk,  and  wool,  and  flesh,  and  fruits,  and  all 

lb! 

Our  flocks  and  vildeme^  afford.— Go,  Japbei, 

I&AD. 

Si(^  to  the  stars  as  wolves  howl  to  the  moon — 

But  ftlie  loves  ihre  not. 

I  must  back  to  my  rest. 

JAFBIT. 

JArHBT. 

Alas! 

And  so  ^ould  I 

IRAD. 

If  I  could  rest. 

)utl  Alinlibumali  spurns  me  also. 

IBAD. 

JAPBKT. 

Thou  wilt  not  to  our  tents  then  ? 

>r  ihcc  too. 

jArarr. 

HAD. 

No,  Irad  ;  twill  to  the  cavrm, yboie 

Let  her  keep  her  pride, 

Mouth,  they  itay,  npfes  from  Ae  internal  worid. 

nil  eiiubhtl  inr  to  U^ar  licr  Kcorn; 

To  In  the  inner  spirits  of  the  rarth 

hr,  time  tuo  tiill  a\oo({e  it. 

Forth  when  they  walk  its  surfece. 

JAPHBT. 

Canst  thou 
y  in  such  u  thought? 

I  SAD. 

Nor  joy,  nor  sorrow, 
her  well;  I  vtould  have  loved  her  better,  . 
kf  Imth  iiH*l  vriih  love:  as  't  is,  I  leave fter  • 
;hl(*r  (li">(iiiics,  if  so  shedrems  them.    * 

JAPHST.      •  * 

lr«(inii'N  ? 

HAD. 

I  ha\e  ^ome  causie  to  think 
,rs  aiintlicr. 

Japhbt. 
Anah! 

IIAD. 

No ;  her  sister. 

JAPHET. 

other? 

IRAD. 

That  I  know  not ;  but  her  air, 
hrr  vortls,  tells  me  she  loves  auotlier. 

JAPHET. 

t  not  Anah :  Oie  but  loves  her  God. 

IRAD. 

■fp  nIu-  lovrih,  so  sliclu\es  tliee  not, 
cm  i(  protit  tliee  7 

JAPHET. 

True,  nothing;  but 

IRAP. 
Villi  >o  dill  I. 

JAPHBT. 

.Viid  now  thou  lovest  not, 
tik'st  thou  lowest  nut,  art  thou  liappier.' 

BAD. 


Yes. 


lAFHBT. 


ihrr 


IBAIi. 
J\PHLI. 

Fur  iN'iiij;  happy, 
Mtl  of  that  vthicii  iiiakrt  my  iiiiM.>ry. 

IBAD. 

■  ihv  MiiMl  a^  p.iri  of  thy  <li<icni|M*r, 

»oiilil  not  frcl  .!•!  (hou  (lost  for  more  shekels 

;)ll  our  fathrr's  lu-nls  wouiti  lmii(;  if  wei(;h'd 

i.t  (hi-  iiici.il  of  (he  sons  of  (lain — 

«ll«)v«  (lu%t  thcv  (rv  to  l>arter  v»itli  us, 

>urh  UM'Icss  and  discolour'd  tra^h, 

vfuM'  of  the  earth,  could  be  received 


IBAD. 

.Wlierefore  so? 
What  wouldst  thou  there? 

JAPHBT. 

Soothe  further  my  sad  spirit 
With  gloom  as  sad:  it  is  a  hopeless  spot, 
And  I  am  hopeless. 

IBAD. 

But  'i  in  dangerous ; 
Strange  sound%  aud  .sights  have  i>eopled  it  with  terrors. 
I  nia'tt  go  with  thee. 

JAPHBT. 

Irad,  no  ;  believe  me 
I  feel  no  evil  thought,  and  fi-ar  no  evil. 

IBAO. 

But  evil  things  will  b<*  thy  Uh'  the  more 
As  not  being  of  them :  turn  thy  steps  aside, 
Or  let  mine  be  with  thine. 

lAPHBT. 

No ;  neither,  Irad : 
I  must  proceed  alone. 

IBAO. 

Then  peace  be  with  thee! 

[Exi'eliAD. 

JAPHBT  (solus). 

Peace !  I  liave  sought  it  where  it  should  be  found. 

In  love — v(ith  love  loo,  which  prrhaph deserved  it: 

And,  ill  its  stead,  a  hcavinevi  of  heart — 

A  weakness  of  the  spirit — liiitli'ss  days. 

And  nights  inexorable  to  s^kcel  sli-ep — 

Have  come  upon  inc.     Peace  !  mhat  peace?  the  calm 

Of  desolation,  and  tlie  stillness  of 

The  untrodden  forest,  only  broken  by 

The  sweeping  teni|)e!»t  through  its  groaning  boughs; 

Such  is  the  sullen  or  the  fitful  slate 

Of  my  mind  o\er«orn.     The  earth's  gniwn  wicked, 

And  many  *>i(;ns  and  portent^  have  proelaim'd 

\  chan|',e  at  hand,  and  an  oVr«  helming  doom 

To  {N'ri-'halde  being<i.     Oh,  my  Anah  ! 

When  the  dread  lioiir  denounced  sluill  0|M>n  wide 

The  fountains  of  the  deep,  how  inightest  thou 

Have  lain  within  this  hosoiii,  folded  from    ■ 

The  eleinenl%;  ihis  lM>soni,  vihieh  in  vain 

Hath  beat  for  thee,  and  then  vtill  beat  more  vainly, 

While  thine Oh,  (iod!  at  least  remit  to  her 

Thy  vtrath!  for  she  is  pure  amidst  the  failing, 
As  a  star  in  the  eloudo,  >»lilcli  cannot  quench. 
Although  they  obscure  it  for  an  hour.     My  Anah  ! 
How  'Would  I  have  adored  thee,  hut  thou  wouldst  not; 
Aud  still  vtouid  I  reileein  the» — sit  ihee  live 
When  ocean  i'i  earth's  grave,  and,  unopposed 
By  rock  or  shallow,  the  bfialhan. 
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Lord  of  the  ihorektB  tea  and  watery  world. 
Shall  wonder  at  his  homidleasneat  of  realm. 

[SxU  iAvmr, 

Enter  Noah  and  Snm: 

noku. 
Where  is  thy  liut>ther  Japbet  ? 

sauf. 

He  wait  forth, 
According  to  his  wont,  to  meet  with  Irad, 
He  said ;  but,  as  I  fear,;^m  bepd  his  steps      * 
Towards  Anah*s  tenu^  nkd  which  lie  hovers  nightly, 
Like  a  dove  round  and  round  its  pillaged  nest; 
Or  else  he  walks  the  wild  up  to  the  cavern 
Which  opens  to  the  heart  of  Ararat. 

NOAH. 

What  doth  he  there  7    It  is  an  evil  spot 
Upon  an  earth  all  evil ;  for  things  worse 
Than  even  wicked  men  resort  there:  he 
Still  loves  this  daughter  of  a  fated  race, 
Although  he  could  not  wed  licr  if  she  loved  him, 
And  that  she  dolh  not.    Oh,  the  unhappy  hearts 
Of  men !  that  one  of  my  blood,  knowing  well 
The  destiny  and  evil  of  tliese  days. 
And  that  the  hourapproacheth,  should  indulge 
In  UKh  forbidden  yearnings!   Lead  the  way ; 
Heflkst  be  sought  for ! 

SHaM. 

Go  not  forward,  father: 
I  will  seek  Japhet. 

N04I. 

Do  not  fear  for  me : 
All  evil  things  arc  powerless  on  the  man 
Selected  by  Jehovah — let  us  on. 

SHEM. 

To  the  tents  of  the  father  of  the  sisters? 

NOAH. 

No ;  to  the  eavern  of  the  Caucasus. 

[Exeunt NoAi  andSEMM, 


SCENE  III. 


The  mountains. — A  cavern^  and  the  rocks  of  Caucasus. 

JAPHET  (solus). 

Ye  wilds,  that  look  interna  I ;  and  thou  cave. 

Which  seem'st  unfolliomable ;  and  ye  mountains, 

So  varied  and  so  terrible  in  beauty ; 

Here,  in  youF  rugged  majesty  of  rocks 

And  topling  trees  that  twine  their  roots  with  stone 

In  perpendicular  places,  where  the  foot 

Of  man  would  tremble,  could  be  reach  them — yes, 

Te  look  eternal !     Yet,  ina  few  days, 

Perhaps  even  hours,  ye  ^1  be  chan(*ed,  rent,  hurl'd 

Before  the  mass  of  waters :  and  yon  cave, 

Which  seems  to  lead  into  a  h>wcr  world. 

Shall  have  its  depths  search'd  by  the  sweeping  wave, 

And  dolphins  gambol  in  the  lion's  den ! 

And  man— ^Oh,  men !  my  fellow-beings !  Who 

Shall  weep  above  your  universal  grave. 

Save  1 7  Who  shall  be  left  to  weep?  My  kinsmen, 

Alas!  what  am  1  belter  than  ye  are. 

That  I  must  live  beyond  ye?  Where  shall  be 

The  pleasant  places  where  I  thought  of  Anah 

While  I  had  hope  ?  or  the  more  savage  haunts. 

Scarce  less  beloved,  where  I  dMair  d  fpr  her  ? 


Aad  cu  it  bel— Shall  jtm 

Whose  glitteriiif  top  is  Uke  m  dSttaat 
Lie  low  beneath  the  boiling  of  the  deep? 
No  more  to  have  the  mocmns  maa  break  fanh. 
And  eeatter  back  the  naiaca  in  floating  folds 
From  its  tremendous  brow  T  oo  more  to  have 
I>ay*s  broad  oth  drop  behind  its  hea^  at  even, 
Leaving  it  with  a  erown  of  nuuny  haes  ? 
No  more  to  be  the  beacon  of  the  world. 
For  angela  to  alight  on,  as  the  spot 
Nearest  the  stars!  And  can  those  vorda  « «o  i 
Be  meant  for  thee,  for  all  thipgs,  save  for  ns. 
And  the  predestined  creeping  things  leseived 
By  my  sire  to  Jehovali's  biAdin|;T  May 
He  preserve  Aem,  ana  /  wuti  have  the  power 
To  snatch  the  loveliest  of  earth's  dau^lers  fron 
A  doom  which  even  some  serpent,  with  his  nine. 
Shall  'scape  to  save  his  kind  to  be  proloog'd. 
To  kiss  and  sliog  throu^  some  emerging  world, 
Reeking  and  dank  firom  out  the  sfiaae,  whose  vm 
Shall  slumber  o*er  the  wreck  of  this  natil 
The  salt  moran  subside  into  a  sphere 
Beneath  the  sun,  and  be  the  monument. 
The  sole  and  undistinguish'd  sepulchre. 
Of  yet  quick  myriads  of  all  life 7  How  much 
Breath  will  be  still'd  at  once!  AH-beioteous  soMl 
So  young,  so  mark'd  out  for  destruction,  1 
With  a  cleft  heart  look  on  thee  day  by  day. 
And  night  by  night,  thy  numbered  days  and  oi^ 
I  cannot  save  thee,  cannot  save  even  her 
Whose  love  had  made  one  lore  thee  more;  botn 
A  portion  of  Iky  dust,  I  cannot  think 
Upon  thy  coinmg  doom  without  a  feeling 
Snch  as-'Oh  God !  and  canst  thou  ■■ 

[J  nuhing  sound  from  the  caifem.  is  heard  and  sfasi 
of  laughter—a/Urwards  a  Spirit  fosses. 

lApmrnr. 

Intbessar 
Of  the  Most  High,  what  art  thou  ? 

spiaiT  (Uiughs). 

Ha!  ha'ba! 

lAPHCT. 

By  all  that  earth  holds  holiest,  speak ! 

SPiaiT  {laughs). 

Ha!  ha! 

JAPBBT. 

By  the  approaching  deluge  !  by  the  earth 
Which  will  be  strangled  by  the  ocean!  by 
The  deep  which  will  lay  open  all  her  fountains! 
The  heaven  which  will  convert  her  clouds  to  seas, 
And  the  Omnipotent  who  makes  and  cmshe:* ! 
Thou,  unknowu,  terrible,  and  indistinct. 
Yet  awful  thing  of  sliadows,  speak  to  me ! 
Why  dost  thou  laugh  that  horrid  laugh  ? 

snatT. 

Why  weepst  ik 

JAPBBT. 

For  earth  and  all  her  children. 

SMaiT. 

Ha!  ha!  ha!      [Spirit ^ni^ 

lAPBKT. 

How  the  flend  mocks  tlie  tortures  of  a  world. 

The  coming  desolation  of  an  orb. 

On  vrhich  the  sun  shall  rise  and  warm  no  life  ! 
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llov  the  rArth  slcrpft!  and  all  that  in  it  is 

Slerp  loo  upon  ilir  vrry  rvc  of  death! 

Why  fUiould  thi^y  wakr  to  mcrt  it !  What  in  here, 

Whicli  look  like  death  in  life,  and  Kpeak  like  thing<( 

Bom  ere  tlii>  dyiug  world  ?  They  come  like  clouds ! 

{fariouf  Spirits  paufrom  the  cavern. 

»PI1IT. 

Hejoicc ! 
The  abhornrd  race 
Which  could  not  keep  in  Eden  their  hi^jh  place, 

Uui  listen  'd  to  (he  voice 
Of  kiio^A led(ji'  without  po^er, 
Are  ni^jh  (he  hour 
Of  death  ! 
Not  sloi* ,  not  single,  not  by  sword,  nor  sorrow, 

Nur   ye.irs.  nor  heart-break,  nor  time's  sapping; 
motion, 
Sliall  they  drop  off.     Behold  their  last  to-morrow  ! 
Earth  diall  be  ocean ! 
And  no  breath, 
Save  of  (he  winds,  lie  on  the  unbounded  wave ! 
Au({eU  shall  (ire  their  win(;s,  but  tiod  no  spot : 
Not  e>en  a  rook  from  out  the  liquid  grave 

Shall  lift  its  point  to  save, 
Or  show  the  place  where  strong  Despair  hath  died. 
After  long  looking  o'er  the  ocean  wide 
For  the  exp>ected  ebb  wliich  cometh  not . 
All  sliall  be  void, 
Destroy 'd  I 
Another  element  shall  be  the  lord 

()f  life,  and  the  ahhorr'd 
Children  of  dust  be  quench' d ;  and  of  each  hue 
Of  earth  nought  left  but  the  unbroken  bine; 
And  of  the  \ariegated  mountain 
Shall  nought  remain 
I'nehanged,  or  of  the  level  plain  ; 
Odar  and  pine  shall  lift  their  tops  in  vani : 
All  merged  within  the  universal  fountain, 
Man.  earth,  and  tire,  shall  die, 
And  sea  and  >ky 
Look  \ast  and  lifeless  in  the  eternal  eye. 
rpon  the  fo.im 
Who  sli.ill  rrcet  a  home? 

JAPBKT  {coming  forward). 
My  sire ! 
Farth's  seed  sliall  not  expire; 
t^nly  the  evil  sliall  be  put  away 
From  day. 
Avaunt !  ye  exulting  demons  of  the  wa.ste! 
Who  howl  your  hideous  joy 
WIumi  (lod  destroys  i^honi  you  dare  not  destroy; 
Hence  I  haste! 
Biiik  lo  yi)ur  inner  eaves  I        *     • 
Tntil  the  wa\es 
Shall  M'anh  y»ui  in  your  secret  place. 
And  drive  your  sullen  race 
Forth,  (o  Ih>  roll'd  upon  the  (o.ising  winds 
lu  re»tlc^  wrvtclu'dness  along  all  space! 

sruir. 
Son  of  the  vivcd ! 
When  thou  and  thine  have  bravnl 
The  yk'n\v.  and  warring  clement; 
When  the  great  barrier  of  the  deep  is  rent. 
Shall  (hou  and  thine  be  good  or  happy? — No  ! 
Thy  new  world  and  new  race  shall  be  of 


I.e«s  goodly  in  their  aspect,  in  tlieir  years, 
I^ess  tlian  the  glorious  giants,  who 
Yet  walk  the  world  in  pride, 
The  sons  of  Heaven  by  many  a  mortal  bride. 
Thine  shall  be  nothing  of  tlie  past,  save  tears. 
And  art  thou  not  ashamed 

Thus  to  survive. 
And  eat,  and  drink,  and  wive  ? 
Willi  a  kise  heart  so  far  subdued  and  tamed. 
As  even  lo  hear  this  wide  destruction  named, 
Without  such  grief  and  courage,  as  shouUl  rather 

bid  thee  await  the  world-<Ussolving  wave, 
Than  seek  a  shelter  with  thy  fevourd  father. 

And  build  thy  city  o'er  the  drown'd  earth's  grave? 
Who  would  outlive  tlieir  kind. 
Except  the  base  and  blind? 
Mine 
liatcih  thine. 
As  of  a  different  order  in  the  sphere, 
But  not  our  own. 
There  is  not  one  who  hath  not  left  a  throne 

Vaeaiit  in  heaven  to  dwell  in  darkness  here. 
Bather  than  sco  his  mates  endure  alone. 
Go,  wretch !  and  give 
A  life  like  thine  to  other  wretches — hve! 
And  when  the  annihilating  waters  roar 

Above  what  they  luive  done,  • 

Envy  the  giant  patriarchs  then  no  more. 
And  scorn  thy  sire  a§  the  surviving  one ! 
Thyself  for  being  his  son  I 

Chorttt  of  Spirits  issuing  from  the  cavern. 

Bejoice  I 
No  more  the  human  voice 
Shall  vex  our  joys  in  middle  air 

With  prayer; 
No  more 
Shall  they  adore ; 
And  we,  who  ne'er  for  ages  have  adored 

The  prayerH>xacting  Lord, 
To  whom  the  omission  of  a  saeriKce 
Fs  vice; 
Wc,  we  shall  view  the  deep  salt  sources  |K>ur  d 
I'ntil  one  element  shall  do  the  work 
Of  all  in  chaos;  until  they, 
The  creatures  proud  of  their  poor  clay. 
Shall  perish,  and  their  bleached  bones  shall  lurk 
In  caves,  in  dens,  in  clefts  of  mountains,  where 
The  deep  shall  follow  to  their  latest  lair ; 

Where  even  the  brutes,  in  their  despair. 
Shall  cease  to  prey  on  man  and  on  each  other. 

And  the  stri|>ed  tiger  shall  lie  down  to  die 
Beside  the  lamb,  as  though  he  were  his  brother ; 
Till  all  things  shall  be  as  they  were, 
Silent  and  uncreated,  save  the  sky: 
While  a  brief  truce 
Is  made  with  Death,  who  shall  forbear 
The  little  remnant  of  the  past  creation. 
To  generate  new  nations  for  his  use; 

This  remnant,  floating  o'er  the  uiKlnUitioti 
Of  the  subsiding  deluge,  fnira  its  shme. 
When  (he  hot  Min  hath  baked  (lie  reeking  soil 
Int^  a  world,  shall  gi\e  again  to  time 
New  lieings — years — diseases— sorrow — crime — 
With  all  companionship  of  hate  and  toil. 
Until 
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lAPBtT  (^Mlrmi^llf  ffcCM). 

The  eternal  will 
Shall  deign  to  expound  this  dream 
Of  good  and  evil :  and  redeem 

Unto  himself  all  timet,  and  things; 
And,  gathered  under  his  almighty  wings, 
Abolish  heU! 
And  to  the  expiated  earth 
Restore  the  beauty  of  her  hirth, 
Her  Edtn  in  an  endless  paradise, 
Where  man  no  more  can  lall  as  onee  he  fell. 
And  even  the  very  demons  shall  do  well ! 

sriirrs. 
And  when  shall  take  effect  this  wondrous  ftpell  ? 

lAPBBT. 

When  the  Redeemer  cometU ;  first  in  pain, 
And  then  in  glory. 

SPIIIT. 

Meantime  still  struggle  in  the  mortal  chain, 

nil  earth  wax  hoary; 
War  with  yourselves,  and  bell,  and  heaven,  in  vain, 

Until  the  clouds  look  gory 
With  the  blood  reeking  from  each  battle  plain; 
fVew  times,  new  climes,  new  arts,  new  men ;  but  still 
The  same  old  tears,  old  crimes,  and  oldest  ill, 
Shall  be  amongkt  your  race  in  different  forms ; 

But  the  same  moral  storms 
Shall  oversweep  the  future,  as  the  waves 
In  a  few  hours  the  glorious  giants'  graves.  ■ 

Chorus  of  Spirits. 

Brethren,  rejoice ! 
Mortal,  fiirewell ! 
Hark !  hark !  already  we  can  hear  the  voice 
Of  growing  ocean's  gloomy  swell ; 

The  winds,  too,  plume  their  piercing  wings  ! 
The  clouds  have  nearly  fill'd  their  springs ! 
The  fountains  of  the  great  deep  diall  be  broken. 

And  heaven  set  wide  her  windows;  while  mankiiMl 
View,  unacknowledged,  each  tremendous  token- 
Still,  as  they  were  from  the  beginning,  blind. 

We  hear  the  sound  they  cannot  liear. 
The  mustering  thunders  of  the  threatening  sphere ; 
Yet  a  few  hours  their  coming  is  delay  d ; 
Their  flaslung  banners,  fbided  still  on  high. 
Yet  undisphy'd. 
Save  to  the  spiriu'  all-pervading  eye. 

Howl  I  howl!  oh  earth! 
Thy  death  is  nearer  than  thy  recent  birth : 
Tremble,  ye  mountains,  soon  to  shrink  below 

The  ocean's  overflow ! 
The  wave  shall  break  upon  your  cliffs ;  and  shells, 

Jhe  little  shells  of  ocean's  least  things  be 
Deposed  where  now  the  eagle's  offspring  dwells — 
How  shall  he  shriek  o'er  the  remonelesft  sea ! 
And  call  his  nestlings  up  with  fruitless  yell, 
Unanswer'd  save  by  the  encroaching  swdl  :— 
While  man  shall  long  in  vain  for  his  broad  wings, 

Tlie  wings  which  could  not  save : — 
Where  could  he  rest  them,  while  the  whole  space  brings 
Nought  to  his  eye  beyond  the  deep,  his  grave? 
Brethren,  rejoice ! 
And  loudly  lift  each  superhuman  voice — 
AUdie, 

1  ■  Ao4   lher«  mtn  gUnta  io  iboM  4aft.  anJ  after;  aiistily  n«n, 
vbiek  VM«  of  oM  acn  of  raaowa.s  —Gtnuh* 


I 

Save  the  sTight  rvmoiaiic  of  Seth'a  wttA 

The  seed  of  Sech, 
Exempt  for  future  sorrow's  sake  from  death. 
But  of  the  sons  of  Cain 
None  shall  remain ; 
And  all  his  goodly  daugliters 
Must  lie  beneath  the  desolating  waters ; 
Or,  floating  upward  with  their  long  liair  bid 
Along  the  wave,  the  cruel  Heaven  upbraid, 
Which  would  not  spare 
Beings  even  in  death  so  fair. 
It  is  decreed. 
Ail  die! 
And  to  the  universal  hu^iaV  cry 
The  universal  silence  shall  succeed '. 
Fly,  brethren,  fly ! 
But  still  rejoice ! 
We  fell ! 
TheyfaU! 
So  perish  aU 
These  petty  foes  of  Heaven  who  shrink  froi 

[  The  Spirits  disappear,  soaring  up 

lAPBBT  {solus), 
God  hath  proclaim'd  the  destiny  of  earth ; 
My  father's  ark  of  safety  hath  announced  it 
The  very  demqns  shriek  it  from  their  caves; 
The  scroll  *  of  Enoch  prophesied  it  long 
In  silent  books,  which,  in  their  silence,  say 
More  to  the  mind  than  thunder  to  the  ear : 
And  yet  men  listen'd  not,  nor  listen :  but 
Walk  darkling  to  their  doom ;  which,  thong 
Shakes  them  no  more  in  their  dim  disbelief, 
Than  their  last  cries  shall  shake  the  Almigti 
Or  deaf  obedient  oc<»n,  which  fulfils  it. 
No  sign  yet  hangs  its  banner  in  the  air ; 
The  clouds  are  few,  and  of  their  wonted  texti 
The  sun  will  rise  upon  the  earth's  last  day 
As  on  the  fourth  day  of  creation,  when 
God  »aid  unto  htm,  «  Shine !»  and  he  broke  I 
Into  tlie  dawu,  which  lighted  not  the  vet 
Unform'd  forefather  of  mankind — but  rouse 
Before  the  human  orison  the  earlier 
Made  and  far  svccter  voices  of  tlie  birds. 
Which  in  the  open  firmament  of  heaven 
Have  wings  like  angels,  and  like  them  saluK 
Heaven  first  each  day  before  the  Adamites! 
Their  matins  now  draw  nigh — the  east  is  kin 
And  they  will  sing !  and  day  will  break  !     B< 
So  near  the  awful  close!  For  the«c  must  dro 
Their  outworn  pinions  on  the  deep  :  and  day 
After  ihr  bright  course  of  a  few  brief  morro 
Ay,  day  will  rise;  but  upon  wliat?  A  chaos. 
Which  was  ere  day  ;,and  which,  reuew'd,  nu 
Nothing  !  fur,  without  life,  what  are  the  hou 
No  more  to  dasl  than  is  eternity 
Unto  Jehovah,  wlio  created  both. 
Without  him,  eveu  eternity  would  be 
A  void  :  without  man,  time,  as  made  for  ina 
Dies  with  man,  and  is  swallow'd  in  that  det*] 
Which  hu>  no  fountain;  as  his  race  will  be 
Devour'il  by  that  which  drowns  l&is  iu^nt  w 
What  liave  we  here?  Shapes  of  both  earth  a 
No — all  of  heaven,  tliey  are  so  beautiful. 

*  The  Booh  of  Roocb,  pmcrreJ  by  th*  Elki*|kMM.  h 
10  h<*  anieripr  to  ibc  flood. 
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ot  tiBce  Ui«ir  features;  but  their  fonatf 
iivelily  thn^  movr  along  the  nide 

(;ray  iiiniiiitain,  scattering  its  mist! 
Fi«*r  ilio  swart  s:iva|;o  spirits  ^ho«e 
al  immortality  poiir'd  forth 
impiou^  hymn  of  triumph,  they  sliall  be 
mi«  as  Kclon.     It  rajiy  Ite  they  come 

nic  the  reprieve  of  our  young  world, 
liiili  I  liavc  so  often  pray'd — They  come ! 

oil  Cod!  and  vtith  her 

erSAMiASA,  AzAZiiL,  Anab,  and  Aiolibamah. 


AKAH. 


SAMUSA. 


Japhet ! 


Lol 


of  Adam  ! 

AZAZIIL. 

Wliat  doth  the  earth-bom  here, 
all  his  race  are  slumbering  I 

JAFBIT. 

Angel!  what 
lou  on  eartli  when  thou  idiouldsl  be  on  high? 

AZAZIEL. 

st  thou  uot,  or  forgei'st  thou,  tliat  a  pan 
'  i;reat  function  is  to  guard  thine  earth? 

JAPurr. 
I  (jood  augeU  ha\c  forsaken  earth, 

I  is  cumleuui'd :  nay,  even  the  evil  fly 
>pr(vacliiug  chaos.     Anah !  Anah !  my 
I,  and  long,  and  still  to  be  beloved ! 
talk'st  tliou  mith  this  spirit,  in  those  hours 
no  good  spirit  longer  lights  below? 

ANAH. 

:,  I  cannot  answer  thee;  yet,  yet 
e  me 

JAPHIT. 

May  the  Heaven,  which  soon  no  more 
ardon,  do  so !  for  thou  art  greatly  tempted. 

AHOLIBAMAH. 

o  thy  tents,  insulting  son  of  Noah! 
low  thee  not. 

JAPHIT. 

The  hour  may  come  when  thou 
know  me  better;  aud  thy  sister  know 

II  I  lie  Mine  which  1  liave  ever  been. 

SAMIASA. 

-  the  patriarch,  who  liatb  ever  been 

It  bi'Fore  his  god,  wbate'er  tliy  griefi, 

ly  words  seem  of  sorrow,  mix'd  mith  wrath, 

lave  Avaziel,  or  myself,  brouglit  on  tliee 


r  f 
? 


JAPHET. 

Wrong  I  the  (greatest  of  all  wronp :  but  ihom 
>»<-ll,  though  she  be  dust,  I  did  not,  could  not, 
e  her.     Farewell,  Anah !  I  have  said 
k  ord  so  often !  hut  now  say  it,  ne'er 
rrpeated.     Angel !  or  wlute'er 
in,  or  miLst  be  soon,  luist  tlioa  the  power 
e  this  beautiful — tfuse  beautiful 
eii  of  din  .' 

AZAZIEIm 

From  what  ? 

JAPHIT. 

And  is  it  so 
c  too  know  not  ?     Angels  !  angels  !  ye 


Have  sliared  man's  sin,  and,  it  may  be,  now  miiat 
Partake  his  punishment :  or  at  the  least 
My  sorrow. 

SAMIASA. 

Sorrow!  I  ne'er  thought  till  now 
To  hear  an  Adamite  speak  riddles  to  me. 

JAPHET. 

And  hath  not  the  Most  High  expounded  them? 
Then  yc  are  lost,  as  they  are  lost. 

AHOLIIAMAB. 

So  be  it! 
If  they  love  as  they  are  loved,  they  will  not  shriDk 
More  to  be  mortal,  than  I  woukl  to  dare 
An  immortality  of  agonies 
With  Samiasa ! 


Thus. 


ANAH. 

Sister!  sister!  speak  not 


I 


AXAZtBL. 

Fearest  thou,  my  Anah  7 

AHAI. 

Yes,  for  thee ; 
1  would  resign  this  greater  remnant  of 
This  little  life  of  mine,  before  one  hour 
Of  thine  eternity  should  know  a  pang. 

JAPHIT. 

It  is  for  Aim,  then !  for  the  seraph  thou 

Hast  left  me !     That  is  nothing,  if  tlion  hast  not 

Left  thy  God  too !  for  imions  like  to  these, 

Between  a  mortal  and  immortal,  cannot 

Be  happy  or  be  hallow'd.     We  are  sent 

I'pon  the  earth  to  toil  and  die;  and  they 

Are  made  to  minister  on  high  unto 

The  Highest ;  but  if  be  can  save  thee,  soon 

The  hour  will  come  in  which  celestial  aid 

Alone  can  do  so. 

ANAH. 

Ah !  he  speaks  of  death. 

SAMIASA. 

Of  death  to  us !  and  those  who  are  with  us ! 
But  tliat  the  man  seems  full  of  sorrow,  I 
Could  smile. 

JAPHIT. 

I  grieve  not  for  myself,  nor  fear; 
I  am  safe,  not  for  my  own  deserts,  but  thoae 
Of  a  well-doing  sire,  who  hath  been  found 
Bighteous  enough  to  save  his  children.    Would 
His  power  was  greater  of  redemptioD !  or 
That  by  exchanging  my  own  life  for  hers. 
Who  could  alone  have  made  mine  happy,  she. 
The  last  and  loveU<^t  of  Cain's  race,  could  share 
The  ark  which  shall  receive  a  remnant  of 
Tlie  seed  of  Seth ! 

AROLItAMAH. 

And  dost  thou  think  that  we, 
With  Cain's,  the  ekiest  bom  of  Adam's  blood 
Warm  in  our  veins, — strong  Cain !  who  was  begotten 
In  Paradise,— would  mingle  with  Sethis  chihirenT 
Seth,  the  hist  offspring  of  old  Adam's  dotage? 
No,  not  to  save  all  earth,  were  earth  in  peril ! 
Our  race  hath  always  dwelt  apart  from  thine 
From  the  beginning,  and  shall  do  so  ever. 

JAPHIT. 

I  did  not  speak  to  thee,  Aholibamah ! 

Too  much  of  the  forefather,  whom  thou  vauotest, 

Has  come  down  in  that  haughty  blood  which  springs 
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From  him  ^vho  thad  dw'fint,  and  tfatt  •  braclwr't! 
But  thou,  my  Anah!  kc  me  call  tbte  mine. 
Albeit  thou  art  not;  *t  it  a  word  I  cannot 
l*art  with,  although  I  mutt  from  thee.    llyAnah! 
Thou  iHio  dott  rather  make  me  dream  that  Abel 
Had  left  a  dau^ter,  whote  pure  piout  rtce 
Survived  in  thee,  to  much  unlike  thou  art 
The  rett  of  the  item  Gainitet,  tave  in  beauty. 

For  all  of  them  are  fairett  in  tlieir  ftrour 

▲■OLiBAMAl  (inUrruptin^  him). 
And  wottldtt  thou  have  her  like  our  father  s  foe 
In  mind,  in  toul  ?  If  /  partook  thy  thou^t. 
And  dream'd  tliat  aught  of  jiM  wat Jn  her! — 
Get  thee  hence,  ton  of  Noah;  thou  mak'tt  ttrife. 

jAraiT. 
Offspring  of  Cain,  thy  fatlier  did  »o ! 

ABOLlBlMAa. 

But 
He  tiew  not  Seth ;  and  what  hatt  thou  to  do 
With  other  deedt  between  hit  God  and  himT 

lAPBIT. 

Thou  tpeakett  wdl :  hit  God  hath  judf^  him,  and 
I  had  not  named  liit  deed,  but  that  thytelf 
Didtt  teem  to  glory  in  him,  nor  to  thrink 
From  what  he  had  done. 

AaOUtAMAB. 

He  wat  our  fathert'  father : 
TThe  eldett  bom  of  man,  the  atron|{ett,  bravett,  ' 
And  mott  enduring:— Shall  1  bluth  for  htm, 
From  whom  wa  had  our  being?    Look  upon 
Our  race ;  behold  their  ttature  and  their  beauty. 
Their  courage,  ttrength,  and  length  of  dayt 

lAPHlT. 

They  are  numbered.—— 

AHOLiailfAB. 

Be  it  to !  but  while  yet  their  hourt  endure, 
I  glory  in  my  brethren  and  our  fathert! 

iAPlBT. 

My  tire  and  race  but  ^ry  in  tlidr  God, 
Anah !  and  thouT— — 

ANAI. 

Whate'er  our  God  daereet. 
The  God  of  Seth  at  Cain,  1  muti  obey, 
And  will  endeavour  patiently  to  obey; 
But  could  I  dare  to  pray  in  thb  dreaid  hour 
Of  univertal  vengeance  (if  tuch  thould  be). 
It  would  not  be  to  live,  alone  exempt 
Of  all  my  houte.    My  titter!  Oh,  my  titter! 
What  were  the  worid,  or  other  woridt,  or  all 
The  brigbtett  future  witliout  the  tweet  patt — 
Thy  love«->my  falher't— all  the  life,  and  all 
The  tliingi  which  tprung  up  with  me,  like  the  ttart. 
Making  my  dim  existence  radiant  with 
Soft  liglitt  which  were  not  mine!  Aholibamah ! 
Oh !  if  there  thould  be  mercy — seek  it,  find  it : 
I  abhor  death,  becaute  that  thou  must  die. 

AaOLItAMAI. 

What !  hath  thit  dreamer,  with  hit  fathert  ark. 
The  bugbear  he  hath  built  to  tcare  the  world. 
Shaken  my  titter  T  Are  we  not  the  loved 
Of  seraphs  ?  and  if  we  were  not,  mutt  we 
Cling  to  a  son  of  Noah  for  our  livet  T 

Ratlier  than  thus But  tlie  enthusiast  drcam> 

Tlie  worst  of  dreams,  the  fantasies  engcndcr'd 

By  hopelcst  love  and  heated  vigils.    Who 

Shall  shake  these  solid  mountains,  this  firm  earth. 


And  bid  tkfM  cjondt  and  watna  taka  a  < 
Dittinct  from  that  which  we  and  all  our  sins 
Have  sren  them  wear  on  their  etamal  way? 
Who  thall  do  thit? 

lAPBKT. 

He  whose  one  word  prodM 
AHoua^MAn. 
Who  heard  that  word  I 

fAPnCT. 

The  itniverae,  whidi  \ 
To  life  before  it.    Ah !  tmtlest  tbou  still  in  sa 
Turn  to  thy  teraphs ;  if  they  attett  it  not. 
They  are  none. 

Aholibamafl^  owrn  thy  God !' 

AnOLiaAMAH. 

I  have  ever  hail'd  our  Maker,  Samiasa, 

As  thine,  and  mine :  a  God  of  love,  not  torro 

lArasT. 
Ahu!  what  dte  it  lova  but  aorrow T     Even 
He  who  made  eardi  in  love,  bnd  toon  to  gric 
Above  itt  first  and  best  inhabitants. 

AnOLiaAMAB. 

T  it  said  so. 

JAPBBT. 

It  is  even  to. 
Enter  Noak  ait«i  Sukm. 

IIOAB. 

Japh^ !     What 
Dost  thou  here  with  theae  children  of  the  wi 
Dread'st  thou  not  to  partake  their  coming  di 

lAPnrr. 
Father,  it  cannot  be  a  tin  to  seek 
To  save  an  earth-bora  being;  and  beliokl. 
These  are  not  of  the  sinful,  since  they  have 
The  fellowthip  of  angelt. 

"tOAI. 

These  are  ihry,  thei 
Who  leave  tbe  throne  of  God,  to  take  them  v 
From  out  the  race  of  Cain  :  tlie  6on«  of  Heav 
Who  seek  earth's  daughtere  for  their  beauty 

AZAZISI.. 

Thou  hast  said  it. 

NOAB. 

Woe,  woe,  woe  to  such  coi 
Has  not  God  made  a  harrier  between  earth 
And  heaven,  and  Umited  each,  kind  to  kindl 

SAMIASA. 

Was  not  man  made  iu  high  Jehovah's  image 
Did  Goil  not  luve  what  he  liad  made  ?     And 
Do  vie  hut  imitate  aud  cninlata 
liis  love  unto  created  love  ? 

NOAH. 

1  am 

Uul  niau,  and  wus  not  made  to  judge  mawkii 
Far  Ichi  the  sons  of  God ;  but  as  our  Gott 
Has  dei^u'd  to  commune  with  me,  and  rcvea 
£?i$  juddiwnits,  I  reply,  that  tlic  descent 
Of  !>era|>|i>  frum  their  eviTlasling  s«at 
Unto  a  perishahle  aud  perishing. 
Even  on  the  very  eve  of  perishing,  World 
Cannot  be  ^oud. 

A4AZIKL. 

What !  though  it  were  to  sa< 
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noAU.  ^ 

in  all  your  glory  cau  mleein 
i>  ^lio  iii.idc  yoii  (yloriou-H  luth  coudemii'd. 
our  iiniiiort.il  mmion  imfety,  't  would 
nil.  not  for  two,  though  bmutiful, 
intiful  ihcy  are,  hut  not  lh«  lesft 
ni'd. 

JAPHET. 

Oh  father!  say  it  not. 

NOAH. 

Son !  son ! 
iliou  vouldst  avoid  tlirir  doom,  forget 
cy  exist;  tlu'y  soon  shall  ceaxe  In  be, 
liou  shalt  l>e  the  sire  of  a  new  world, 

ttor. 

JAPHET. 

L4>t  mc  die  with  this,  and  themf 

NOAH. 

lOulJtt  for  such  a  thought,  but  sliall  not;.Ile 
:n,  rcdtrms  thee.  , 

SAMIASA. 

And  w  hy  him  and  thee, 
lan  wliat  he,  thy  son,  prefers  to  both? 

NOAB. 

ni  mIio  made  thee  greater  tliaii  myself 
n4%  hut  not  leia  •tuhjetV  to  his  own 
tiness.     And  lo  I  his  mildest  and 
)  bi-  temptiti  nie»scnger  appears! 

Enter  Raphael  Ihe  Archangel. 

RiPHABL. 

Spirits  I 
>Vhosr  sent  is  near  the  throne. 
What  do  ye  here .' 
N  thu^  a  MT.iph's  duty  to  be  sliown 
Nu>»  that  the  hour  is  near 
Wheu  earth  must  be  alone? 
Return ! 
And  burn 
;loriotLs  homage  with  the  elected  «  seven.* 
Your  pbce  is  heaven. 

SiMlASA. 

Raphael ! 
>  hrs(  and  fairest  of  the  sons  of  Hod, 

Mow  long  luith  this  1m>ou  law, 
It  rarth  by  angeU  must  be  left  untrod? 

Karlh!  which  oft  mw 
lio\ah°s  footsteps  not  disdain  her  sod ! 

The  world  He  loved,  and  made 
For  love;  and  oft  have  we  obey'd 
fri><|iii'nt  mission  with  delighted  pinion*; 
Ailorin(;  Him  in  his  least  works  displayed; 
(ching  thU  youngest  star  of  His  dominions: 
And  as  the  l.it(n>t  birth  of  His  great  word, 
Kager  to  keep  it  worthy  of  our  l^ord. 
Why  In  thy  brow  severe? 
i  w  hercfore  s|>eak'si  thou  of  destruction  near 

RAPHAEL. 

Had  S.imiasa  and  iVxaziel  been 
111  ^heir  true  plaee,  with  the  angelic  choir. 
Written  in  (ire 
They  would  ha\e  seen 
Jehovah's  late  decree, 
i\  iioi  inquireil  their  Maker's  breath  of  nic. 
but  ignorance  hiuhI  ever  be 

A  part  of  »in ; 
I 


And  even  the  spiritt*  knowledge  shall  grow  leee 

As  they  wax  proad  within ; 
For  blindness  is  the  first-bom  of  ezcets. 

When  all  good  angels  left  the  world,  ye  stay  d, 
Stung  with  strange  passions,  and  debased 
By  mortal  feelings  for  a  mortal  maid ; 
*    Rut  ye  are  pardon'd  thus  far,  and  replaced 
With  your  piuv  equals:  Hence!  away!  away! 

()r  stay. 
And  lose  eternity  by  thai  deby ! 

AXAXISL. 

And  thou !  if  earth  be  thus  forbidden 
In  the  decree 
To  us  until  this  moment  hidden, 

Dost  thou  not  err  as  we 
In  being  liere  ? 
rapbarl. 
I  came  to  call  ye  back  to  your  fit  sphere, 

In  the  great  name  and  at  the  word  of  God ! 
Dear,  dearest  in  themselves,  and  Karce  lets  dear     • 

That  which  I  came  to  do :  till  now  we  trod 
Together  the  eternal  space — together 

L«>t  us  still  walk  the  stars.    True,  earth  must  die! 
Her  race,  retuni'd  into  her  womb,  must  wither. 
And  much  which  she  inherits ;  but  oh !  why 
Cnnnot  this  earth  be  made,  or  be  do«>troy'd. 
Without  involving  ever  some  vast  void 
In  the  immortil  ranks?  immortal  still  ^ 

In  tlteir  immeasurable  forfeiture.  V 

Our  brother  Satan  fell,  his  burning  will 

Rather  than  longer  worship  dared  endure! 
Dut  ye  who  still  are  pure ! 
Seraphs !  less  mighty  tliau  tluit  mightiest  one. 

Think  how  he  was  undone ! 
And  think  if  tempting  man  can  compensate 
For  heaven  desire<l  too  late? 
Long  have  I  warr'd. 
Long  must  I  war 
With  him  who  deem'd  it  hard 
To  be  created,  and  to  acknowledge  him 
Who  'midst  the  cherubim 
Made  hinr^s  oun  to  a  dependant  star. 
Leaving  the  archangels  at  his  right  hand  dim. 

I  loved  him— beautiful  he  was:  oh  Heaven ! 
Save  His  «ho  made,  what  beauty  and  what  i>ower 
Was  ever  like  to  Satan's !     Would  the  hour 
In  which  he  fell  could  ever  be  forgiven ! 
The  wish  is  impious :  but  oh  ye ! 
Yet  uodestroy'd,  be  wam'd!  Kternity 

With  him,  or  with  his  God,  is  in  your  choice . 
He  hath  not  tempted  you,  he  cannot  tempt 
The  angels,  from  his  further  snares  exempt ; 

but  man  hath  listen'd  to  bin  voice. 
And  ye  to  woman's — beautiful  site  is 
The  Mrrpents  voice  less  hiihile  than  her  kis^. 
The  snake  but  van(|ui»lid  dust ;  but  she  will  draw 
A  second  host  from  heaven,  to  break  Ueaveu'»  law. 
Yet,  yet,  oh  fly ! 
Ye  cannot  die, 
but  they 
Shall  pass  away, 
>>*liile  ye  sliall  till  with  ^hrieivs  the  upper  sky 

For  perisliable  clay. 
WhoM*  memory  in  your  immortality 

Shall  long  outbst  the  sun  which  gave  them  day. 
Think  how  your  essence  differelh  from  ihein 
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In  aU  bat  mffering!  Why  partak* 

The  agony  to  irhich  they  most  be  hein — 

Bora  to  be  plough'd  with  tears,  and  sovn  with  cares, 

And  reap'd  by  Death,  lord  of  the  human  »oil? 

Even  bad  their  days  been  left  to  toil  their  path 

Through  time  to  dust,  unshortra'd  by  God's  wrath, 

Still  tliey  are  evil's  prey  and  sorrow's  spoil. 

AIOLIBAMAB. 

,  Let  them  fly ! 

I  hear  the  voice  which  says  that  all  must  die. 
Sooner  than  our  white-bearded  patriarchs  died ; 
And  that  on  higli 
An  ocean  is  prepared. 
While  from  below 
The  deep  shall  rise  to  meet  heaven's  overflow. 

Few  shall  be  spared, 
It  seems;  and,  of  that  few,  the  race  of  Cain 
Must  lift  their  eyes  to  Adam's  God  in  vain. 
Sister !  since  it  is  so, 
And  the  eternal  Lord 
In  vain  would  be  implored 
For  the  remission  of  one  hour  of  woe, 
Let  us  resign  even  what  we  have  adored, 
And  meet  the  wave,  as  we  would  meet  tlie  sword. 

If  not  unmoved,  yet  undismay'd. 
And  wailing  less  for  us  tlian  those  who  shall 
Survive  in  mortal  or  immortal  thrall, 

And,  when  the  fatal  waters  are  allay'd, 
Weep  for  the  myriads  who  qan  weep  no  more. 
Fly,  seraphs !  to  your  own  eternal  diore, 
Where  winds  nor  howl  nor  waters  roar. 
Our  portion  is  to  die. 
And  yours  to  live  for  ever: 
But  which  is  best,  a  dead  eternity, 
Or  living,  is  but  known  to  the  great  Giver : 
Obey  him,  as  we  sliall  obey ; 
1  would  not  keep  this  life  of  mine  in  clay 
An  hour  beyond  His  will ; 
Nor  see  ye  lose  a  portion  of  Hit  grace, 
For  all  tlie  mercy  which  Seth's  race 
Find  still. 

Fly!  * 

And  as  your  pinions  bear  ye  back  to  heaven, 
Tliink  that  my  love  still  mounts  witli  thee  on  high, 

Samiasa ! 
And  if  I  look  up  witli  a  tearless  eye, 

T  is  that  an  angel's  bride  disdains  to  weep— 
Farewell !  Now  rise,  inexorable  deep ! 

ANAD. 

•  And  must  we  die? 

And  must  I  lose  tliee  too, 
Axaiiel  I 
Oh,  my  heart!  my  heart ! 

Thy  prophecies  were  true. 
And  yet  thou  wert  so  happy  too ! 
The  blow,  though  not  unlook'd  for,  foils  as  new ; 
But  yet  depart ! 
Ah,  whyl 
Yet  let  me  not  retain  thee — fly! 
My  pangs  can  be  but  brief:  but  thine  would  be 
Eternal,  if  repulsed  from  heaven  for  me. 
Too  much  already  hast  thou  deign'd 
To  one  of  Adam's  race ! 
Our  doom  is  sorrow !  not  to  us  alone, 
But  to  the  spirits  who  have  not  disdain'd 
To  love  us,  comctb  anguiah  with  disgrace. 


The  finHrho  tauglit  us  knowledge  bath  heral 

From  his  once  archangelic  thraoe 

luto  some  unknown  world : 
And  thon,  Aiaiiel !  No — 
Thou  shalt  not  suffer  woe 
For  me.     Away !  nor  weep ! 

Thou  canst  not  weep ;  but  yet 

Mayst  suffer  more,  not  weeping :  thm  forprt 
Her  whom  the  surges  of  the  all-cirangling  deq> 

Can  bring  no  pang  like  this.     Fly!  fly! 
Being  gone,  *t  will  be  leas  difficult  to  die. 

lAFIKT. 

Oh  say  not  so ! 
Father  *  and  thou,  archangel,  thou  I 
Surely  celestial  mercy  lurks  below 
That  pure  severe  serenity  of  brow : 

I^t  them  not  meet  this  sea  without  a  shorr, 
Save  in  our  ark,  or  let  n»e  be  no  more! 

HOAB. 

Peace^  child  of  passion,  peace  I 
If  not  within  thy  heact  yet  with  thy  tongue 

Do  God  no  wrong ! 
Live  as  he  wills  it — die,  when  he  ordaim. 
A  righteous  death,  unhke  the  seed  of  Caio's. 

Cease,  or  be  sorrowful  in  silence;  ceaie 
To  weary  Heaven's  ear  with  thy^tifish  plaint 

Wouldsl  thou  have  God  commit  a  kin  for  the 
Such  would  it  be 
To  alter  his  intent 
For  a  mere  mortal  sorrow.     Be  a  man ! 
And  bear  wiiat  Adam's  race  must  bear,  and  cti 

JAPBBT. 

Ay,  father!  but  when  tliey  are  gone. 

And  we  are  all  alone. 
Floating  upon  the  ature  de»ert,  and 
The  depth  beneath  us  hides  our  own  dear  land 
And  dearer,  silent  friends  and  brethrm,  all 
buried  in  its  immeasurable  breast. 
Who,  who,  our  tears,  our  shrieks,  shall  then  con 
Can  we  in  desolation's  peace  have  re^7 
Oh,  God !  be  thou  a  God,  and  spare 
Yet  while  't  is  timel 
Renew  not  Adam's  fall  : 

Mankind  were  then  but  twain. 
But  they  are  numerous  now  as  arc  the  waves 

And  the  tremendous  rain. 
Whose  drops  shall  be  less  tliick  than  would  lliei 
Were  graves  permitted  to  the  seed  of  Cain. 

ROAB. 

Silence,  vnin  boy!  each  word  of  thine  *>  a  cria 
Angel!  forgive  this  stripling's  fond  de»p.-iir. 

BAPBACL. 

Sernphs!  those  mortals  speak  in  passion  :  Ye. 
Who  arc,  or  should  be,  passionless  and  pure. 
May  no^  return  with  me. 

SAMIASA. 

It  may  not  be  : 

Wo  have  chosen,  and  will  endure. 

RAPBAEL. 

Say'st  thou?  , 

AZAZIBL. 

Ho  hath  said  it,  and  I  say.  Amen 

RAPBABL. 

Again ! 
Then  from  this  hour. 
Shorn  as  ye  are  of  all  celestial  power. 
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s  from  your  God, 
Farf  ^dl! 

JAPURT. 

Ahs!  vhrre  «liull  tliey  dwell? 
rk !     Dei'\t  sounds,  nii<l  drrprr  still, 
arliiii;  from  the  inouni;iin\  bosom: 
ol  .1  hrrntli  oF  wind  upon  (lie  hill, 
\i>rs  pviTY  Irnf,  an<l  dntpn  racli  blotioin  : 
:uiH  as  if  b«ncatli  a  hcaYy  load. 

NOAH. 

lark!  the  sra-hinU  cry! 

il<  lliry  ovcrsprrad  the  lurid  ^ky, 

'  round  llic  mountain,  where  before 

i»hiie  winj;,  wetted  by  the  wave, 
t  (i.ired  lo  soar, 

lien  (lie  waters  wux'd  loo  fierce  to  brave. 
all  !>«•  ihr>ir  only  sliore, 

then,  no  more! 

JiPRRT. 

The  Min !  the  sun  I 
1)111  \iU  iN'tter  lijht  U  gone; 
il.iik  rircle,  hound 
lli>  I'larinu  di<«k  around, 
(Mrlli's  last  of  summer  days  hith  sliooe! 
s  return  into  the  hues  of  night, 
e  tlieir  hraren-oolour'd  edge^  i^treak 
» lirre  hrigliter  morns  were  wool  lo  break. 

NOAH. 

<l  lo !  yon  flash  of  light. 
It  thunder\  liarhinger,  appears! 
neth!  hcnee,  away! 
lie  elrnients  their  evil  prey  ! 
»lnTe  our  all-hallow'd  urk  uprears 
lis  N.ifc  and  wreeklesH  Mdes. 

JAPHKT. 

Oh,  father,  stay! 
my  Allah  to  the  swallowing  tides! 

NUAH. 

ot  lea\e  all  life  to  such?     Begone! 

JAPHIT. 

Not  I. 

NOAU. 

Tlien  die 
til  them! 

t  thou  look  on  tliat  prophetic  Aky, 
o  Na\e  wlial  all  thiu|^  now  condenui, 
>\iTw  helming  unisou 
With  ju!(t  Jeho\ali'A  wrath? 

JAPnKT. 

Mil  jiKiiee  join  in  the  same  path? 

NOiq, 
r!  darcst  tliou  murmur  e^en  uow? 

KiPHAKL. 

Im>  siill  a  father!  smootlie  thy  brow  : 

,  despite  his  folly,  sliall  not  sink ; 

not  what  he  viys,  yet  shall  not  drink 

l>s  the  salt  foam  of  the  swelling  waten*; 

en  pasNion  pasS4>tli,  good  a<»  thou, 

%li  like  Heaven's  chihiren  with  man's  daughters. 

AROI.inAMAH. 

st  eomeih;  hea\en  and  earth  unite 

>r  aiinihiialion  of  all  life. 

ill  is  the  strife 

ir  strength  and  the  eternal  might ! 


tAlfiAJ4. 

But  ours  is  with  thee  :  we  will  bear  ye  for 

To  some  untroubled  star. 
Where  thou  and  Anah  shall  partake  our  lot: 

And  if  thou  dost  not  weep  for  thy  lost  earth, 
Our  forfeit  heaven  shall  also  be  forgot. 

ANAB. 

Oh,  my  dear  Other's  tents,  my  place  of  birth ! 
And  mountains,  land,  and  woods,  when  ye  are  uot, 
Who  shall  dry  up  my  tears? 

AZAZIRL. 

Tliy  spirit-lord. 
Fear  not,  though  we  are  sliut  from  heaven, 
Yet  much  is  ours,  whence  we  can  not  ^  driwo. 

SAPIAEL.  ^ 

Rebel !  thy  wonls  are  wicked,  as  tliy  deeds 
Sliall  henceforth  be  but  weak  :  the  flaming  sword, 
Which  chased  the  first-born  out  of  paradise. 
Still  flashes  in  tlie  angelic  hands. 

AZAZIBL. 

It  cannot  slay  us:  threaten  dust  with  death. 
Ami  talk  of  weapons  unto  tliat  whrdi  bleeds ! 
What  are  thy  swords  in  our  immortal  eyes? 

lAPHAEI^ 

The  moment  cometli  to  approve  thy  strengtli; 
And  learn  at  length 

How  vaio  to  war  with  wliat  thy  God  commands  : 
Thy  former  force  was  in  thy  feith. 

£iiter  Uortals^  fiy^^S^^  rtfu/^. 
Chorus  of  Mortals. 

The  heavens  and  earth  are  mingling — God!  oh  God! 

What  have  we  done?     Yet  spare! 

Hark  !  even  the  forest  beasu  howl  forth  their  prayer  ! 

The  dragon  crawls  from  out  his  den. 

To  herd  in  terror  innocent  witli  men ; 
And  the  birds  scream  their  agony  through  air. 
Yet,  yet,  Jehovah  !  yet  withdraw  thy  rod 
Of  wrath,  and  pity  thine  own  workfs  despair! 
Hear  not  man  only  but  all  nature  plead! 

lAPHAEL. 

Farewell,  thou  earth !  ye  wretched  sons  of  cby, 
I  cannot,  mui^t  not  aid  you.     T  is  decreed ! 

jAPirr. 
Some  clouds  sweep  on,  as  vultures  for  their  prey. 
While  others,  fix'd  as  rocka,  await  the  word 
At  which  their  wrathful  viols  sliall  be  pour'd. 
No  azure  more  shall  robe  the  lirmament. 
Nor  spangled  «aan»  be  glorious :  death  hath  riaen: 
In  the  sun's  place  a  pale  and  ghastly  gbre 
Uath  wouud  itself  arouud  llie  dying  air. 

AZAZIRL. 

G>me,  Anah!  quit  this  chaos-founded  prison. 

To  which  the  elrmeuls  again  n*|>air, 

To  turn  it  into  wliat  it  was  :  beneath 

Tlie  libeller  of  these  wings  ihou  shall  be  safe. 

As  was  the  eagle's  nestling  once  withiu 

its  mother  s. — i^t  the  coming  chaos  chafe 

With  all  its  elements!     Heed  not  tlieir  din ! 

\  brighter  world  than  this,  wliere  thou  shall  breathe 

Kthei-eal  life,  will  we  explore: 

Tliese  darken'd  cloudu  are  not  the  only  skies. 

[AzAZiKL  rtnd  SkUikik/jr  off  and  disappear 
witfc  Anah  and  Aaoi.iaAMAB. 
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lAPBBT. 

They  are  gone !    They  have  disappenr'd  amidst  the  roar 
Of  the  forsaken  world;  and  never  more, 
Whether  they  live,  or  die  with  all  earth's  life, 
Mow  near  its  last,  can  aught  restore 
Anah  unto  these  eyes. 

Chorus  of  Mortals. 

Oh  son  of  Noah !  mercy  on  thy  kind ! 
What,  wilt  thou  leave  us  all— all—aU  behind? 
While  safe  amidst  the  elemental  strife. 
Thou  sit'st  within  thy  guarded  ark  ? 

▲  MOTHia  {offering  her  infant  to  japbet). 
Oh  let  this  child  embark ! 
I  brottfbt  hi|^  forth  iu  woe, 

But  thought  it  joy 
To  sec  him  to  my  bosom  clinging  so. 
Why  was  he  born  7 
What  hath  he  done — 
My  unwean* d  son — 
To  move  Jehovah's  wrath  or  scorn? 
What  is  there  in  this  milk  of  mine,  that  d^th 
Should  stir  all  heaven  and  earth  up  to  destroy 

My  boy. 
And  roll  the  waters  o'er  his  placid  breath? 
Save  him,  thou  seed  of  Seth ! 
Or  cursed  be — with  Him  who  made 
Thee  and  thy  race,  for  which  we  are  betray  d ! 

JAPBET. 

Peace !  *t  is  no  hoar  for  curses,  but  for  prayer ! 

Chorus  of  Mortals. 

For  prayer ! ! ! 
And  where 
Shall  prayer  ascend, 
Wlien  the  swoln  clouds  unto  the  mountains  bend 

And  burst. 
And  gushing  oceans  every  barrier  rend, 

Until  the  very  deserts  know  no  thirst  ? 
Accursed 
Be  He,  who  made  thee  and  thy  sire ! 
We  deem  our  curses  vain;  we  must  expire; 

But,  as  we  know  the  worst. 
Why  should  our  hymn  be  raised,  our  knees  be  bent 
Before  the  implacable  Omnipotent, 
Since  we  must  ^1  the  same  ? 
If  He  hath  made  earth,  let  it  be  His  shame, 

To  make  a  world  for  torture : — Lo  !  they  come. 

The  loathsome  waters  in  their  rage ! 
And  with  their  roar  make  wholesome  nature  dumb ! 

The  forest's  trees  (coeval  with  the  hour 
When  paradise  upsprung. 

Ere  Eve  gave  Adam  knowledge  for  her  dower. 
Or  Adam  his  first  hymn  of  slavery  sung), 

So  massy,  vast,  yet  green  in  their  old  age. 
Are  overtopp'd. 

Their  summer  blossoms  by  the  surges  lopp'd, 
Which  rise,  and  rise,  and  rise. 
Vainly  we  look  up  to  the  louring  skies — 

They  meet  the  seas. 
And  shut  out  God  from  our  beseeching  eyes. 

Fly,  son  of  Noah,  fly,  and  take  thine  ease 
In  thine  allotted  occau-tcnt ; 
And  view  all  floating  o'er  the  element, 


The  corpcfls  of  the  world  of  fhy  yoong  days : 
Then  to  Jehovah  raise 
Thy  song  of  praise ! 

A    WOK  A  It. 

Blessed  are  the  dead 
Who  die  in  tlie  Lord ! 
And  though  the  waters  be  o'er  earth  nutsprea 
Yet,  as  His  word. 
Be  the  decree  adored ! 
He  gave  me  life — He  taketh  but 
The  breath  which  is  His  own : 
And  though  these  eyes  should  be  for  e\er  shu 
Nor  longer  this  weak  voice  before  Uis  tlut 
Be  heard  in  supplicating  tone. 
Still  blessed  be  the  Lord, 
For  what  is  pasC, 
For  that  which  is ; 
For  all  are  His, 
From  first  to  last — 
Time — space — eternity — life — deajth — 

The  vast  known  and  immeasurable  unkmn 
He  made,  and  can  unmake ; 

And  shall  /,  for  a  little  ^^sp  of  breath. 
Blaspheme  and  groan  ? 

No;  let  me  die,  as  I  have  lived,  in  faith. 
Nor  quiver,  though  the  universe  may  quake! 

Chorus  of  Mortals, 

Where  sliall  we  fly? 
Not  to  the  mountains  hi^ ; 
For  now  their  torrents  rush  with  double  roar, 
To  meet  the  ocean,  which,  advancing  still. 
Already  grasps  each  drowning  hill. 
Nor  leaves  an  unsearch'd  cave. 

Enter  a  fFoman. 

WOMAN. 

Oh,  save  me,  save ! 
Our  valley  is  no  more  -. 
My  father  aud  my  father's  tent. 
My  brethren  and  my  brethren's  herds. 
The  pleasant  iroes  that  o'er  our  noon-day  bei 
And  sent  forth  evening  songs  from  sweetest  h 
The  little  rivulet  which  frcshen'd  all 
Our  pastures  green. 
No  more  are  to  be  seen. 
When  to  the  mountain  cliff  I  climb'd  this  m 

I  turu'd  to  bless  the  spot. 
And  not  a  leaf  appear'd  about  to  fall ; — 

And  now  they  are  not! — 
Why  was  I  born  ? 

JAPBKT. 

To  die!  in  youth  lo  die; 

And  happier  in  that  doom. 

Than  to  behold  the  universal  tomb 

Which  I 

Am  thus  condemn'd  to  weep  abo<e  in  vain. 

Why,  when  all  perish,  why  must  1  remain  ? 
[The  tTaters  rise:  Men  fly  in  every 
many  are  overtaken  by  the  tuax'es; 
of  Mortals  disperses  in  search  oj 
the  Mountains i  Japbet  remains  uf 
while  tiie  Ark  floats  towards  him  t 
tance. 
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^Dr  titopDrrp  of  IDatttr. 


T  It  iha  auntii  of  lifr  (livft  m*  nviiu'jl  lurr. 
AaJ  loaiBi;  rTcnu  lati  lUcir  iliailoaa  licftire. 

CAMI'BRLL. 


DEDICATION. 


L«riT  '  if  fiir  the  rolil  and  cloudy  ciime 

Wiiiri'  I  vv.is  liorn,  hut  wlicre  [  would  not  dii'. 

Of  ili<>  ;;r(Mt  |Kict-siri*  of  Itily 
I  d.in-  III  I'lilld  llif  imitative  rliynir, 
lljrsli  niiiiii-  i-npy  of  the  Souths  »ublimr, 

Tuitr  .irt  the  cium';  .iiid,  howKoevor  I 

F.ill  ^hitri  iif  his  immortnl  harmony, 
Thv  i;i-iiili'  iiiMrt  will  p.inlou  inr  thi*  LTimc. 
TIkmi.  ill  till'  |iridr  i>f  lirauly  and  of  youtli. 

Sp.ikc^t :  ami  for  tUtv  to  •>]>r8k  and  hn  olH-y'd 
I    All'  uiif.  hill  oiilv  ill  till*  sunny  South 
I        Siirli  <ioi4ihU  an*  iittiTd,  and  such  charms  dittpLiVil, 
Sii  s«ii-r  .1  l.iii|;ni|;r  from  «o  fair  a  moulh — 

Ah'  to  wha(  effort  would  it  not  iicr>uadi'.' 
/iiii't'itnti.  June  ■.  1,  18 1(). 


PHEFACK. 


In  the  roiirsi>  of  a  visit  to  ilic  riiy  of  Ra\enn.i,  in  the 
kUiiiiiirr  of  I  Kill,  it  w.i"  sii(;(;i's|cd  to  the  aiiliior  that, 
hitiiij;  i-iiinpo<.4(l  M>inrtliiii|;  on  the  jiiilijtM-t  of  Ta<^Mi's 
oontiiiciiieiit.  he  should  do  the  same  on  I)anie\  oiile — 
the  loiiih  uf  the  poet  forniiu^  onr  of  the  principal 
ohjei-u  of  iiiiiTe<t  in  thai  rity,  h(»lh  to  the  native  and 
to  the  ^lian;;ir. 

•(Mil  (Ills  hint  I  <pakr,w  .ind  the  result  hns  hrni  the 
followiiij;  fmir  laiitos.  in  ler/a  rinia,  now  offen*d  to 
tlie  i>  iili-i.  li  tlii-v  are  iinder^lcNid  and  approved,  it  k 
niv  piii|tii<.e  to  rontiiiiie  the  |Nieni  in  various  other  can- 
to^ li>  its  II  Kiiral  i-oiii-lusion  in  ihr  prcirnt  age.  The 
n.tii'T  Is  nf|iH-steil  to  siip{Hi«4'  that  Oante  addrrssei 
him  III  ihi-  interval  lN'l«eeii  the  cnnilusion  of  the  Di- 
\iii  i  (ioiiiineilia  and  liis  death,  and  shortly  lieforc  the 
laiii-r  i-\iiit.  fori'lellin;;  Ih.*  furtum-s  of  Italy  in  (general 
ill  flu-  in-^iiiiij;  ii-nliiriis.  In  adopiiii^;  lhi<i  plan  I  lia%e 
li  id  III  Miv  iiiiiiij  (he  Casxaiiilra  of  l.ycophron,  and  the 
I'ropiii-t'v  of  Niii  lis  hv  Ili»rat>e,  as  well  us  the  Prophi - 
^ie^  of  llolv  ^^  rit.  The  nicaMin*  adopted  is  the  ler/a 
riiiit  "f  iViiili-.  whiih  1  am  not  aware  to  hate  M'en 
hilli'Tlo  Irii'il  111  our  laii|;iia{;e,  rteepi  it  may  be  hv 
Mr  ll.i\l<-\,  of  >»lioKe  iMiislation  1  ne\er  <iaw  but  one 
eitr.ii  I.  ipiitiiil  III  liie  notes  to  (^iliph  Vathek;  mi  that 
—  il  1  ilii  Hot  en  —{Ills  piMiii  may  he  tuiisidercil  -is  .1 
iiietiK  il  I  \|>rriiiii  III.  Till-  taniosare  short,  and  al>oui 
the  "line  jiii|;ih  of  tliose  uf  the  poet  whose  name  I 
h.i\e  hnriiiweil.  .iiiil  iiii>s(  ppdiihly  taken  in  \.iin. 

.\iiniii;;«(  tin-  ini  oii\i-iiiriiri-s  of  authors  in  llic  pre- 
s'-iii  ilav.  It  i<  ilifiii  ult  lor  111%  who  have  a  name, 
i;o- il  nr  li.id  III  i"<i.i|<-  ir.iMHi.itioii.  I  liat«-  had  the 
roiiiiiii-  III  v-i-  llie  ftiiirih  ranio  id'Ohilde  llandd  trans- 


lated iutit  Italian  vcrti  violli — that  i%,  a  perm  written 
in  the  Sprn%erran  stnnz'i  into  hUtnk  vertex  without 
re>;ard  ti>  the  natural  ilivi^oun  of  the  xUlDia,  or  of  tlie 
sens4-.  If  the  pnrsent  poem,  being  on  a  national  topir, 
should  cliaure  to  umlergit  the  unie  ^le,  I  wnukl  re- 
i|iiesi  the  lialiaii  reailer  to  reraemljer.  that  when  I  have 
faili  d  ill  the  iiiiilJtion  of  his  great  «<  Padre  Alighier,** 
I  have  failetl  in  iniilaiing  that  vhieli  all  study  and  iew 
uiiderstami.  since  to  lhi«  very  day  it  in  not  yet  settled 
what  was  the  meaning  of  the  allegory  in  the  fir«l  canto 
of  the  Inferno,  unless  (x>uni  Marclielii\  ingenious  and 
prolNihIr  ciiiijeriure  may  be  considered  as  having  de- 
rided till-  (;ue<,tiou. 

lie  m.iy  also  pardon  luy  failure  the  more,  as  I  am 
not  (|iiite  Hiire  that  lie  MouM  In>  pleasi-d  willi  my  suc- 
iv-ss,  ^inie  (he  Italians,  iniih  a  (mnlonahle  nationality, 
are  particularly  jealous  of  all  that  is  h-ft  them  as  a 
nation — their  literature:  and.  in  the  preiH>nt  bitterne«s 
of  the  classic  anil  roniaulii'  war,  are  but  ill  disposed  to 
|N'rmit  a  foreigner  even  toappn>veor  imitate  them,  mitli- 
oiii  liiniiii;;  ooiiie  fault  with  his  ultrnmoulane  presump- 
tion. I  I  .III  easily  enter  into  all  this  knowing  what 
vvoiiM  lie  (lioii);lii  in  Lngland  of  an  Italian  imitator  of 
.Milif>n,  or  if  a  translation  of  Monti,  or  Pindemonte,  or 
Ariri.  slutiild  he  helil  up  to  the  rising  generation  as  a 
modrl  for  ili'-ir  fntun-  |>oeiirat  ess.ivH.  Rut  I  perceive 
that  I  .im  deviating  into  an  ailiires!,  to  the  Italian  reader, 
vftlien  my  business  is  with  tlie  Knglisli  uue.  and,  be  lliey 
few  or  many.  I  must  take  my  leave  of  both. 


h 
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PROPHECY  OF  DANTE. 


CANTO  I. 

Om'i.  more  in  man's  frail  world!  which  I  li.id  left 
So  loiij;  lli.il  I  was  forgotten;  and  1  feel 
The  vii-ight  of  I  lay  aj'.ain, — Vto  soon  iiereft 

Of  the  imiiiorlal  vision  which  conhl  heal 
Mv  earihlv  sorrows   and  to  Cod\  own  skies 
Lift  nii*  from  ihat  deep  gulf  wiihnnt  repeal. 

Where  lair  my  cars  rung  with  the  damned  cries 
Of  souls  in  liopeli-<«s  bale;  and  from  that  place 
Of  les-er  tornii-nt,  wheud*  men  111. iv  urisi' 

Pure  from  tiie  tire  to  join  the  ingelic  rare; 
Mid"!  ^Iioni  my  o«n  bright  lU-airicc  bicss'd  ■ 
My  spirit  wilii  Imt  light,  and  to  the  iuise 

of  the  Kternal  Tri.nl  I  lirst.  last,  best, 

Mvsterioiis.  three,  sob',  intinilc,  gnMt  (hmII 
Siul  uiiivers.ill  led  the  mortal  giiest, 

riilil.isti-ii  hv  tlie  glorv,  though  he  tro<l 

I-'roin  star  to  sLir  to  reach  the  almighty  throne. 
Oh  Dcalricc!  wh(i«'e  svecl  limb.s  the  sod 
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From  overfeelini;  good  or  ill ;  and  aim 
At  an  external  life  beyond  otif  fate. 

And  be  tbe  new  Proinetbeus  of  new  men, 

Bcstowinj;  fire  from  beaven,  and  tlien,  too  late, 
Finding  ibe  pleasure  given  repaid  wiib  pain. 

And  vultures  to  tbe  beart  of  tbe  bestower, 

WIio,  baviog  lavisb'd  bis  bigli  gift  in  Tain, 
Lieii  chain'd  to  bis  lone  rock  by  tbe  sea-sltore! 

So  be  it;  we  can  bear. — Hut  tbus  all  tbey, 

Wbosc  intellect  is  an  o'crmastering  power, 
Wbic!i  still  recoils  from  its  encumbering  clay. 

Or  ligbtens  it  to  spirit,  wbatsoe'er 

Tbe  form  wbicb  tbeir  creations  may  essay, 
Arc  bards;  tbe  kindled  marble's  bust  may  wear 

More  poesy  upon  its  speaking  brow 

Tbanaugbt  less  tbau  tbe  Homeric  page  may  bear; 
One  noble  stroke  witli  a  wbolc  life  may  glow, 

Or  deify  tbe  canvass  till  it  sbine 

Witb  beauty  so  surpassing  all  below. 
That  tbey  wbo  kneel  to  idols  so  divine 

Break  no  commandment,  for  bigb  beaven  is  tberc 

Transfused,  transfiguruted :  and  tbe  line 
Of  poesy  wbicb  peoples  but  tbe  air 

Witb  tbougbt  and  beings  of  our  tbougbt  reflected, 

Can  do  no  more :  tbeu  let  the  artist  share 
Tlie  palm,  be  shares  tbe  peril,  and  dejected 

Faints  o'er  the  labour  unapproved — Alas ! 

Dei>pair  and  genius  are  too  oft  connected. 
Within  tbe  ages  wbicb  before  me  pass. 

Art  shall  resume  and  equal  even  tlie  ^^ 

Which  with  Apelles  and  old  Phidias 
She  held  in  Hellas'  imforgotlen  day. 

Ye  shall  be  taught  by  ruin  tu  revive 

Tbe  Grecian  forms  at  least  from  tbeir  decay. 
And  Itoman  toals  at  last  ugain  shall  live 

In  Roman  works  wrought  by  Italian  bands. 

And  temples  loftier  than  the  bid  temples,  give 
New  wonders  to  the  world  ;  and  while  still  stands 

The  austere  Pantheon,  into  heaven  shall  soar 

A  dome,''  its  image,  whibt  the  base  expands 
Into  a  ^e  surpassing  all  before. 

Such  as  all  fle-^b  shall  llork  to  kneel  in :  ne  er 

Such  sight  bath  been  unfolded  by  a  door 
As  thiji,  to  wbicb  all  nations  shall  repair. 

And  lay  their  sius  at  this  huge  ijate  of  beaven. 

And  the  bold  architect  unto  whose  care 
The  daring  charge  to  raise  it  shall  be  given. 

Whom  all  arts  shall  acknowledge  as  their  lord. 

Whether  into  the  marble  chaos  driven 
His  chisel  bid  tbe  Hebrew,''  at  whose  word 

Israel  left  Egypt,  stop  tbe  waves  in  stone. 

Or  hues  of  hell  be  by  bis  pencil  pour'd 
Over  tbe  damn'd  before  the  Judgment  throne,'^ 

Such  as  I  saw  them,  such  as  all  shall  sec, 

Or  fanes  be  built  of  grandeur  yet  uuknown. 
The  stream  of  bis  great  thoughts  shall  spring  from  me,'^ 

Tbe  Gliibelline,  who  traversed  the  three  realms 

Which  form  the  empire  of  eternity. 
Amidst  the  clash  of  swords  and  clang  of  belm^, 

Tbe  n(jc  which  I  anticipate,  no  less 

Shall  be  the  a\^e  of  beauty,  and  while  wlielms 
Calamity  the  uations  with  distres;:. 

The  t;euius  of  my  country  sliaJl  arise, 

A  cedar  towering  o'er  the  wilderness. 
Lovely  in  all  its  braucbes  to  all  eyes. 

Fragrant  m  fair,  and  recognised  afar. 


Wafting  its  native  incens^i  tbrougli  tbe  ski 

Sovereigns  shall  pause  amid  llieir  sport  of  wi 
Wean'd  for  an  hoar  from  blood,  to  tuni  a 
On  canvass  or  on  stone  ;  and  they  who  mi 

All  beauty  upon  earth,  com|>cird  Co  praise. 
Shall  ff^el  tbe  power  of  tiial  which  tbey  d« 
And  art's  mistaken  gratitude  alutll  raise 

To  tyrants  who  but  take  her  for  a  toy 
Emblems  and  monumeDfs,  and  pro<ititute 
Her  charms  to  pontiff  proud, *^  who  bat  c 

The  man  of  genius  as  the  meanest  brute 
To  bear  a  burthen,  and  to  $er«-c  a  ui-ed. 
To  sell  bis  labours,  and  bi.>  soul  to  Uoot: 

Who  toils  for  nations  may  be  poor  iad«*rd 
Uut  free;  who  sweats  for  mon.ircby  i-«  oo  n 
Than  tbe  gilt  chamberlain,  who,  clotbeil  tt 

Stands  sleek  and  slavish  bowing  at  hio  door. 
Oh,  Power  that  rulest  and  io»pirest;  bow 
Is  it  that  tbey  on  earth,  who^e  earthly  povt 

Is  likest  thine  in  heaven  in  outward  shopr. 
Least  like  to  lliee  in  attributes  divine. 
Tread  on  the  uiriver«al  necks  that  bow. 

And  then  assure  us  that  their  rights  are  thiw 
And  how  is  it  that  they,  the  sons  of  fanir, 
Whose  inspiration  seems  to  them  to  %h\De 

From  bigb,  they  whom  the  oations  ofte^t  nai 
Must  pass  their  days  in  penury  or  pain, 
Or  step  to  graudeur  through  the  paths  of « 

And  wear  a  deeper  brand  and  gaudi'T  chain 
Or  if  tbeir  destiny  be  borue  aloof 
From  lowlines-s,  or  tempted  thence  in  vui 

In  tlieir  own  souls  sustain  a  harder  proof. 
The  iuuer  war  of  pactions  deep  and  fierce? 
Florence ;  when  thy  harsli  sentence  razed  i 

I  loved  thee,  but  the  veugcaoce  of  my  verse, 
The  bate  of  injuries,  which  every  ye.ir 
Makes  greater  and  accumulates  my  curse. 

Shall  live,  outliving  all  thou  holde«t  d<;ar. 
Thy  pride,  thy  wealth,  thy  freedom,  and  < 
The  most  infernal  of  all  evils  here. 

The  sway  of  petty  tyrants  in  a  state  ; 
For  such  sway  is  not  limited  to  kings, 
Aud  demagogues  yield  to  them  hut  in  da 

As  swept  off  soouer;  in  all  deadlv  things 
Which  make  meu  hate  themselves  and  or 
In  discord,  cowardice,  cruelty,  all  th;*tspi 

From  Death,  the  Sin-boru's  incest  with  his 
lu  rank  oppression  in  its  rudest  shape. 
The  faction  chief  is  but  the  sultan's  brotl 

And  the  worst  despot's  far  less  human  ape  : 
Florence!  when  this  lone  spirit  which  so  V 
Yoani'd  as  the  captive  toiling  at  escajv;. 

To  fly  buck  to  thee  in  des|>ite  of  wrong. 
An  exile,  saddest  of  all  prisoners. 
Who  has  the  whole  world  for  a  dungeon 

Seas,  niountuins,  and  the  horizon's  verge  fo 
Which  shut  him  from  the  sole  small  spoi 
Where,  whatsoe'er  his  fate — he  still  wen 

His  country's,  and  might  die  where  he  had 
Florence!  when  this  lone  spirit  shall  reiu 
To  kindred  spiriis.  thou  wilt  feel  mv  wor 

And  M'ck  to  honour  with  an  empty  urn 
The  ashes  iliou  shall  ne'er  obtain. — .Mas! 
M  What  Ii.ive  I  done  to  thee,  my  people ?» 

Are  all  thy  dealings,  but  in  this  ihoy  pa<s 
The  limits  of  maus  common  inalico.  for 
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Michel  Anglo's,  tbat  he  had  dedgned  the  whole  of 
the  Divina  Gommedia ;  but  that  the  Tolaaie  containing 
these  studies  was  lost  by  sea. 

Note  16.  Page  46a,  Hue  76. 

Her  dianiM  u>  poatifTt  proud,  wbo  but  cnploj,  rte.  ^ 

See  the  treatment  of  Michel  Angiolo  by  Julius  H.  and 
his  neglect  by  Leo  X. 


Kote  17.  Pnge  46s,  line  i3o. 

IP         a  What  hav*  I  doa*  (•  ikmt,  af  paipfat. 

«  E  scrisse  piik  volte  non  solamente  a  pinkihi 
ladini  del  reggimento,  ma  ancora  al  popoio,eii 
altre  una  epistola  assai  lunga  che  coauncia:-'i^ 
mi,  quid  feci  HH  Tn 

Vita  di  DanU  aerittm  da  UnmHtM 


^tie  3»lantti 


OR. 


CHRISTIAN  AND  HIS  COMRADES. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Thi  foundation  of  the  following  story  will  be  found 
partly  io  the  account  of  the  Mutiny  of  the  Bounty,  in 
the  South  Sea,  in  1789,  and  partly  in  «  Mariner's  Ac- 
count of  the  Tonga  Islands.»^ 


THE  ISLAND. 


The  morning  wjdcfa  was  come :  the  vessel  lay 
Her  course,  anciently  made  her  liquid  way ; 
The  cloven  billow  flash'd  from  off  her  prow 
In  furrows  form'd  by  that  majestic  plough;. 
The  waters  with  their  world  were  aU  before; 
Behind,  the  South  Sea's  many  an  islet  shore. 
The  quiet  night,  now  dappling,  gan  to  wane, 
Dividing  darkness  from  the  dawning  mnin ; 
The  dolphins,  not  unconscious  of  the  day. 
Swam  high,  as  eager  of  the  coming  ray; 
The  stars  from  broader  beams  began  to  creep, 
And  lift  their  shining  eyelids  from  the  deep ; 
The  sail  resumed  its  lately-shadow'd  white, 
And  the  wind  flutter  d  with  a  freshening  flight ; 
The  purpling  ocean  owns  the  coming  sun — 
But,  ere  be  break,  a  deed  is  to  be  done. 

II. 

The  gallant  chief  within  his  cabin  slept. 
Secure  in  tliose  by  whom  the  watch  was  kept  : 
Ilis  dreams  were  of  old  England's  welcome  shore. 
Of  toils  rewarded,  and  of  dangers  o'er ; 
His  name  was  added  to  the  glorious  roll 
Of  those  who  search  the  storm-surrounded  pole. 
The  worst  was  over,  and  the  rest  seem'd  sure, 
And  why  should  not  his  slui^ber  be  secure  ? 
Alas!  his  deck  was  trod  by  unwilling  feet, 
And  wilder  hands  would  hold  the  vessel's  sheet; 
Young  hearts,  wliicb  languished  for  some  sunny  isle, 
Where  summer  years  and  summer  womt>n  smile; 
Men  without  country,  who,  too  long  estranged, 
Had  found  no  native  home,  or  found  it  changed, 
And,  half-uncivilised,  preferr  d  the  cave 
Of  some  soft  savage  to  the  uncertain  wave  ; 


The  gushing  fruits  that  nature  gave  noDDd; 
The -wood  without  a  path  but  where  they  ^STi; 
The  field'o'er  which  promiseuons  pleatv  poor'd 
Her  horn ;  the  equal  land  withoot  a  lord ; 
The  wish->which  age*  have  not  yet  subdued 
In  man — to  have  no  mastev  save  his  mood ; 
The  earili,  whose  mine  was  on  its  iace,  unsold. 
The  glowing  sun  and  produce  all  iu  goM ; 
The  freedom  which  can  call  each  grot  a  home; 
The  general  garden,  where  all  steps  uny  roam. 
Where  nature  owns  a  nation  as  her  chttd. 
Exulting  in  the  enjoyment  of  the  wild; 
Their  sliells,  their  fruits,  the  only  wealth  they  bn* 
Their  unexplering  navy,  tlie  cauoe ; 
Their  sport,  the  dashing  breakers  and  the  cba«; 
Their  strangest  sight,  an  European  lace  :— 
Such  was  ilie  country  which  these  strangers  yian^ 
To  see  again — a  sight  they  dearly  eam'd. 

III. 

Awake,  bold  Bligh!  the  foe  is  at  the  fate! 

Awake !  awake ! Alas  !  it  is  too  latei 

Fiercely  beside  thy  cot  tiie  mutineer 
Stands,  and  proclaims  the  reign  of  rage  and  feu. 
Thy  limbs  arc  bound,  the  bayonet  at  Iby  hreao. 
I'he  hands,  which  trembled  at  thy  voice.  arre>t; 
Dragg'd  o'er  tiie  deck,  ipo  more  at  thy  comniaad 
The  obedient  brim  shall  veer,  ilie  sail  expand; 
That  savage  spirit,  wliiefa  would  lull  by  wrath 
Its  desperate  escape  from  duty's  path. 
Glares  round  thee,  in  the  scarce-believinf  r^ 
Of  those  who  fear  the  chief  they  sacrifice ; 
For  ne'er  can  man  his  conscience  all  assuage. 
Unless  he  drain  the  wine  of  passion rage. 

IV. 
In  vain,  not  silenced  by  the  eye  of  death. 
Thou  call'st  the  loyal  with  thy  menaced  breath.'— 
They  come  not ;  they  are  few,  and,  overawed. 
Must  acquiesce  while  sterner  hearts  applaud. 
In  vain  thou  dost  demand  the  cause ;  a  curse 
Is  all  tlie  answer,  with  the  threat  of  worse. 
Full  in  tbinc  eyes  is  waved  the  glittering  bhde. 
Close  to  thy  throat  the  pointed  bayonet  laid. 
The  Icvell'd  muskets  circle  round  thy  breast 
In  hands  as  steei'd  to  do  the  deadly  rest. 
Thou  daresi  them  to  their  worst,  exclaiming.  «rut 
But  they  who  pitied  not  could  yet  admire  - 


THE  ISLAND. 


ids 


rkiof;  mnMiot  of  ihnr  fonnerawe 
'd  Ihcm  longer  than  tkeir  broken  law; 
iiiUI  not  dip  thrir  souh  at  onc«  in  blood, 
thee  to  the  mercies  of  the  flood. 

V. 

3ut  ilic  boat  !n  wax  now  the  leader's  rry : 

0  dare  answer  «  Now  to  mutiny, 
THi  dawning  of  Ui«  dninken  hour, 
iimalia  of  »nhopcd>for  power? 

1  is  lowvr'd  with  all  the  haile  of  kntfs 

I  slight  plank  between  thee  and  thy  fate : 

f  r;ir(fo  such  a  scant  supply 

liscs  the  death  their  bunds  deny ; 

t  enough  of  water  and  of  bread 

,  some  days,  the  dying  from  the  dead : 

irddge,  canvaR,  sails,  and  lioeat  aad  twiae, 

t&ures  all  to  hermits  of  the  brine, 

ided  after,  to  the  earnest  prayer 

!  who  saw  uo  hope  save  tea  and  air ; 

t,  that  CrrmblioK  vassal  of  tlie  pole,  ' 

ling  compass,  navigation's  soul. 

VI. 
w  the  sclf-elccird  chief  linda  time 

the  tirst  sensation  of  his  crime, 

M'  it  in  his  followers~«  Ho!  the  bowHn 

sion  should  return  to  reason's  sboal. 

y  for  heroes !»  Rarke  could  oiic«.exclMm,— 

bi  a  liquid  path  to  epic  fame  T 

:h  the  newborn  lieroes  found  ic  here, 

lin'd  the  draught  with  an  applauding  chear. 

!  for  Otaheite  !»  was  the  cry; 
range  such  slimiM  from  sons  of  mutiny ! 
lib*  island,  and  the'geni.il  soil, 
Midly  hcartM,  the  feaa  witliout  a  toil, 
irtcous  manners  but  from  nature  eaoght, 
siih  unhonrded,  and  the  love  unbonghl; 
hcse  have  charms  for  rudesi  Ma-boys  driven 
ihr  mast  by  I'very  wind  of  heaven? 
w,  rvni  now,  prrp-ird  with  others'  woes 
I  mild  virtues  vain  desire — repose? 
iirli  is  our  nature  !  all  but  aim 
oame  end,  by  |»athwayA  not  tlie  same ; 
Mii^,  our  birth,  our  nation,  and  our  nam^, 
-iuu«\  temper,  even  our  outward  frame, 

more  potent  o'er  our  yielding  day 
light  wc  know  beyond  onr  little  day. 
I  tliore  whispers  tlie  small  voice  wilhio, 
through  gain's  silence,  and  o'er  glory's  din : 
•  cr  (T(i>d  l»e  taught  or  land  be  trod, 
'onsrieute  is  the  oracle  of  Gon ! 

Vil. 

jkIi  In  rrowiie«l  with  the  ^itthful  Inr 

ail  ihcir  rliicf.  a  melancholy  crrw : 

nr  rcmain'd  reluctaul  on  tkc  deck 

I  proud  vessel— uow  a  moral  wrcek— 

*w'd  their  <Mptain's  fate  with  piteous  eyra; 

oihrro  Hcoff'd  his  augur  d  miseries, 

I  at  liu-  prospcci  of  his  pigmy  sail, 

c  slight  bark,  so  laden  and  so  frail. 

uirr  u.iiitilus  who  steers  bis  prow, 

i-l)orn  sailor  of  his  shell  cnuoe, 

ean  Mali,  the  fairy  of  the  Kca, 

far  less  fragile,  aiul,  alas !  mora  free ! 


He,  when  tiie  ligfitning-wing'd  lomndMa  aweep 
The  surige,  ia  safe — his  port  is  in  th«  deep  ■ 
And  triumphs  o'er  the  armadas  of  mankiml, 
>Vhich  sliake  the  world,  yet  erumblc  in  the  wind. 

Vill. 
When  all  was  now  prepared,  the  Teasel  clear 
>Vhich  liail'd  her  master  in  ika  mul'uMer— 
A  seaman,  less  olMlurale  than  hu  mates, 
Sliow'd  llie  vain  pity  which  but  irritaica; 
Watch'd  his  late  chieftain  with  eiploring  eye. 
And  told  in  signs  repentant  sympnihy; 
Held  the  moist  shaddock  to  his  parched  ommmIi, 
Winch  felt  exhaustion's  deep  and  bitter  droutli. 
Rut.  soon  observed,  this  gnardiaa  was  withdrawn. 
Nor  further  mercy  clouds  rrbellion's  daws. 
Then  forward  sicpp'd  the  bold  and  firoward  boy 
His  chief  had  clieriRli'd  only  to  destroy. 
And,  poiniiug  to  iha  hvlplesi  prow  benentb. 
Cxclaim'd,  «  Depart  «c  once !  dalay  ia  death  !a 
Yet  then,  even  then,  his  feelings  cenaad  d«C  all: 
In  that  last  moment  could  a  word  recal 
Remorse  for  the  black  deed,  as  yet  half  done, 
AimI,  wliat  he  hid  from  many,  show'd  to  one: 
Wlien  Bligh,  in  stem  reproach,  demanded  wliere 
Was  now  his  grateful  sense  of  former  care  ^~- 
Where  all  his  hopes  lo  see  bis  name  aapire. 
And  bbion  Britain's  ihouaand  glories  higher? 
His  feverish  lipa  ihiu  broke  their  gloomy  spell, 
«  T  is  that!    t  is  that !  I  am  in  hell !  in  hdl  !> 
No  more  he  said  ;  but,  urging  to  the  hariL 
His  chief,  commits  him  Uf  hn  fragile  mIl: 
These  the  sole  aucenU  from  hii  tangiw  thai  Ml, 
Rut  volumes  lurk'd  below  his  fierce  fctawcU. 

IX. 

The  arctic  sun  rose  broad  above  the  wave ; 

The  breeie  now  sunk,  now  whisper'd  from  bis  cave ; 

As  on  the  .£olian  harp,  bis  fitful  wings 

Now  swell'd,  now  flutierd  o'er  bis  ocean  strings. 

With  slow  despairing  oar,  the  abandon'd  skiff 

Ploughs  its  drear  progress  to  the  scarce-seen  cliff, 

Which  lifts  its  peak  a  cloud  above  the  main  : 

That  Itoat  und  ship  shall  never  meet  again  ! 

Rut  t  is  not  mine  to  tell  thrir  tale  of  grief. 

Their  constant  peril,  and  their  scant  relief; 

Tlirir  dnys  of  danger,  and  their  nights  of  pain ; 

Their  maidy  courage,  even  when  decm'd  ia  vain ; 

Tlie  sapping  fsmine,  rendering  scarce  a  son 

Known  to  his  mother  in  the  skeleton ; 

Tlie  ills  that  lessen'd  stiH  their  little  store. 

And  starred  even  hnagrr  till  he  wrung  no  mere ; 

The  varying  frowns  and  fiivours  of  tlie  deep. 

That  now  almost  engulphs,  then  leaves  to  creep 

Willi  craxy  oar  and  shatler'd  strength  along 

Tlie  tide,  that  yields  rrluctaul  to  the  strong; 

The  incessant  fever  of  that  arid  thirst 

Which  welcomes,  as  a  well,  the  clouds  tht\t  burst 

Above  their  naked  bones,  and  flreis  delight 

In  the  cold  drenclung  of  the  stormy  night. 

And  from  thr  outspread  rauvas  gladly  vrrings 

A  drop  to  moisten  life's  all-gasping  springs ; 

The  savage  foe  escaped,  to  seek  sgain 

More  hospitable  shelter  fiom  the  main ; 

Tlie  gliastly  spectres  which  were  doom'd  at  last 

To  tell  as  true  a  tale  of  dangers  past, 
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As  ever  Uie  dack  aniuils.of  l|ie  deep 

Disclosed  for  man  to  dread  or  woman  weep.  ^^ 

X  * 

We  leave  them  to  their  fite,  bat  not  unknown 

Nor  unrcdress'd  !  Revenge  may  hive  her  own : 

Roused  discipline  aloud  proclaims  their  caute. 

And  injured  navies  urge  their  broken  laws. 

Pursue  we  on  his  track  the  mutineer, 

Whom  distant  vengeance  liad  not  tanghc  to  fear. 

Wide  o'er  the  wave — away  1  away !  away ! 

Once  more  his  eyes  shall  hail  the  welcome  bay ; 

Once  more  the  happy  shores  without  a  law 

Receive  the  outlaws  whom  they  lately  saw ; 

Nature,  and  nature's  goddess — Woman — woos 

To  land^  where,  save  their  conscience,  none  accuse  ; 

Where  all  partake  the  earth  without  dispute; 

And  bread  itself  is  gather'd  as  a  fruit ; ' 

Where  none  contest  the  fields,  the  woods,  ilie  streams : 

The  goldless  age,  where  gold  disturbs  no  dreams, 

Inhabits  or  inhabited  the  shore. 

Till  Europe  taught  them  better  than  before, 

Destow'd  her  customs,  and  amended  theirs, 

Dut  hh  her  vices  also  to  their  heirs. 

Away  with  this !  behold  them  as  they  were. 

Do  good  with  nature,  or  with  nature  err. 

«  Huzza !  forOtaheife !»  was  the  cry. 

As  stately  swept  the  gallant  vessel  by. 

The  breeze  springs  up ;  the  lately-flapping  sail 

Extends  its  arch  before  the  growing  gale ; 

In  swifter  ripples  stream  aside  tlie  seas. 

Which  her  bold  bow  flings  off  with  dashing  ease. 

Thus  Argo  plough'd  the  Euxine's  virgin  foam ; 

But  those  she  wafted  still  look'd  back  to  home — 

These  spurn  their  couutry'with  their  rebel  bark. 

And  fly  her  as  tlie  raven  fled  the  ark ; 

And  yet  they  seek  to  nestle  witli  the  dove. 

And  time  their  fiery  spirits  down  to  love. 


CANTO  II. 


I. 

How  {>Ieasant  were  the  songs  of  Toobonai,* 

When  sammer's*sun  went  down  the  coral  bay ! 

Gome,  let  us  to  the  islet's  softest  shade, 

And  hear  the  warbling  birds !  the  damsels  said : 

The  wood-dove  from  the  forest  depth  shall  coo,    ■ 

Like  voices  of  the  gods  from  Bololoo ; 

We  'II  cull  the  flowers  tliat  grow  above  tlie  dead, 

For  these  most  bloom  where  rests  the  warrior's  head ; 

And  we.will  sit  in  twilight's  face,  and  see 

The  sweet  moon  dancing  through  the  tooa  tree. 

The  lofty  accents  of  whose  sigliing  bough 

Shall  sadly  please  us  as  we  lean  below ; 

Or  climb  the  steep,  and  view  the  surf  in  vain 

Wrestle  with  rocky  giants  o'er  thelmatn. 

'The  now  celebrated  bread-fruit,  to  IraospUnt  whUb  (Captain 
Bliob't  eipedition  wa«  uuJvrtakra. 

'  The  iirtt  three  •et-tion*  ere  talien  fr;  m  an  actu*!  lono  of  the  Tonf^a 
lalandcrt,  of  whiih  a  proir  trantlalion  i%  firen  in  MtamiB't  Aeconmt 
of  the  Tomga  hiauda.  Too  bonai  i*  not  boirr*er  oue  of  them ;  but 
watone  or  ihote  where  CbrUiian  and  the  mniineere  took  refuge.  1 
have  altried  and  added,  but  bare  reiaiaedae  much  a*  poetiblt  of  the 
erigiaaJ. 


Which  qmm  in  colamns  back  tlsc  bafikd  ifii|. 
Dow  beanlifol  are  these!  how  happy  they. 
Who,  firom  tlie  toil  and  tamult  of  their  tives, 
Steal  to  look  down  where  nought  bat  occaa  stma: 
Even  he  too  loves  at  times  the  blue  lagooo. 
And  smoothes  his  ruffled  mane  beneath  the  iMa. 


II. 

Tes— from  the  sepulchre  we  *11  gather  flowcn, 
Then  feast  like  spirits  in  their  promised  bowciv 
Then  plunge  and  revci  in  the  rolling  ami, 
Then  lay  our  limbs  along  the  tender  inrf. 
And,  wet  and  shining  horn  the  sportive  toil, 
Anoint  our  bodies  with  the  fragrant  osl. 
And  plait  our  garlands  gather'd  firom  the  gnnv. 
And  wear  the  wreaths  that  sprung  from  oat  tkrk 
Rut  lo!  night  comes,  the  Mooa  wooa  us  bwk. 
The  aowid  of  mats  is  heard  along  onr  tiack; 
Anon  tlie  torchligfai-dance  «hall  fling  its  sbeea 
In  flashing  mazes  o'er  the  Marij'a  graen ; 
And  we  too  will  be  there;   we  t4M>  recal 
The  memory  bright  with  many  a  foMival, 
Ere. Fiji  blew  the  sliell  of  war,  when  foes 
For  the  first  lime  were  wafted  in  canoes. 
Alas!  for  them  the  flower  of  otankiad  bleeds; 
Alas!  for  tliem  onr  fields  are  rank  with  weeds: 
Forgotten  is  the  rapture,  or  unknown. 
Of  wandering  with  the  moon  and  love  alone. 
Rut  be  it  %o:—tkey  taught  us  how  to  wadd 
The  club,  and  rain  our  arrows  o'er  the  field; 
Now  let  them  reap  the  harvest  of  tbeir  art! 

I  Rut  feast  to-night!  to-morrow  we  depart. 

i  Strike  up  the  dance,  tlie  cava  bowl  fill  high. 
Drain  every  drop !— to-morro^  we  may  die. 
Ill  suminec  garments  be  our  lio&bs  array'd; 
Around  our  waist  theTappa's  white  diaplay'd; 
Thick  wreaths  shall  form  our  coional,  like  sprig's. 
And  round  our  necks  shall  glance  the  Booai  siriifi; 
So  shall  their  brighter  hues  coniraat:  the  glow 
Of  the  (tusk  bosoms  that  beat  high  below. 

ni. 

But  now  the  dance  is  o'er — yet  stay  awhile; 

Ah,  pause  !  nor  yet  put  out  the  social  smile. 

To-morrow  for  the  Muoa  we  depart. 

Dut  not  to-night— to-night  is  for  the  heart. 

Again  bestow  the  wreaths  we  gently  woo. 

Ye  young  enchantresaes  of  gay  Licoo ! 

How  lovely  arc  your  forms!  how  every  sense 

Bows  to  your  beaulics,  softea'd,  but  intense. 

Like  to  the  flowers  ou  Nauloco'«  steep, 

Wliicli  fling  their  fragrance  far  athwart  the  deep: 

We  loo  will  see  Ucoo;  but  oh  !  my  heart 

What  do  I  say?  to-morrow  we  depart. 


IV. 
Thus  rose  a  song — the  harmoav  of  times 
Before  the  winds  blew  Europe  o'er  these  dines. 
True,  they  had  vit^cs — such  are  nature's  growth— 
But  only  tJic  barbarian's — we  have  both; 

I  The  sordor  of  civilixalion,  mix'd 

i  Wich  all  iho  savage  which  man's  fall  hath  fix'd. 
Who  hath  not  seen  dissimulation's  reign, 
Thf  pr.iyrrs  of  Abel  link'd  to  deeds  of  Cain  ? 

J  Who  such  would  see,  may  from  his  lattice  view 

j  The  old  world  more  degraded  than  the  new,— 
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Ifow  tirw  no  more,  b.itc  where  Colombia  rears 
j  Twin  giants,  horn  by  freedom  to  her  vpherrs, 
Whcrr  (Ihimhor.izo,  over  air,  earih,  wa»e, 
Glares  witli  his  Titan  eve,  ard  sees  no  slave. 


V. 
Such  was  this  dilly  of  tradition's  days, 
Which  to  the  dead  a  liogeriD);  feme  conveys 
In  song,  n  liere  fume  as  yet  liath  h}ft  no  nign 
Beyond  the  sound,  whose  charm  is  half  divine; 
Which  l('av(M«  no  record  to  tlie  sceptic  eye, 
Uut  yiclils  youug  history  all  to  liarmony; 
A  buy  Aciiilh's  with  tlie  Centaurs  lyre 
In  liand,  to  tcarh  him  to  surpass  hit  sire. 
For  one  l(>nt;-chcrish'd  imllad's  sin»ple  stuve, 
Runi;  from  the  rock,  or  mingled  witli  the  wave. 
Or  from  the  huhblin);  streamlet's  ^ssy  side, 
Or  (plherin>;  mountain  echoes  a^  thry  glide, 
llath  t;rratrr  power  o'er  each  true  heart  and  ear, 
Than  all  the  columns  conquest's  mioioDs  rear ; 
Invites,  when  hifroglyphics  are  a  theme 
For  %d\^t<  laUmrs  or  the  student's  dream; 
Attracts,  vlien  history  s  >olumes  are  a  toil, — 
The  first,  ihf  freshest  bud  of  feeling's  soil. 
Su«'li  was  this  rud<*  rhyme — rhyme  is  of  the  rude— 
But  such  inspired  the  Norseman's  solitude. 
Who  caine  and  couquer'd;  sudi,  wherever  rise 
Lands  wiiich  no  fucs  destroy  or  civilize. 
Exist:  and  what  can  our  accoraplish'd  art 
Of  verse  do  more  than  reach  the  awaken'd  heart? 


VI. 

And  sweetly  now  those  untaught  melodies 

Broke  the  luxurious  ^lence  of  the  skies. 

The  sweet  siirsta  of  a  summer  day. 

The  tropic  afternoon  of  Toobonai, 

When  every  flower  was  bloom,  and  air  was  balm, 

And  the  ljr<t  breath  be|;an  to  stir  the  palm. 

The  first  yet  voiceless  wind  to  urge  the  wave 

All  gently  to  refresh  the  thirsty  cave, 

Where  sale  the  songstress  with  the  stranger  boy, 

Who  tJiiglii  her  passion's  desolatingjoy. 

Too  powerful  over  every  heart,  but  most 

O'er  fhose  who  know  not  how  it  may  be  lost ; 

O'er  lUobC  who.  burning  in  the  new-bom  fire, 

Likemariyrs  revel  in  their  fimeral  pyre, 

With  Mirli  devotion  to  their  ecstasy. 

That  life  knows  no  such  rapture  as  to  die: 

And  die  they  do;  far  earthly  life  has  nought 

Matri/a  with  that  hurst  of  nature  even  In  thought; 

And  all  our  dreams  of  better  life  above 

But  elivie  in  one  eternal  giuh  of  love. 

vn. 

There  sale  the  gentle  savage  of  the  wild. 
In  growth  a  woman,  though  in  years  a  chihl. 
An  childhooil  dates  within  our  colder  clime. 
Where  nought  is  ripen'd  rapidly  save  crime ! 
The  infant  of  an  infant  world,  as  pure 
Trom  nature— lovely,  warm,  and  premature; 
Dusky  like  night,  but  night  with  all  her  sUrs, 
Or  «avem  sparkling  with  its  native  s|iar*; 
With  eyes  that  were  a  language  and  a  spell, 
A  form  like  Aphrodite's  in  her  shell; 
With  all  licr  loves  around  her  on  the  deep, 
Voluptuous  as  tlic  lirst  approach  of  sleep; 


Yet  full  of  life— for  through  her  tropic  check 

The  blush  would  make  its  way.  and  all  but  speak; 

The  sun-horn  blood  diffused  her  neck,  and  threw 

Ocr  her  clear  nut-brown  skin  a  lucid  hue, 

Like  coral  reddening  through  the  darken'd  wave. 

Which  draws  the  diver  to  the  crimson  cave. 

Such  was  this  daughter  of  the  Southern  Seas, 

Herself  a  billow  in  her  energies. 

To  bear  the  bark  of  others'  happiness. 

Nor  feel  a  sorrow  till  tlieir  joy  grew  less: 

Her  wild  and  warm,  yet  faithhil  bosom  knew 

No  joy  like  what  it  gave;  her  hopes  ne'er  drew 

Aught  from  expi'rience,  that  chill  touchstone,  whose 

Sad  proof  rednee>  all  things  from  tlieir  hues : 

She  fear'd  no  ill,  because  slic  knew  it  not, 

Or  what  she  knew  was  soon — too  soon  forgot: 

Her  smilts  and  tear*  had  p^issd,  as  light  winds  pass 

O'er  bkes.  to  rufllc,  not  destroy,  their  glass. 

Whose  depths  unsearch'd,  and  fountains  from  the  hill, 

Restore  their  surface,  in  itself  so  still, 

I'mil  the  earthquake  tear  the  Naiad's  cave, 

lliK)t  up  the  spiing,  and  trample  on  the  wave. 

And  eru-ih  the  living  waters  to  a  mass. 

The  amphibious  desert  of  the  dank  morass! 

And  must  their  fate  be  hers!     The  eternal  change 

But  grasps  humanity  with  quicker  range; 

And  they  who  fall,  but  fall  as  worlds  will  fJl, 

To  ris<'.  if  just,  a  spirit  o'er  them  all. 


MM. 

And'  who  i»  he  r  ilie  blue-eyed  northern  chihl 

Of  InIcs  more  known  to  man,  hot  scarce  lest  wild ; 

The  fair-liair'd  offspring  of  the  Ilebiides, 

Where  roars  tlie  Pentland  with  iu  whirling  seas; 

Kock'd  in  his  cradle  by  the  roaring  wind. 

The  tcmp<'st-born  in  body  and  in  mind. 

His  young  eyes  opening  on  the  ocean  foam. 

Had  from  that  moment  deem'd  the  deep  his  home, 

The  giant  comrade  of  his  pensive  moods. 

The  sharer  of  his  craggy  solitudes, 

The  only  Mentor  of  his  youth,  whcreer 

His  bark  was  home,  the  sport  of  wave  and  air^ 

A  lan'less  thing,  who  placed  his  choice  in  chance. 

Nursed  by  the  legends  of  his  land's  romance ; 

Eager  to  hop*',  but  not  less  firm  "to  bear. 

Acquainted  with  all  feelings  save  despair. 
Placed  in  the  Arab's  cHmc,  he  would  have  been 
As  boM  a  rover  as  lhe«sands  have  seen. 

And  bnived  their  thirst  with  as  enduring  lip 

\s  Ishinael  wafted  on  his  desert-ship ; ' 

1  ixd  upon  Chili's  shore,  a  proud  Cacique; 

(hi  IlelUs'  mountains,  a  rebellious  Greek; 

Horn  in  a  tent,  perhaps  a  Tamerlane ;  ^ 

Bred  to  a  throne,  pcrJiaps  unfit  to  reign. 

For  the  s,imc  soul  that  rends  its  path  to  sway. 

If  rrard  to  such  can  find  no  further  prey 

Beyond  itself,  and  must  retrace  its  way." 

Plunging  for  ple.isure  into  pain ;  the  same 

.spirit  which  made  a  Nero,  Rome's  worst  shame. 

•  Tlir  .  tliir  of  lilt  dwert.  m  ih*  orifBuI  .lipiro  for  ib«  ramcl  or 
■!  omrH.rr.  »d  ibcj  dnnwu  iIm  mritplwi  well  j  lh#  (mtmv  for  hii 
■iiJaidiicr.  lb"  l»«'r  for  hi*  »»ifi«r»«. 

«  .  f.u«-fin<».  *tiem  fru,ialiiy  co«U  rS*r«i. 

ItaH  wrtlcJ  nirmpt  in  hii  9ibi«c  f«n».«— P«ri. 
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As,  for  divided  from  liU  parenC  deep. 
The  sen-bom  infonC  cries^  and  vill  not  deep. 
Raising  bis  little  plaint  in  vain,  to  rave 
For  the  broad  bosom  of  his  nursing  wave: 
The  wooils  druop'd  darkly,  as  inclined  to  rest, 
The  tropic-binl  whccl'd  rock-ward  to  his  ne«t. 
And  the  b^e  sky  spread  round  tliem  like  a  lake 
Of  ])cacG,  vhcre  piety  her  thirst  might  slake. 

xvni- 

Rut  through  the  palm  and  plantain,  hark,  a  voice  I 

Not  such  as  would  have  been  a  lover's  choice 

In  such  an  hour  to  break  the  air  so  &till ! 

No  dying  niglit*brecze,  harping  o'er  the  hill. 

Striking  the  strings  of  nnturc,  rock  and  tree, 

Those  best  nnd  rarhest  lyres  of  harmony. 

With  echo  fbr  their  chorus;  nor  the  alarm 

Of  the  loud  vur>whoop  to  dispel  the  charm; 

Nor  the  Koltloquy  of  the  hermit  owl, 

Kxhaling  all  his  solitary  soul. 

The  dim  though  large-eyed  winged  anchorite, 

Who  pcalft  liis  dreary  paean  o'er  the  night ; — 

Hut  a  loud,  long,  and  na\al  whistle,  shrill 

As  ever  startled  through  a  sea-bird's  bill; 

And  then  a  pause,  an<l  then  a  hoarse  « Ilillo ! 

Torquil!  my  boy!  wliat  cheer.'  IIo, brother,  ho  !» 

u  Wlio  hails  7w  cried  Torquil,  fnllowing  with  his  eye 

The  sound,     u  Here 's  one !»  was  all  the  brief  reply. 

XIX, 

Rut  here  the  herald  of  the  self-same  mouth 

Came  breathing  o'er  the  aromatic  south. 

Not  like  a  »  bed  of  violets»  on  the  gale, 

Rut  such  »s  wafts  it<,  cloud  o'er  grog  or  ale, 

ik>rn  from  a  short  frnil  pipe,  which  yet  had  blown 

Its  gentle  odours  over  either  zone, 

And,  pufTd  where'er  ii^jnds  rise  or  waters  roll, 

Had  wafted  smoke  from  Portsmouth  to  the  Pole, 

Opposed  its  vapour  as  the  lightning  tlash'd. 

And  reek'd,  'midst  mountain  billows  unubash'd, 

To  .-Eolus  a  constant  sacrifice. 

Through  every  change  of  all  the  varying  skies. 

And  what  w.is  he  who  bore  it  ? — I  may  err, 

Rut  deem  him  sailor  or  philosopher.' 

Sublime  tobacco!  which  from  east  to  west 

(Ulcers  the  tar's  labour  or  the  Turkman's  rest ; 

Which  on  the  Moslem's  ottoman  divides 

liis  hours,  and  rivals  opium  and  his  brides; 

Magnilicent  in  Stamboul,  but  less  grand. 

Though  not  less  loved,  in  Wappiiig  or  the  Strand; 

Divine  in  hookas,  glorious  in  n  pipe, 

When  tipp'd  with  amber,  yellow,  rich,  and  ripe  ,- 

Like  otlier  cliarmers,  wooing  the  caress 

.More  daizlingly  when  daring  in  fidl  dress; 

Vet  thy  true  lovers  more  admire  by  far 

Thy  naked  beauties— Give  me  a  cigar ! 

XX. 

Tiirough  the  approaching  darkness  of  the  wood 

A  human  figure  broke  the  solitude, 

Kantastically,  it  may  be,  array'd, 

A  seaman  iu  a  savage  masquuraJc ; 

Such  as  appears  to  rise  from  out  the  deep. 

When  o'er  the  Line  the  merry  vessels  sweep, 

*  IloMtM,  the  fillirr  of  LtKle'i  <uii  nihrr  |iliilo4r<]ihi,  wa*  an  inve- 
u-iatfl  (SBuker.  — rrra  lo  |>ipn  bc\i<nrf  coin|iuuiioii. 
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And  the  rough  Saturnalia  of  the  far 
Flock  o'er  the  deck,  in  Neptune's  borrow'd  or;' 
And,  pleased,  the  god  of  ocean  «ers  bk  Mine 
Revive  once  more,  thou(*h  but  ia  mimic  pm 
Of  his  true  sons,  who  riot  in  a  breete 
Undreamt  of  in  his  native  Cvclades. 
Still  the  old  god  delights,  from  out  the  maio. 
To  snatch  some  glimpMS  of  liis  anrieat  rti^n. 
Our  sailor's  jacke^  thou(^b  in  nf^ged  trim. 
His  constant  pipe,  which  never  yet  bum'd  din. 
His  foremast  air,  and  somewliai  rolling  gaii, 
Uke  his  dear  vessel,  spoke  hi«  former  state; 
Rut  then  a  sort  of  kerchief  round  his  head. 
Not  over  tightly  bound,  or  nicely  spread; 
And,  stead  of  trowsers  (ah  !  too  early  torn' 
For  even  the  mildest  woodA  will  li.ive  their  tbon^ 
Acurions  sort  of  somewhat  scanty  mat 
Now  served  fbr  inexpresMbles  and  hat; 
His  naked  feet  and  neck,  and  sunburnt  fare; 
Penrhance  might  suit  alike  with  either  nee. 
His  arms  were  all  his  own,  onr  Europe**  grovtli, 
Which  two  worlds  bless  for  civilising  hnth; 
The  musket  svt  ung  behind  liis  xhouldrrs,  brosJ 
And  somewhat  sloop'd  hy  bis  marine  abode. 
Rut  brawny  as  the  lloar  s ;  and,  hnng  beoeiib, 
His  cutlass  droop'd,  unconscious  of  a  sheath. 
Or  lost  or  worn  away;  his  pistols  were 
Link'd  t»  his  belt,  a  matrimonial  pair-> 
(Let  not  this  metaphor  appear  a  scoff. 
Though  one  miss'd  fire,  the  other  would  go  aff; 
These,  with  a  bayonet,  not  so  free  from  nirt 
As  when  the  arm-cfaesl  held  its  brighter  iraM. 
Completed  his  accoutrements,  as  niglit 
Suncy'd  him  in  his  garb  lictectwlitc. 

XXf. 

«  What  cheer,  Ren  DuniinQ?*  cried  (when  in  ful  vn 

Our  new  acquaintance}  Torquil ;  «  Aught  of 

«  Ey,  ey,i»  quoth  Ren,  «  not  new,  but  news 

A  strange  sail  in  the  offing.* — «  Sail!  and  hoa* 

What!  could  you  make  her  out?    It  cannot  be . 

I  've  seen  no  rag  of  canvas  on  llie  sea.* 

V  Relike,M  said  Ren,  «  you  might  not  from  the  biy. 

Rut  from  the  bluff-head,  where  I  watch'd  to-day, 

I  saw  her  in  the  doldrums ;   for  the  wind 

Was  light  and  baflling.n — «  When  the  sun  decliaeil 

Where  lay  she?  had  slie  anchor  d?» — «Xo.  batdft     \ 

She  bore  down  on  us,  till  tlie  wind  grew  still.* 

«  Her  fl.ig?n— « I  liad  no  glass  ;  but,  fore  and  ah. 

Ggiid,  she  seem'd  a  wicked-looking  craft.* 

a  .\rm'd?»» — «  I  expect  so; — sent  on  the  look-oat:— 

T  is  time,  belike,  to  put  our  helm  about.* 

«  About? — AVhate'er  may  h.ivc  us  now  in  chxse. 

We  'II  make  no  running  light,  for  that  wen*  bi». 

Wc  will  die  at  our  quarters,  like  true  men.* 

«  Ky,  ey :  for  that,  't  is  all  the  same  to  Rcn.» 

«  Does  Christian  know  this?* — «Ay;  he  's  pipnl  ' 

hands 
To  quarters.    They  are  furbishing  the  stands 
Of  arms ;  and  wc  have  got  some  gimx  to  bear. 
And  scalcil  them.  Yoaare  wanted.* — m  That 's  batttt' 
And  if  it  were  not,  mine  is  not  the  soul 
To  leave  my  comrades  helpless  on  the  shoal. 


In-cii  to  oftto  anil  »■>  well  "le^tiihed,  i'i«t  t|  ■,«-pJ  at-l  S*  a— r:  t'.-'-'' 
InilrJ  to.  I 
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!  all!  and  must  my  fiite|ninii« 

mo,  but  oQo  so  xweet  and  true  I 

(K-'rr  betide,  ah !  Nculia,  now 

■  not;  the  hour  will  not  allow 

111  rliiiio,  w}ut«ver  iutcrvcors!* 

juotli  bru,  M  iliat  will  do  for  the  mariac«.»  * 


CANTO  III. 


I. 

vas  o>r;  the  flnshiaj;  throu(|;1i  tlte  (jloom, 
(.■s  rhr  cannon  ns  he  winjs  a  tomb, 
;  and  sulphury  vjpours  upwanl  driven 
e  earth,  and  hut  polluted  heaven : 
J  ro.ir  xkliirh  runjj  in  every  volley 
r  \allrys  to  thiir  melancholy; 
ley  ithriek  d  their  horror,  boom  for  boom ; 
«a>i  done,  the  \an(|ni!iird  had  their  doom  ; 
■cr>  v,vr*'  iru^hM,  dispersed  or  ta'eo, 
d«>em  the  happiest  Mcrc  the  sbin. 
•>e.>p<»d.  and  tliesc  were  hunted  o"er 
y  loved  beyond  tlurir  uati\e  sliore. 
home  was  theirs,  it  seemM,  on  earth, 
ades  to  that  which  (;.ivc  them  birth; 
r  wild  beasts,  like  them  they  spughc  tbe  wild, 
iher's  boKiin  flies  the  child; 
solves  and  lions  seek  llieir  den, 
ore  mainly  men  escape  from  men. 

II. 

nek  whose  jnttinj;  ba.tc  protrudes 

can  in  his  lierccst  moods, 

n\;  his  enormous  era);,  the  wave 

^n  lifMilloni;  like  the  foreoiost  brave,- 

tck  on  the  foaminf;  rrowd  behind, 

I  Iieneath  the  banners  of  the  wind, 

n>si,  a  little  remnant  drew 

lee<lini;.  thirsty,  faint,  and  few; 

if  wcipous  iu  their  hands,  and  «till 

tiling;  of  the  pride  of  former  will, 

all  unused  to  meditate, 

nuch  more  than  wonder  at  their  fiate. 

lit  lot  uas  what  they  had  foreseen, 

d  >»hat  wak  likely  to  liave  been; 

liii(;eriii(;  hope,  which  detm'd  their  lot 

d,  hut  un^ought-for  or  fbrgoC, 

lint,  if  sonQht,  their  distant  c.iveH 

«>  iiiiWd  amidst  that  world  of  wavcH, 

(htir  thon(;litA  iu  part  from  what  tlieysaw 
III*  \eni;eauce  of  their  roimtry'K  law. 
iTii  :sl«',  thfir  (juili-won  |>aradi5ie. 
aild  shield  their  virtue  or  their  vice: 

feeliii|;s,  if  NUth  Were,  were  thrown 
•niS4'hes, —  (heir  sius  rcmain'd  alone, 
^ven  in  (heir  second  country,  tliey 
iu  vain  the  world  iM^fure  them  lay; 
A-'ciii'il  -iei-ured.     Their  new  allies 
and  bird  in  mutual  iMri lice; 
rail  d  llie  rlub  and  spear  and  arm 
,  against  the  !>ulphury  charm, 

I  Ju  fur  ib«  Ruiiar4.  liui  tka  Milort  wea'l  b«licrt  il,» 
If;.  anJ  on*  nf  ihe  fr»  frigmcaU  of  former  JMluUtict 
il<«  (ia  jeit  only)  ket«era  ihri*  |{«lliai  Mrrfiiw. 


The  ma^ic  of  the  thnnder,  whieh  dettroy'd 
The  warrior  ere  hi^  strength  eoald  be  employ'd  ? 
Dup,  like  a  spreading  pestilence  the  grave 
No  le*«  of  human  bravery  than  the  brave!  • 
Their  own  scant  nutebers  acted  all  .the  few 
Against  the  many  oft  will  dare  and  do; 
But  though  the  choice  seems  native  to  die  free. 
Even  ( Greece  can  boast  but  one  Thermopyhe, 
Till  now,  when  she  ha<  forgeil  her  broken  cliain 
Back  to  a  sword,  and  diet  and  lives  again! 

III. 

Bewde  the  jutting  rock  the  few  appear'd. 

Like  the  last  remnant  of  the  red-deer's  {|erd; 

Their  eyes  were  frveri«ih,  and  their  aspeet  worn, 

Rut  still  the  hunter's  blooil  was  on  their  horn. 

A  little  stream  came  tumbling  from  tbe  heiglit. 

And  straggling  into  ocean  as  it  might, 

Its  bounding  crystal  froliek'd  in  the  ray. 

And  gnsh'd  from  cleft  to  crag  with  tailless  ftpmy; 

Clo>e  on  ihe  wild  wide  ocean,  yet  as  pu«» 

And  fnsh  as  innocence,  and  more  secure, 

Its  siUer  torrent  glitter  d  o'er  the  deep. 

As  the  shy  chnmoiV  eye  overlooks  the  sleep, 

While  Car  below  the  vast  and  sullen  swell 

Of  oceans  Alpine  azure  rose  and  fell. 

To  tliis  young  spriMtthey  nish'd,— nil  feelings  first 

Absorbed  in  passion's  and  ia  nature's  thirst, — 

Drank  as  they  do  who  drink  their  last,  and  threw 

Tlieir  arms  a^ide  to  revel  in  its  dew  ; 

Cool'd  (heir  scorch'd  throats,  and  wasli'd  the  gory  stains 

From  wrounds  whose  only  bandage  might  be  chains; 

Then,  when  their  drought  was  queoch'd,  look'd  sadly 

rooiid. 
As  wondering  how  so  many  still  were  found   * 
Alive  and  fetterless :— hut  lilent  all, 
Each  sought  his  fellow's  eyes,  as  if  to  eall 
On  lihi  for  language  which  his  lipa  denied. 
As  though  their  voices  with  their  cause  liad  died. 

IV. 

Stern,  and  aloof  a  little  from  the  rest. 
Stood  Christian,  with  his  arms  across  his  chest. 
Hie  ruddy,  reckless,  dauntless  hue,  once  spread 
Along  his  cheek,  w.is  livid  now  as  lead; 
His  light-brown  locks,  so  graceful  in  their  How, 
Now  rose  lik(>  startle<l  vipers  o'er  his  brow. 
Still  as  a  sUtue,  with  his  lips  eompress'd 
To  stifle  even  the  breath  within  his  breast, 
Fast  by  the  rock,  all  mmaeiDg  but  mute, 
lie  stood ;  and.  save  a  slight  beat  of  his  ft>ot. 
Which  deepen'd  now  and  then  the  sandy  dint 
Beneath  his  heel,  his  form  seem'd  turn'd  to  flint. 
Some  paces  further  Torquil  lean'd  his  head 
Against  a  l»ank,  and  spoke  not,  but  he  bletl,— 
Not  mortally — his  worst  wound  was  wiiliiii  : 
His  brow  was  pale,  his  blue  eyes  sunken  in, 
And  blood-drops,  sprinkled  o'er  his  yellow  hair 
Show'd  that  his  ^liutness  came  not  from  despair. 
Out  nature's  ebb.     Beside  him  was  another. 
Rough  as  a  liear,  hut  willing  as  a  brotiier, — 

'  Arili-«i4mua.  King  of  Sp«ria,  »mi  ••■  of  A:;nibaa.  mhn  Im  «w  « 
io«thin«  iai«a(eJ  fur  ibe  ia*tiag  of  aloBM  *mi  J«rtt,  MctuBaii  il^l 
it  «<•  ibr  ■  |;r«ve  uf  raiour.*  The  MOie  ttnry  h«a  httm  loU  af  ••«« 
Lnigbu  uB  the  tir»i  appli(«(i.>a  of  (un|>o*Jri  .  Imi  ib«  •rifisal  «atr- 
dole  U  ia  PluUrcli. 
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Did  Neuha  with  the  mermaids  comb  her  hair, 
Flowing  o'er  ocean  at  it  stream'd  in  air  ? 
Or  had  they  perifth'd,  and  in  silence  slept 
Beneath  the  gulf  wherein  they  boldly  lenp'd? 

VI. 
Young  Nenha  plunged  into  the  deep,  and  he 
FoUow'd :  her  track  beneath  her  native  sea 
Was  as  a  native's  of  the  element. 
So  smoothly,  bravely,  brilliantly  she  went, 
Leaving  a  streak  of  light  behind  her  heel. 
Which  struck  and  flash'd  like  an  amphibious  steel. 
Closely,  and  less  expert  to  truce 
The  depths  where  divers  hold  the  pearl  in  chase, 
Torquil,  the  nursling  of  the  northern  seas. 
Pursued  her  liquid  steps  with  art  and  ease. 
Deep — deeper  for  an  instant  Neuha  led 
The  way — then  upward  soar'd — and,  as  she  spread 
Her  arras,  and  flung  the  foam  from  off  her  locks, 
Laugh'd,  and  the  sound  was  answer'd  by  the  rocks. 
They  had  gain'd  a  central  realm  of  earth  again. 
But  look'd  for  tree,  and  field,  and  sky,  in  vain. 
Around  slie  pointed  to  a  spacious  cave. 
Whose  only  portal  was  the  keyless  wave* 
(A  hollow  archway  by  the  sun  unseen,  , 

Save  tlirough  the  billows  glassy  veil  of  green. 
In  some  transparent  ocean  holiday,      ' 
When  all  the  finny  people  arv  at  play), 
Wiped  with  her  hair  the  brine  from  Torquil's  eyes. 
And  claf^'d  her  haoda  with  joy  at  his  surprise ; 
Led  him  to  where  the  rock  appear'd  to  jut 
And  form  a  something  like  a  Triton's  hut ,  , 

For  all  was  darkness  for  a  space,  till  day  b 

Through  clefts  above  let  in  a  sober'd  ray ; 
As  in  some  old  cathedral's  glimmering  aisle 
The  dusty  monuments  from  light  recoil. 
Thus  sadly  in  their  refuge  submarinr 
The  vault  drew  Iwlf  her  shadow  from  the  scene. 

VII. 
Forth  from  her  bosom  the  young  savage  drew 
A  pine  torch,  strongly  girded  with  gnatoo ; 
A  plantain  leaf  o'er  all,  the  more  to  keep 
lis  latent  sparkle  from  the  sapping  deep. 
This  mantle  kept  it  dry;  then  from  a  nook 
Of  the  same  plantain  leaf,  a  flint  she  took, 
A  few  shrunk  wither'd  twigs,  and  from  the  bhide 
Of  Torquil's  knifo  struck  fire,  and  thus  array  d 
The  grot  with  torchlight.     Wide  it  was  and  high, 
And  show'd  a  self-bom  Gothic  canopy ; 
The  arch  uprear'd  by  nature's  architect. 
The  architrave  some  earthquake  might  erect; 
The  butlre»i  from  some  mountain's  bosom  hurl'd. 
When  ihe  poles  crash'd  and  water  was  the  worlds 
Or  harden'd  from  some  earth-absorbing  fire 
While  yet  the  globe  reek'd  from  its  funeral  pyre ; 
The  fretted  pinnacle,  the  aisle,  the  nave,' 
Were  there,  all  tcoop'd  by-darkness  fron  her  cave. 

*  Of  (bi*  car*  (wbicb  it  ao  fieiiuq)  tk«  ori^nai  will  b«  found  is 
lb*  9ih  cbapier  of  MAiivtk'*  Acconml  of  the  Tonya  blamdt.  I  bara 
tahcu  ibe  poaliral  lib«ny  to  iraaaplanc  it  10  Tciobenai,  the  fait 
ialaad  wlwrc  aoy  diatiacl  bCiOURl  ia  left  of  Chr>tti«a  and  bia  con- 
radea. 

*  Thu  ma)  aaem  loo  miouie  for  ilic  gan«ral  outline  (ia  MAiiaia'a 
AceoiuU')  froBi  wbii-b  ii  i«  Uk«n.  But  few  men  bava  irArellrd  vilboul 
t««in|f  •oinelUin"  of  ihe  bind — on  hmd,  that  it.  Wiihoui  adverting 
to  Eloia,  in  Maasn    Paaa*«  laal  journal  (if  ay  laamory  do  ■«(  err. 


There,  with  a  little  tinge  c»f  pbaolasy. 
Fantastic  fiices  moped  and  mow'd  oa  high. 
And  then  a  mitre  or  a  sJirioe  would  fis 
The  eye  upon  its  seemiof;  crucifix. 
Thus  nature  play'd  with  tlKp^Calaccitea. 
And  built  herself  a  cliapcJ  or  the  acaft. 

VIII. 

And  Ncuha  took  her  Torquil  by  tbe  liand. 
And  waved  along  ike  Taulfr  her  kindled  brand. 
And  led  him  into  each  reccM,  and  sliow'd 
The  secret  places  of  their  oew  ahode. 
Nor  these  alone,  fur  all  had  been  prepared 
Before,  to  soothe  llie  lover's  lot  she  shaced; 
The  mat  for  rest:  for  dress  the  fresh  gnatoo. 
And  saiidai-oil  to  fence  against  the  dew  ; 
For  food  the  cocoa-nut.  the  yam,  the  bread 
Bom  of  the  fruit ;  for  board  the  pIknUiD  spend 
With  its  broad  leaf,  or  turtle-shell  which  bore 
A  banquet  in  die  flesh  it  cover* d  o'er  ; 
The  gourd  with  water  recent  from  the  rill, 
The  ripe  banana  from  the  mellow  hill: 
A  pine-torch  pile  to  keep  undying  light. 
And  she  herself,  as  beautiful  as  ni^t. 
To  fling  her  shadowy  spirit  o'er  the  scene. 
And  make  th^ir  subterranean  world  serene. 
She  had  foreseen,  since  first  the  stranger's  sail 
Drew  to  their  isle,  that  force  or  flight  mighl  fiil. 
And  fornt'd  a  refuge  of  the  rocky  den 
For  Torquil's  safety  from  his  ccKuitryaicn. 
Each  dawn  had  wafted  tliere  lier  light  canoe. 
Laden  with  all  the  golden  fruits  that  grew ; 
Each  eve  had  seen  her  gliding  through  the  lioar 
With  all  could  cheer  or  deck,  their  sparry  bowcf: 
And  now  she  spread  her  little  store  with  smtks. 
The  happiest  daughter  of  the  loving  isles. 

IX. 

She,  as  he  gazed  with  grateful  wonder,  pmKd 
Her  sholtor'd  love  to  her  impasaion'd  hrrast . 
And.  suited  to  her  soft  caresses,  told 
Au  cidrn  tale  of  love, — for  love  is  old. 
Old  iis  rtornity,  but  nut  outworn 
With  each  uoyi  In^ng  born  or  to  he  horn  :* 
How  a  youn(;  Cliief,  a  thousand  moons  ago. 
Diving  for  turtle  in  the  depths  below. 
Had  risoii,  iu  tracking  fast  his  ocean  prey. 
Into  the  cave  which  round  and  oVr  them  lav. 
How,  in  some  desperate  feud  of  after  time. 
He  sheltrr'd  there  a  daughter  of  tlie  clime, 
A  foe  l>eloved,  and  offspring  of  a  foe. 
Saved  by  his  tribe  but  for  a  captive's  woe; 
How,  when  tlie  storm  of  war  was  still,  lie  led 
His  island  clan  to  where  the  waters  spread 
Tlictr  lUrp  green  sliadow  o'er  the  rocky  door. 
Then  dived — it  scem'd  as  if  to  rise  nu  niore: 
His  wondering  mates,  amazed  within  their  bark, 
Or  dcem'd  him  nud,  or  prey  to  the  blue  sharks 

for  iharo  are  ci^bt  yearm  aincv  1  rr«4  tkc  b«ok)  kc  laaatioM  h 
mat  with  a  rtuL  or  mououia  a«>  etjctly  raaeoibiiag  a  Geibir  oib 
iLat  oalj  miiiiittf  intpc<iio«  realJ  eoaviocr  hun  ikal  it  «>ia* 
Udlure. 

'  The  reader  « ill  rccollort  iko  epi|>r«aa  of  ikc  Gv«c4  AnibAb 
iu  irantljtiaa  tn(o  asoat  of  (be  no^eni  Jaaga«c*«    -^ 

•  Wboa'er  ihaa  art.  iliy  tmmttmr 
He  was.    or  ia,  or  ia  i«  bc.> 
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d  miind  111  sorrow  the  wa-yirdetl  rock, 

p;ia<uT(l  upon  tlioir  paddles  from  the  tihock, 

I.  frrsh  and  Hprin^'ing  from  the  deep,  cbey 

Kh-»^  riH'— ^  jh^cm'd  they  in  tbeir  «we; 

heir  roinpaiiion,  (jlorioiK  by  her  side, 

1  and  exui(in(;  in  his  mermai<i  bride: 

low,  ^hcn  uiidiM'rivQil,  the  pair  they  bore, 

Muindin;]  conchs  and  joyou«  «;houts  to  shore ; 

ihry  had  );ladly  li«rd  and  calmly  died, 

vhy  not  aiM>  Tnrquil  and  his  bride  ? 

line  to  tell  the  rapturotM  caress 

li  follow'd  wilflly  in  that  wihl  reces.< 

.ill* :  rnnii|;h  that  all  within  tint  ca\e 

(ivc,  though  buried  slronf;  a^  in  the  (jrave 

I*  Alx'lard,  thnui(;h  twenty  years  of  death. 

Kloi-ui's  form  wns  lowcr'd  i>eueath 
nuptiil  \.(ult.  his  arms  oulstretch'd,  and  press'd 
iidliii;;  aslirn  |o  hi^  kindled  breast.' 
avcs  withuui  n.iii^  round  tlirir  couch,  tlieir  roar 
irh  unheeded  as  if  lifp  were  o'er; 
1.  ihrir  hearts  made  all  their  harmonr, 

brokrn  murmur  and  more  broken  sigh. 

X. 

ley.  the  c.iu^e  and  sharers  of  the  shock 
1  li-fc  thrni  exiles  of  the  hollow  rock, 
were  thry!     O'er  the  &ra  fur  life  they  plied, 
k  from  heaven  the  shclttT  iiien  denied. 
if  coursi'  had  been  their  choice — but  where  7 
i\v  which  bore  them  still,  their  foe*  would  bear, 
li<»itppoinie«I  of  their  former  chase, 
I  li  of  Clirisiiaii  now  n-newM  their  race. 
Midi  aiiijcr.  their  sirouu  arms  m.ide  way, 
iltures  hafded  of  lliL'ir  previous  prey, 
ain  d  upon  (liein,  all  wh(is<>  safety  lay 
e  bleak  era;;  or  deeply-hidden  bay; 
lliei  eliaiiee  or  ( hoire  remaiu'il ;  and  right 
r  lirvt  furilirr  rock  which  met  their  sight 
teerd,  lo  take  ihcir  latest  %ii'w  of  land, 
•■Id  as  victims,  or  die  stkord  in  luind  ; 
^t\  ihc  ii.iti\csaiid  their  •shallop,  who 
still  line  battled  fur  that  »canty  crew  ; 
MNliaii  bide  them  seek  their  khore  again, 
1  .1  sii  rii'i(i>  wliirli  were  in  %aiu  ; 
■It  Were  simple  bow  and  savage  speur 
.  (lie  arms  which  must  Ih>  wielded  heref 

XI. 

nded  on  a  wild  but  narrow  scene, 

few  but  nature  s  footsteps  yet  liad  been ; 

ii  ilwir  ariuii,  mu\  «ith  that  gbtoniy  eye, 

lid  siistain'il,  of  inan'.s  extremity, 

lopi-  is  gone,  nor  glory's  self  remains 

T  resistance  ng.rinst  death  or  chains,— 

imhI,  the  tlin'e,  .is  the  tlirec  buiitln-d  stood 

-ed  Thermopvhe  with  holy  bloo<t. 

!  how  different!  't  is  the  c/inie  makes  all, 

■h  or  hallows  courage  in  its  fall. 

m  no  fame,  etrrnal  and  intense, 

lirough  the  clouds  of  death  and  lieckon'd  hence; 

'ful  eoiintrv,  smiliii;;  through  her  teai>, 

he  pniises  of  a  thousaml  vearn; 

Ill's  eye«  >»oiild  on  their  tomb  be  bent, 

>es  eiixy  them  their  monument; 

ri-iii°iiii    it   iiuilirl   10  l>i<    <li-r>    ofliciM,  iImI  •lira  h^r 

! ri  i    iiiio  ill.-  CI  •*•"  of  A1<'lai<1  {*h*  \\»i  k«<>a  buiifil 

|t«^  III'  i>|)rn'il  III*  Mtia*  (•>  rat  i-it  i*  lii  i 


However  boldly  their  warm  blood  was  spill. 
Their  life  was  shame,  their  epitaph  was  guilL 
And  this  they  knew  and  Ml,  at  least  Ihr  ooe, 
The  leader  of  the  band  he  had  undone  ; 
Who,  l>om  perchance  for  l»eiier  things,  had  set 
His  life  upon  a.cast  which  linger'd  yet  : 
Hut  now  the  die  was  to  be  thrown,  and  all 
The  chances  were  in  favour  of  his  fidi : 
And  such  a  fall !     But  still  he  faced  the  sliock, 
Obtluraie  as  a  portion  of  the  rock 
Whereon  he  stood,  and  tix'd  his  levell'd  gun, 
Dark  as  a  sullen  cloud  before  the  siun. 

XII. 
The  boat  drew  nigh,  well  arm'd,  and  fimi  the  crew 
To  act  whate\er  duty  liade  tliem  do; 
(lareless  of  danger,  as  the  onwanl  wind 
Is  of  the  leases  it  strews,  nor  looks  behind  : 
And  yet  periiap^  they  ratlurr  wish'd  to  go 
Against  a  nation's  than  a  native  foe, 
.\nd  felt  tliat  this  poor  victim  of  self-will, 
^iloa  no  more,  had  once  beea  Britain  t  still. 
^Key  hail'd  him  to  «urn'ndcr — no  reply; 
Their  arms  were  poised,  ami  glicter'd  in  the  sky. 
They  Inild  ajjain — no  answer;  yet  once  more 
They  offer  d  (piarter  louder  than  before, 
riie  i>ch(H's  only,  from  the  rock's  rebound, 
Tiwk  their  last  farewell  of  the  dying  souiid. 
Then  tiash'd  the  flint,  ami  blaied  the  volleying  flame. 
And  the  smoke  rose  between  them  and  their  aim, 
While  the  rocks  rattietl  with  the  bullets'  knell, 
\^  hich  peal'tl  in  vain,  and  tlalteu'd  as  they  fell ; 
Tlicil  flew  the  only  answer  to  be  given 
By  those  who  had  lost  all  hope  in  earth  or  heaven. 
.\fler  the  first  6erce  peal,  as  they  pull'd  nigher. 
They  heani  the  voice  of  Cliristian  shout,  «  Now  fire!» 
And,  ere  the  word  upon  the  eclio  died, 
Ttio  ffll ;  the  rest  assail'd  the  rock's  rough  tide, 
And,  furioiik  at  the  madnett  of  their  foes. 
Disdain'd  all  further  efforts,  sa«e  to  close. 
Bui  steep  the  crag,  and  all  tiilhout  a  path, 
Kach  step  op|H>sed  a  bastion  to  their  wratli ; 
While  [laced  'midst clefts  the  least  accessible. 
Which  Christian's  eye  was  irain'ffto  mark  full  well. 
The  i^ree  maintain  d  a  strife  whickmust  not  yield. 
In  s|>ot!%  where  eagles  might  lia^e  chosen  to  buikl. 
Tlieir  e\ery  shot  told  :  while  the  assailaat  fell, 
Dash'd  oil  the  shingles  like  tlie  limpid  shell; 
But  still  enough  sunri\ed,  and  mounted  still. 
Scattering  their  numbers  here  and  there,  until 
Surrounde<l  and  commanded,  though  not  oigh 
Fliiough  for  s<'iziire,  near  enough  to  die, 
The  desperate  trio  hehl  aloof  their  fate 
But  by  a  thrend,  like  sliarks  who  have  gorged  the  bait ; 
Yet  to  the  \ery  last  they  battled  well, 
.\nd  not  a  groan  iuform'd  their  fo(>s  who  fell. 
Christian  died  last— twice  wounded  ;  and  once  more 
Mercy  was  offer'd  when  they  .saw  bis  gore ; 
Too  late  for  life,  but  not  lo<i  late  to  die. 
With  though  a  hostile  hand  to  cIom'  his  eye. 
A  limb  was  broken,  and  hedroop'd  along 
Ttie  crag,  as  ilotli  a  falcon  reft  of  young. 
The  sound  re\i\etl  him,  or  appear'd  to  wake 
Some  pa»sion  which  a  weakly  gesture  spake  ; 
lie  bcckon'd  to  the  foremost  nho  drew  nigh, 
But,  as  they  iieard,  he  reaid  his  wea|>oii  high— 
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HU  iMt  ball  had  been  aim'd,  but  from  hit  breast 

He  tore  the  topmoat  button  of  hit  Yett,* 

Down  tlie  tube  dash'd  it,  leveU'd,  fired,  and  tmiled 

As  his  foe  fell ;  ibnn,  like  a  serpent,  coil'd 

His  wonndedf  treaty  form,  to  where  the  steep 

Look'd  desperate  as  himself  along  the  deep; 

Cast  one  glance  back,  and  clench'd  his  hand,  and  shook 

His  last  rage  'gainst  the  earth  which  he  fbrsdok ; 

Then  plunged  :  tlie  rock  below  received  like  glatt 

Hit  body  crush'd  into  one  gory  mats. 

With  scarce  a  shred  to  tell  of  human  form, 

Or  fragment  for  the  sea-4nrd  or  the  worm ; 

A  fiir-hair'd  scalp,  brsmear'd  with  blood  and  weeds, 

Yet  reek'd,  the  remnant  of  himself  and  deeds  ; 

Some  splinters  of  his  weapons  (to  the  last. 

As  long  as  hand  could  hold,  he  held  them  H»t) 

Yet  glitter'd,  but  at  distance — hnri'd  away 

To  rust  beneath  the  dew  and  dashing  spray. 

The  rest  was  notliiog — save  a  life  mis-spent. 

And  toal — but  who  tliall  answer  where  it  went? 

T  is  ours  to  bear,  not  judge  the  dead  ;  and  ihey 

Who  doom  to  hell,  themselves  are  on  the  way,     ("' 

Unless  these  bullies  of  eternal  pains 

Are  pardon'd  their  bad  hearts  for  tlieir  worse  brains. 

XHI. 
The  deed  was  over !  All  were  gone  or  ta'en. 
The  fugitive,  the  captive,  or  the  slain. 
Chain'd  on  the  'deck,  where  once,  a  gallant  crew. 
They  tcood  with  honour,  were  the  wretched  few 
Sorvivors  of  the  skirmish  on  the  isle ; 
But  tlie  last  rock  left  no  surviving  spoil. 
Cold  lay  they  where  they  fell,  and  weltering. 
While  o'er  them  flapp'd  the  sea-birds'  dewy  wing. 
Now  wheeling  nearer  from  the  neighbouring  surge. 
And  screaming  high  ilieir  harsh  and  hungry  dirge  : 
But  calm  and  careless  heaved  the  wave  below. 
Eternal  with  unsympathetic  flow  ; 
Far  o'er  its  face  tlie  dolphins  sported  on. 
And  sprung  the  llying-fish  a(piinst  the  sun, 
Till  its  dried  wing  relapsed  ^m  its  brief  height, 
To  gather  moisture  for  another  flight. 

•  XIV. 
T  was  morn ;  and  Neuha,  who  Jl>y  dawn  of  day   . 
Swam  smoothly  forth  to  catch  tlie  rising  ray. 
And  watch  if  aught  approach'd  the  amphibiout  lair 
Where  lay  her  lover,  saw  a  sail  in  air: 
It  flapp'd,  it  filled,  and  to  the  growing  gale 
Bent  its  broud  arch  :  her  breath  began  to  fail 
With  fluliering  fear,  her  heart  beat  thick  and  liigfa, 
While  yet  a  doubt  sprung  where  its  course  might  lie : 
But  no !  it  came  not;  fast  and  far  away 
Tlu!  siiadow  lessen'd  as  it  clear'd  the  bay. 

*  Id  TaiB4*&t'f  Aeeommt  of  Frtderidt  If.  0/  PnutU,  thert  it  a 
M>0«bir  raUlioB  of  a  youay  Frtatbaaa,  who.  with  bit  nittroi,  ap- 
pcarad  |«  b«  of  mbo  rank.  He  raliited  aad  deaorifd  ai  Scwaidniii; 
aad,  after  a  dotporai*  retUlaocr,  wat  retaken,  baviog  killed  an  ofH- 
rer,  who  altempled  lo  »eiw  bin  aftrr  be  wji  woundrd,  by  the  di*- 
cbargr  of  bit  nutkot  loaded  with  a  tultom  of  hit  naifomi.  Sane  cir- 
CBBiiiaacet  oa  bit  «oart-Biartial  raiacd  «  grml  iatorctl  aMonytt  hit 
jadgn,  «bo  vithcd  tu  diacorer  hit  rral  tituatioo  in  lifr.  which  be 
•ffcrrd  10  dikclote.  but  in  (lir  Ring  only,  to  it  horn  br  reqaetled  prr- 
aitaion  to  writ*.  Tliia  «ai  refuted,  and  Frederiik  wat  Klled  with  ihr 
grMtrtt  indignation,  from  kaftled  coriotity  or  tome  other  motire, 
when  he  aDdcmoed  that  bit  reqneet  bad  been  denied.— See  TaitteLx't 
work,  *ol.  ii. — (I  quota  from  aemnry.) 
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She  gated,  and  flung  the  •ea-foam  firMB  bar 
To  watch  as  for  a  rainbow  in  the  tkiai 
On  the  horitoB  verged  the  cliaiant  deck. 
Diminish 'd,  dwindjed  to  a  very  specks* 
Then  vanish'd.    All  was  oeeon,  aU  waa  jayi 
Down  plunged  she  through  the  cave  lo  roait 
Told  all  the  had  teeo,  and  a|l  she  hoped,  aad 
That  happy  love  could  aufur  or  rccaj; 
Sprung  forth  again,  with  Torquil  foUowiag  frai 
His  bounding  Nereid  over  the  hroad  sea ; 
Swam  round  the  rock,  to  wliere  a  ahaOovdeft 
Hid  the  canoe  that  Neuha  there  iiad  left 
Drifting  along  the  tide,  witlioat  an  oar. 
That  eve  the  strangers  cla»ed  ihem  fraai  ike 
But  when  these  tanith'd,  the  purtoed  her  prow, 
Regain'd,  and  uiiged  to  where  they  fonnd  il  aai 
Nor  ever  did  more  love  and  joy  embark, 
Tlian  now  wat  wafied  in  that  alender  aik. 

XV.  « 


Again  their  own  there  ritca  on  the  view. 
No  more  polluted  with  a  hostile  hue ; 
No  sullen  sliip  lay  briftlling  o'er  the  fdam, 
A  floating  dungeon : — all  was  hope  and  home!  . 
A  thousand  proas  darted  o'er  the  bay. 
With  sounding  bells,  and  heral«ied.tbetr  way: 
The  chiefs  came  dovOi  around  the peopla  poar'< 
And  welcomed  Torquil  as  a  son  restored ; 
The  women  tliroug'd,  embracing  and  embraced 
By  Neuha,  asking  where  they  had  been  chased. 
And  how  escaped  T  The  tale  wrat  told  ;  and  tbea 
One  acclamation  rent  the  sky  again ; 
And  from  thai  hour  a  new  tradition  gave 
Their  sanctuary  the  name  of  ti  Neuha*^  cave.* 
Ah  hundred  tires,  far  flickering  from  the  beigkl, 
Blazc<l  T>'cr  the  general  revel  of  the  night. 
The  feast  in  honour  of  the  guest,  rctum'd 
To  peace  and  pleasure,  perilously  earo'd  j 
A  ni^hi  succeeded  by  tucli  luippy  davs 
As  only  the  yet  inftnt  work!  displays! 
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EXTUACT  FROM  THE  VOYAGE  BY  CAPTAIN  BUG 

On  the  27th  of  December  it  blew  a  severe  sum 
wind  from  the  eastward,  in  the  course  of  whick  «c« 
fcred  greatly.  One  sea  broke  away  the  spare  yaidii 
spars  out  of  the  starboard  main-chains;  anotlvrki 
into  the  sliip  and  stove  all  the  boats.  Several  caih 
beer  that  had  been  lashed  on  deck  broke  loete,  aai  v 
waslu>d  overboard  ;  and  it  was  not  without  gretfi 
and  difficulty  that  we  were  able  to  secure  the  h 
from  being  washed  away  entirely.  A  great  qaaadii 
our  bread  was  also  damaged  and  rendered  utdcn.* 
the  sea  had  stove  in  our  stem,  and  filled  the  cabia  1 
water. 

On  the  5th  of  January,  1788,  we  saw  the  idnd 
Tenoriffe  about  twelve  leagues  distant,  and  nen  « 
being  Sunday,  came  to  an  anchor  in  the  road  c»f  Si 
Cruz.  There  we  took  in  the  necessary  suppHcs.  1 
having  finished  our  business,  sailed  on  the  loib. 

I  now  divided  the  people  into  three  watches,  andl 
the  charge  of  the  third  watch  to  Mr  FleUher  Ckri* 
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*"  one  of  till*  niatn.     I  have  always  coosidervd  tim  a  «le- 

*  jfrabfe  rr);ulalUMi  whrn  rirenmalaiicei  «iU  udmic  of  it, 

^  and  I  <im  prnuadnl  tb:it  unbrslua  reM  not  only  coDCri- 

^  bttCM  much  towanU  ilir  hnllk  of  thr  alupR  compauy, 

but  apabieft  tlirm  innre  readily  to  nert  themselvn  iu 

eVMS  of  Miiddrn  emrrgeiiry. 

^        Aa  I  witbed  to  prociTii  to  Olaliaile  without  utoppiuf;, 

'-  .1  reduced  Ibc  allowance  of  bread  to  two-tliirUii,  aud 

luaed  the  water  for  driiikiu(;  to  be  filterrd   ihroiigb 

iionea,  bought  at  Teni'rif fe  fur  that  purpov.  I  now 

M   acqUtiiiilrU  tiir  bliip'i  coinp.iny  of  tiir  object  of  llievoy- 

■0r,  ani  (;a%r  av»urancr«  of  rrrl.iiii  proiiiolioii  to  rvory 

oue  whoor  rndeavourft  hlMuliI  inrril  it. 

On  Tui>Mlay  ihe  abtli  of  Krbruury,  beini;  in  South  la- 


the Cape  of  Good  Hope,  lo  the  great  joy  of  every  ooi, 
on  board. 

VSV  came  to  an  nurhor  on  Friday  the  i3d  of  May,  in 
Siinon'«  llay,  at  Ihr  (lapr,  after  a  tolerable  run.  The 
hliip  n'quin.Hl  rnuipjrii*  caulking,  for  «lie  badbecomeio 
li'aky,  thnl  we  were  tiblii;ed  lo  pump  hourly  in  our  paa- 
sa|;e  frmn  Cape  Hum.  Tbr  <iiK  and  rigging  aho  re- 
quired repair,  and,  on  rianiininc  the  provnioiM,  a  con- 
Mderable  quantity  was  fiMind  damaged. 

Uaving  rcoiaioed  tMny-ei|;bi  dayn  at  lliisi  place,  and 
my  people  having  rrt'eivcd  all  the  advantage  that  could 
be  dcrivifl  fmua  refrr^hmenu  of  riory  kind  lliai  could 
be  net  with,  wr  viiied  on  tin*  Ml  of  July. 

A  (;ule  of  wiuil  bli.'W  on  the  aotb,  with  akighiea; 


ligb  I  tl 

waa  lai 

f  mT  Si 


tilude  no"  3b',  and  .\\'  .\  \',  wr«t  longitude,  we  beut  new  !  it  iiu'rea^etl  after  niMiu  with  nurh  violence,  that  Ihe ihip 
aaih,  and  made  oibcr  necvKxary   preparations  fur  en-  ;  wa« driven  alni<)»t  foreraitlc  under  before  we  could  get 
nteringibe  wraihertbat  wamo  beeipected  inahigb  I  tlic  Mills  rlfwetl   up.     The  lower  yanlt  were  lowered, 

and  the  tO|t-t;jliaHl  mait  (;ot  d«iwn  upon  deck,  which  rr- 
letinl  her  much.  We  lay  to  all  uight,aad  in  the  morn- 
ing bore  away  under  a  reefed  fiDmail.  The  hea  slill 
nuiuinc  liii;h,  in  llie  aflerunun  it  became  very  unsafe 
to  st.inil  oil ;  w<  thereCori'  i.iy  to  all  night,  wiihoutany 
accidi'iii,  I'xi-eptiagllnlM  man  at  the  kleeragewan  thrown 
over  till-  wlieel  .mil  murli  lirni«4il.  Towanlanoon  tlie 
violi.-urr  uf  till'  ''(•■rill  .ib.itrtl,  and  we  again  bore  away 
uii<irr  tli«'  fri-ftii  fon-'.ail. 

Ill  a  fi'vi  iliv^  wi'  p.i%«i-il  the  iklami  of  Sc  Pknl,  where 


Iniituilr.     Our  difidmce  from   the  coaitt  of  Kra/il 
about  loo  li'a|;ue<i. 

On  the  fureuoou  of  Sunday,  the  ad  of  M.ircli,  afl 
M!eiii{;  that  eiery  {htmu  waft  clean,  divine  service  wai 
pcrftiriiird,  .irfiiriliiig  to  my  UMial  euitoin  on  itii*  diy: 
I  gave  to  Mr  Miiilirr  (liiri^tiaii,  wlllm  I  had  before 
directrii  ut  lakr  «'li.ir(;e  of  the  third  watch,  a  written 
order  lo  .ic(  u  lieuli-n.int. 

The  I'lun,;*'  of  tnupcr.lture  aOou  began  to  be  steunibly 
fell ;  aiiil,  that  (he  people  mi(;ht  not  tuffi*r  from   their 


own  nrj;lii;eiice,  I  Mipplietl  them  with  thicker  clothing,     tlicie  i%  4;iMMi  fn-vh  water,  oaI  w.is  informed  by  a  Dutch 


aa  lietter  suited  to  ihe  climate.  A  great  number  of 
whales  of  .III  immense  sue.  with  two  »pout-hob'i  on  the 
l*ack  uf  the  head,  wore  «eeii  on  the  i  iili. 

On  a  complaint  made  tu  me  by  the  matter.  I  found  it 
neceHsiiry  to  punish  Matlhew<,>uint<il.oueof  the  seamen, 
with  two  do/rn  of  lashei,  for  iusolence  and  mutinous 
behaviour,  which  waa  the  firtt  time  that  there  w.ii  any 
orcasjiiii  for  puiiiMhment  uii  board. 

NVv  were  off  Cap*'  St  l)ic(;o,  ijie  eastern  ]Kirt  of  the 
Terre  de  Kue(;o,  and  the  wiml  lieing  unfavourable,  I 
thought  ii  more  advi«;ible  to  go  rcmnd  to  the  ea»t«ard 
of  St.-ileii-l.ind  than  lo  attempt  p^i^siiig  thnin|;li  Straitk 
le  >lain-.  We  p.isMii  >'r>»  YiMr'sllarlHuiraiid  (I.tpe.St  John 
mid  on  Moiiilay  the  .li<it  were  in  latitude  ho  i'  south. 
But  llie«iiiil  liecaiiie variable. and  we  had  h.id  ve.ither. 

Storing,  .iiteiiiled  with  a  i;rcat  M*a,  prevaileil  until  ihe 
I  .!th  of  April.  The  ship  lM-i;an  to  leak,  and  rn|uircd 
puni|>tii|;  rvriy  hour,  which  wa^  uo  more  iImii  we  had 
reauiu  lo  exiHt.!  from  kucIi  a  continuance  of  galch  of 
wiml  .iiid  hii;h  ^eas.  The  declu  alw  became  m  leaky 
thai  il  «.is  niTcshary  to  allot  the  great  cabin,  of  which 
I  iii.ide  liiile  ii'>eexcepi  in  line  leather,  to  those  people 
who  hail  iioi  liirtli!!  lo  liaii[;  their  hammocki  iu,  and  by 
thi!i  means  lUi*  space  iM-ttkcen  dcckn  was  lens  crowded. 

Willi  all  iliis  bad  weather,  wr  had  the  additional  mor- 
titic.iiion  lo  liiul,  at  (he  rud  of  every  day,  ihat  we  were 
loMii(;  ([ronutl  ;  fur,  iiotwitlisiaiiding  our  utmost  e«er^ 
lion«,  and  kerpiiig  on  the  most  advantageous  tackn,  we 
did  little  lietter  than  drift  befon*  the  «ind.  On  Tuevlay 
the  3 ad  of  .\pril,  we  h<id  <i(;litdo«n  on  the  sick  list, 
and  the  ri-*>i  of  the  people.  (Iiiui[;h  iu  goutl  health,  were 
greatly  faii(;iied,  dut  1  saw.  with  much  concern,  that  it 


capiain.  ami  aUo  a  hut  sprin|;.  which  boik  fiali  a»  com- 
pletely AS  if  d<me  by  a  lire.  Approaching  to  Van  Die- 
men's  land,  we  had  miieli  b  id  we.iiher,  with  mow  and 
hail,  hut  nodiing  «a^  se«>H  lo  imlicaie  our  vicinity,  on 
the  litth  of  AiiguMi,  except  a  M'al,  which  appearctl  at 
(he  dislMuce  of  twenty  leagued  fn»m  it.  We  anchored  in' 
.\dveiiture  llay  on  Wedm'Miay  the  ?oih. 

In  our  pa«sai;e  hither  from  the  C;i|Hr  of  Good  Hope, 
the  «iiids  were  chiefly  from  the  wchtwanl.  with  very 
Ixiisterous  we.ither.  The  approach  of  sitroog  sontheriy 
wiodk  i«  a  II  lion  need  by  maBy  bird*  of  the  allMiirn»ft  or 
|M-ierel  tribe  ;  and  the  .iiialemeix  of  the  gale,  or  a  hhift 
of  wiml  to  the  no:  iliw-iiil,  by  their  ki-i-ping  aw.-iy.  The 
thcrmomoli-r  also  \;iiirs  \\\r  or  sii  dqjrccs  in  its  height, 
when  a  I  (ungi^  of  these  winds  may  be  ix|m  cled. 

In  the  land  surronniiiii;;  .\dveniure  Buy  <irc  many 
foie&l  trees  one  hnndnd  and  lifiy  feel  high;  we  taw  oue 
which  ine.isured  alio\e  thirty- three  feet  m  girth.  We 
observed  sevirtil  e.i(;Ie»,  some  lieautiful  blue-plumaged 
heroiH,  and  |iarroiiiiets  iu  great  variety. 

The  nativest  not  appearing,  we  went  in  search  of  them 
towards  Cape  Krcderic-lli-nry.  iii>on  after,  coming  to 
a  grapnel,  closi*  to  die  shore,  for  it  vat  impotsihie  to 
laiul,  we  heard  their  voices.  Iiki>  the  cackling  of  goeie. 
and  twenty  ]MT«on»  c.inie  out  of  the  woods.  We  threw 
trinkets abhore till!  up  in  panels,  which  they  would  not 
o|N-ii  oil!  iiiiiil  I  III  ide  .III  .ippe.ir.inee  of  leading  them: 
they  tht  n  did  so,  aiiil.  lakiiij'  the  ariieh-sout,  put  tlirm  on 
their  heads.  On  lii'^i  coining  in  ftighl.  tlu-y  made  a 
pnuligioiis  elaiti-ringiii  iheimpenh. anil licKI  their arm« 
over  ilieir  heads.  They  spoke  m*  ipiick  that  it  waft  im- 
possible to  latch  one  siiigle  word  llicy  uttered.     Their 


w  Is  im|HHsihle  to  make  a  pa>s.ige  this  way  lo  theScK'iety  J  etdour  i«  of  a  dull  Mack  ;  their  skin  wariiieil  .ibout  IIh- 
Iftlamls.  for  we  had  o<iw  bfcn  tliirly  dayM  in  a  ti'mjies-  j  breast  and  sJionblers.  Oue  was  distiiiguishiMl  by  bib 
tuoiix  iMc-in.    Thus  the  mmnou  was  tu«>  far advaiiee<i  for    body  iHiiig  lolonred  with  reil  ochre,  but  all   the  OthcM 


us  to  expect  belter  weather  to  enable  us  to  double  Cape 
Horn;  and,  from  thesi;  and  other  eomidcratiomi,  1  or- 
dered the  helm  to  be  jmt  a-weather,  anil  bore  away  for 


were  i^inied  bl.ick.  wiili  a  kind  of  soo|,  s4i  thickly  laid 
over  llii'ir  facts,  and  shctuldert,  that  it  was  difiicuJi  to 
.iseertam  what  thev  were  like. 
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master,  acting  aorgeon,  boianitt,  umaer,  boainraio, 
earpenier,  master,  and  quarter-maiitar's  mate,  t«o  quar- 
ter-masieri,  the  tail-maker,  two  eooka,  mf-  iUk,  tbe 
butdicr,  and  a  boy.  There  remained  on  board,  Vlelcher 
Christian,  the  maaiei's  male;  Peiar  Haywood,  £dwar4 
Toang,  Georgi  Stewart,  midshipmen;  the  masterat- 
urms,  gunner's  mate,  boatswain's  mate,  gardener,  ar- 
mourer, carpeniera  mala,  carpenter's  creyr,  and  four- 
teen Munen,  beiqg  allogeUier  the  most  able  men  of  the 
ahipa  oompuy. 

Haviiv  Hula  or  no  wind,  we  rowed  pref^  fist  towards 
the  island  of  Tofoa,  which  bore  ntfrih-east  about  ten 
leagues  distant.  The  ship  while  in  sight  steered  wtiM- 
north-weat,  but  this  1  coosidrred  only  as  a  feint,  for 
when  we  were  sent  away,  alluziA  for  Otaheiic!»  was 
firequently  heard  among  the  niutincers. 

Chriatian,  the  chief  of  them,  -was  of  n  rcspectablftj^- 
mily  in  tha  north  of  England.  Tliis  was  the  tuird 
▼oyaga  he  had  made  with  me.  Notwitlistanding  the 
raq^oaiswidl-irUch  I  was  treated,  the  remcmbranre  of 
pnaC  Undnesses  produced  some  reriborsc  in  him.  While 
tliej  were  forcing  me  out  of  the  ship,  I  asked  him  whe- 
ther this  was  a  proper  return  for  the  many  instances  he 
had  experienced  of  my  friendship  ?  He  appeared  disturb- 
ed at  .tlic  question,  and  Mswered,  with  much  emotion, 
•  Thai— ^ptain  Dligh— tliat  is  the  thing — I  am  in 
hdl— 4  am  in  hcll.»  His  nhilitics  to  take  charge  of  the 
dnrd  watch,  as  I  had  §9  divided  the  ship's  company, 
were  fully  equal  to  the  £ftk. 

Haywood  was  also  of  a  respectable  family  in  the 
north  of  England,  and  a  young  man  of  abilities,  as  writ 
as  Christian.  These  two  had  been  objects  of  my  parti- 
cular regard  and  attention,  and  I  had  taken  great  pains 
10  instruct  them,  having  entertained  hopes  that,  as  pro- 
liessional  men,  they  would  have  become  a  ercflit  to  their 
coimtry.  Young  was  well  recommended;  and  Stewart 
of  creditable  parents  in  the  Orkneys,  at  which  place,  on 
the  return  of  the  Resolution  from  the  South  Seas  in  1 780, 
we  received  so  many  civilities,  that  in  consideration  of 
these  alone  I  should  gladly  have  taken  him  with  me. 
But  he  had  always  borne  a  good  character. 

When  I  had  rime  to  reflect,  an  inwani  satisfaction 
prevented  the  depression  of  my  spirits.  Yet,  a  few 
hours  before,  my  situation  had  been  peculiarly  flatter- 
ing; I  had  a  ship  in  the  most  perfect  order,  sioretl  with 
every  necessary,  both  for  health  and  service;  the  object 
of  the  voyage  was  attained,  and  two-th'irds  of  it  now 


completed.    The  remaining  port  had  every  p 
success. 

It  will  naturally  be  ashe<l,  what  could  be  tl 
such  a  revolt?  in  .answer,  I  can  only  conjecta 
mutineers  had  flattered  tliemsdvea  wiib  the  I 
liappicr  lifo  among  the  Olaheicana  than  ihey 
sibly  enjoy  in  England  ;  which,  joi^od  10  soi 
connexions,  most  probably  occaaiooed  the  wl 
action. 

Thf  women  of  Otolieite  ajv  handsome, 
cheerful  in  manners  and  conversation;  pe 
great  sensibility,  and  h<i*«  sufificimt  ddiean 
tiiem  be  admired  aod  b<;loved.  Tb^  chitfs  w^i 
attached  to  our  people,  that  they  rather  r 
their  stay  amoii|(  them  than  othervhisr,  and  « 
tfaf  m  promises  of  lar^gc  pocsceaiona.  Coder ; 
I4«iy  other  concomitaM  circumsiaoccf,  iiooj 
to  be  the  subject  of  surprise  that  a  set  of  ai 
of  them  void  of  couneiions,  should  br  Jed  ivi 
they  had  the  power  of  fixini;  thenaselves  in 
of  plenty,  in  oncof  the  finest  islands  in  thcwo 
there  viras  no  necessity  to  laliour.  aod  whrrvt 
menu  of  dissipation  are  Iseyood  any  cooc^ 
can  be  formed  of  it.  The  utmost,  however,  lb 
anander  could  liavc  expected,  was  desertions 
|iave  already  liappeucd  more  or  less  in  the  & 
and  not  an  act  of  open  mutiny. 

Rut  the  secrecy  of  this  mutiny  surpasses bel 
teen  of  tlie  parly  who  were  now  with  me  1> 
iivett  forward  among  the  seamen ;  yet  ueiiber 
the  messmates  of  Christiaa,  Stewart,  Hivw 
Young,  liad  ever  observed  any  cirt^umstaaor 
suspif-ioii  of  what  was  plotting  ;  aod  it  is  noli 
if  I  fell  a  sacrifice  to  it,  my  mind  being  eal 
from  suspicion.  Perliaps,  had  marines  been  1 
a  sentinel  at  my  cabin-door  might  lia\e  prr 
for  I  coustnutly  slept  with  the  door  open,  than 
of  tlie  watch  might  have  access  to  me  on  all  1 
If  the  munity  had  been  occasioned  by  anvgi 
cither  real  or  imaginary.  I  must  have  di^^er 
loms  of  discoutfni.  which  would  h.i%f  put  0 
i;iiard  :  but  it  was  for  otherwise.  Willi  Qir 
particular,  I  was  on  the  mo!»t  friendly  terras; 
day  he  was  engaged  to  have  diiiod  with  me; 
prereding  night  he  excused  himself  from  sup 
me  on  pretence  of  indltposiiinn,  for  wliirh  I 
rerncd,  having  no  suspicions  of  his  honour  or 


Uttit  fSiQt  Of  Uvontt; 
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CARMEN  SECULAUE  ET  ANNUS  HAUI)  MIRABILIS. 

•  Inpar  OM^iWfiM  Acbilli.* 


I. 

Tax  M  good  old  timcsx — all  times,  when  old,  are  good — 

Are  gone;  the  present  might  be,  if  they  would : 

Great  thingv  have  been,  and  are,  and  gr.'^atcr  still 

Want  httle  of  mere  mortals  but  their  will : 

A  wider  space,  a  greener  field  is  given 

To  those  who  play  their  «  tricks  before  high  IIca«cn.>t 


I  know  not  if  the  angels  weep,  but  men 
Have  >»epi  enough— for  what?— to  weep  again 

II. 
All  is  exploded — be  it  goo«l  or  bad. 
Reader!  remember  when  thou  wen  a  lad. 
Thru  Pitt  was  all;  or,  if  uot  all,  so  much. 
His  very  ri\al  almost  docni'd  him  such. 
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We,  we  have  seen  the  intelleetual  race 

Of  ei.ints  itt.-ind,  like  TitaDii,  face  to  fiace — 

AthoM  anil  Ida.  wiili  a  dasliing  sea 

Of  rloquriirc  betweni,  which  flow'd  all  free, 

A%  the  drop  billows  of  the  ^ean  roar 

Betwixt  the  Hellenic  and  ilu;  Phrygian  &hore. 

But  where  are  they — the  rivals? — a  few  feet 

Of  sullen  earth  divide  each  winding-aheec. 

How  [icaccful  and  how  |)owerful  is  the  graTe, 

Which  hushes  all !  a  calm  unstormy  wave 

Which  oversweeps  the  world.     The  theme  is  old 

Of  <«  dust  to  dust,»  but  half  its  tale  untold. 

Time  tempers  not  i(s  terrors — still  tlie  worm 

Winds  its  cold  fohU,  the  tomb  preserves  its  form— 

Varietl  above,  but  dtiil  alike  below ; 

The  urn  may  shine,  the  aslies  will  not  glow. 

Though  Cleopatra's  mummy  cross  the  sea. 

O'er  which  from  empire  she  lured  Anibony; 

Though  Alexander's  urn  a  sliow  be  grown 

On  shores  he  wept  to  conquer,  though  unknown — 

How  vain,  how  worse  than  vain,  at  length  appear 

The  madman's  wish,  the  Macedonian's  tear. 

He  wept  for  worlds  to  conquer— half  the  earth 

Knows  not  his  name,  or  but  his  death  and  birth 

And  desolation;  while  his  native  Greece 

Hath  all  of  dcMolntion,  save  its  peace. 

He  ••  wept  for  worlds  to  conquer!*  he  who  ne'er 

Conceiveil  the  globe  he  panted  not  to  spare! 

With  even  the  busy  Northern  Isle  unknown, 

Which  holds  his  urn,  and  never  knew  his  throne. 

HI. 
Rut  where  is  he,  the  modern,  mightier  far. 
Who,  boru  no  kiug,  made  monarchs  draw  his  car; 
The  new  S(>sostris,  whose  unharness'd  kings. 
Freed  from  the  bit,  believe  ihems<>Ive<i  with  wings, 
And  hpuni  the  dust  o'er  which  they  crawl'd  of  late, 
Chain'd  to  the  chariot  of  the  chieftain'b  slate? 
Yes  !  where  is  he,  llie  champion  and  the  child 
Of  all  that  's  great  or  ruile,  wise  or  wild? 
Whos4*};.'iiiieTftas  empires,  and  whosestakes  were  thrones; 
Whose  table,  earth — «hosi^  dice  were  human  bones? 
Rcliold  (lie  (jr.ind  refill  in  yon  lone  isle, 
And.  iis  thy  nature  urges,  weep  or  smile. 
8i(;h  to  beliold  the  eagle's  lofty  rage 
Ui-duced  to  niblilc  at  his  narrow  cage; 
Smile  to  survey  the  ^)ucller  of  the  Nations 
No^  daily  squabbling  o'er  disputed  rations; 
Weep  to  |>«>rci'i\c  him  mourning,  as  he  dines, 
O'er  <  iirt.iil'd  dishes  and  o'er  .stinted  wines; 
O'er  pcdy  quarrels  upou  petty  things — 
Is  this  the  man  ^^ho  scourged  or  feasted  kings? 
Heboid  (he  scales  in  which  his  fortune  hangs, 
A  suqieon's  statement  and  an  earl's  harangues! 
A  Imis(  delay'd,  a  book  refused,  can  shake 
The  sleep  of  him  who  kept  the  worid  awake. 
Is  this  indeed  the  Tamer  of  the  Great, 
Now  sl.ive  of  all  could  tcaic  or  irritate — 
The  paltry  jailor  and  the  pi7ing  spy. 
The  staring  stranger  with  his  note-l>ook  nigh? 
Plunged  ill  a  duiii;eon.  he  had  still  been  great, 
How  low,  how  little  was  thi>  middle  btate, 
Between  a  prison  and  a  palace,  where 
How  few  roiiKl  feel  for  what  he  had  to  bear! 
Vain  his  loiiiplaint — my  lord  presents  his  bill, 
His  food  and  wine  >»<  re  dole<l  out  duly  still : 


Vain  was  his  sickness, — never  was  a  clime 
So  free  from  homicide — to  doubt 's  a  crime; 
And  the  stiff  surgeon,  who  maintained  his  cause. 
Hath  lost  his  place,  and  gain'd  the  world's  applause. 
But  smile — though  all  the  pangs  of  brain  and  heart 
Disdain,  defy,  the  tardy  aid  of  art; 
Though,  save  the  few  fond  friends,  and  imaged  face 
Of  that  fair  boy  his  sire  shall  ne'er  embrace. 
None  stand  by  his  low  bed — though  even  the  mind 
be  wavering  which  long  aw'd  and  awes  mankind, — 
Smile— for  the  fetterd  eagle  breaks  his  chain, 
And  higher  worlds  than  this  are  his  again. 

IV. 
How,  if  that  soaring  spirit  still  retain 
A  conscious  twilight  of  his  blaiing  reign, 
How  must  he  smile,  on  looking  down,  to  see 
The  little  that  he  wat  and  souglit  to  be ! 
What  though  his  name  a  wider  empire  found 
Than  his  ambition,  though  with  scarce  a  bound ; 
Though  first  in  glory,  deepest  in  reverse. 
He  tasted  empire's  blessings,  and  its  curse; 
Thoui;h  kings,  rejoicing  in  their  late  escape 
From  chains,  would  gladly  be  (/lei'r  tyrant's  ape : 
How  must  he  smile,  and  turn  to  yon  lone  grave, 
The  proudest  s«>a-mark  that  o'ertops  the  wave! 
What  though  his  jailor,  duteoas  to  the  last, 
Scarce  deem'd  the  coffin's  lead  could  keep  him  fast, 
Refusing  one  poor  line  along  the  lid 
To  date  the  birth  and  death  of  all  it  hid. 
That  name  shall  hallow  the  ignoble  shore, 
A  talisman  to  all  save  him  who  bore: 
The  fleets  that  sweep  before  the  eastern  blast 
Shall  heir  their  sea-boys  hail  it  from  the  mast; 
When  Victory's  Gallic  column  shall  but  rise. 
Like  Ponipey's  pillar,  in  a  desert's  skies, 
The  rocky  isle  that  holds  or  held  his  dust 
Shall  crown  the  Atlantic  like  the  hero's  bust. 
And  mighty  Nature  o'er  his  obsequies 
Do  more  than  uigganl  Envy  still  denies. 
Rut  what  are  these  to  him?     Can  glory's  lust 
Touch  the  freed  spirit  or  the  felter'd  dust? 
Small  care  hath  he  of  what  his  tomb  consists, 
Nought  if  he  sleeps — nor  more  if  he  exists: 
Alike  the  better-seeing  shade  will  smile 
On  the  rude  cavern  of  the  rocky  isle. 
As  if  his  ashes  found  their  latest  home 
In  Rome's  Pantheon,  or  Gaul's  mimic  dome. 
He  wants  not  this;  but  France  shall  feel  the  want 
Of  this  last  consolation,  though  so  scant; 
Her  honour,  fame,  and  faith  demand  his  bones, 
To  rear  amid  a  pyramid  of  thrones ; 
Or  carried  onwani,  in  the  battle's  van 
To  form,  like  Guesclin's'  dust,  her  talisman. 
Rut  be  it  as  it  is,  the  time  may  come 
His  name  shall  beat  the  alarm  like  Ziska's  drum. 

V. 

Oh,  Heaven  !  of  which  he  was  in  power  a  feature; 
Oh,  earth!  of  which  he  was  a  noble  creature; 
Thou  isle!   to  be  remember'd  long  and  well. 
That  saw  St  the  unHedged  eaglet  chip  his  shell! 

*  r.urulin  Jird  during  thr  licft  nf  a  Miy;  it  •Mrrendrrcd.  and  t\ir 
kry*  «err  brtu^ht  ind  laid  U|ibn  his  l«i«r,  %o  tb«t  Ibe  plac*  milit  ap- 
pear rtodcrrd  lu  hi»  Mbrt. 
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Ye  Alps,  which  view'd  him  ia  his  dawning  flights 

Hover  the  victor  of  an  hundred  fights ! 

Thou  Rome,  who  saw'st  thy  Gesnr's  deeds  outdone! 

Alas!  why  pass'd  he  too  the  Rubicon? 

The  Rubicon  of  man's  awaken'd  rights. 

To  herd  with  vulgar  kings  and  parasites? 

Egypt!  from  whose  all  dateless  tombs  arose 

Forgotten  Pliaraohs  from  tlieir  long  repose, 

And  shook  within  her  pyramids  to  hear 

A  new  Cambyses  thundering  in  their  car; 

While  the  dark  shades  of  forty  ages  stood 

Like  startled  giants  by  Nile's  famous  Hood ; 

Or  from  the  pyramid's  tall  piunacle 

Beheld  the  desert  peopled,  as  from  hell, 

With  clashing  hosts,  who  strcw'il  the  barren  sand 

To  re>manure  the  uncultivated  land ! 

Spain !  which,  a  moment  mindless  of  the  Gd, 

Beheld  hisl>anner  flouting  thy  Madrid! 

Austria !  which  saw  thy  tvrice-ta'cn  capital 

Twice  spared,  to  be  the  traitress  of  his  fall ! 

Ye  race  of  Frederic! — Frederics Lul  in  name 

And  falsehood— heirs  to  all  cxc^t  his  fame; 

Who,  crush'd  at  Jena,  crouch'd  at  Berlin,  fell, 

First,  and  but  rose  to  follow;  ye  who  dwell 

WMiere  Kosciusko  dwell,  remembering  yet 

The  unpaid  amount  of  Catherine's  bloody  debt ! 

Poland!  o'er  which  the  avenging  angel  pass'd, 

But  left  thee  as  he  found  thee,  still  a  waste  : 

Forgetting  all  thy  still  enduring  claim. 

Thy  lotted  people  and  extinguish'd  name; 

Thy  sigh  for  freedom,  thy  long-flowing  tear. 

That  sound  that  crashes  in  the  tyrant's  ear : 

Kosciusko!  on— on — on— tlie  thirst  of  war 

Gasps  for  the  gore  of  serfs  and  of  their  czar; 

The  halflMirbaric  Moscow's^minareU 

Gleam  in  the  sim,  but 't  U  a  sun  that  sets! 

Moscow  !  thou  limit  of  his  long  career. 

For  which  rudeCharles  had  wept  his  frozen  tear 

To  see  in  vain — he  saw  lliee — how !  with  spire 

And  palace  fuel  to  one  common  lire. 

To  this  the  soldier  lent  his  kindling  match. 

To  tliis  the  peasant  gave  his  cottage  thatch; 

To  this  the  merchant  flung  his  hoarded  store. 

The  prince  his  hall — and  Moscow  was  no  more! 

Sublimest  of  voicanos !  Etna's  flame 

Pales  before  thine,  and  quenchless  Ilecla  's  tame ; 

Vesuvius  shows  his  blaze,  an  usual  sight 

For  gaping  tourists,  from  his  hackney 'd  height : 

Thou  stand'st  alone  unrivall'd,  till  the  fire 

To  come,  in  which  all  empires  shall  expire. 

Thou  other  element !  as  strong  and  stern 

To  teach  a  lesson  conquerors  will  not  learn. 

Whose  icy  wiug  flapp'd  o'er  che  falteriog  foe, 

Till  fell  a  hero  with  each  flake  of  snow ; 

How  did  thy  numbing  beak  and  silent  fang 

Pierce,  till  hosts  perish'd  with  a  single  pang ! 

In  vain  shall  Seine  look  up  along  his  banks 

For  the  gay  thousands  of  his  dashing  ranks; 

In  vain  shall  France  recal  beneath  her  vines 

Her  youth— their  blood  flows  faster  tlian  her  wines. 

Or  stagnant  in  their  human  ice  remains 

In  frozen  mummies  on  the  polar  plains. 

In  vain  wiU  Italy's  broad  sun  awaken 

Her  offspring  chill'd,  its  beams  arc  now  forsaken. 

Of  all  the  trophies  gathcrd  from  the  war. 

What  shall  reium  ?     The  conqueror's  broken  car ! 


Tlie  conquerors  yet  aiilHX>k«i  heart  i    A^aia 

The  horn  of  Rolaiad  soundis  bimI  not  in  Tina. 

Lutzen,  where  fell  the  Swede  of  victory. 

Beholds  him  conquer,  but,  alas !  not  die : 

Dresden  surveys  three  despots  lly  once  more 

Before  their  sovereign, — soveragn,  as  before; 

Bat  there  exhausted  Fortune  quits  their  field. 

And  Leipsic's  treason  bids  the  uovanqoish'd  rieJtf; 

The  Saxon  jackal  leaves  the  Hon's  side 

To  turn  the  bear's,  and  wolfs,  and  fox's  guide; 

And  backward  to  the  den  of  his  despair 

The  forest  monarch  shrinks,  but  finds  no  lair! 

Oh  ye!  and  each,  and  all !   oh,  France!  who  foau 

Thy  long  fair  fields  plough'd  up  as  hostile  gnwBi 

Disputed  foot  by  foot,  till  treason,  still 

His  only  victor,  from  Montmartre's  hill 

Look'd  down  o'er  tramfded  Paris,  and  tboo,  idt. 

Which  sec'st  Etruria  from  thy  ramparu  smile. 

The  momentary  shelter  of  his  pride. 

Till,  woo'd  by  danger,  his  yet  weeping  bride; 

Oh,  France!  retaken  by  a  single  march. 

Whose  pa  ill  was  tlirough  one  long  triumphal  aitkl 

Oh,  bloody  and  most  i>ootless  Waterloo, 

Which  proves  how  fools  nuiy  have  their  fortaae  las, 

Won,  half  by  blunder,  half  by  treachery; 

Oh,  dull  Saiut  Helen!  with  thy  jailor  nigh — 

Hear!  hear!  Prometheus*  from  his  rockappe^ 

To  earth,  air,  ocean,  all  tiiat  fielt  or  feel 

His  power  and  glory,  all  who  yet  shaU  hear 

A  name  eternal  as  the  rolling  year ; 

He  teaches  them  the  lesson  taught  so  long 

So  oft,  so  vainly — learn  to  do  no  wrong! 

A  single  step  into  the  right  had  made 

This  man  the  Wasliington  of  worlds  bctray'd: 

A  single  step  iuto  the  wrong  has  given 

His  name  a  doubt  to  all  the  winds  of  heaven ; 

The  reed  of  fortune  and  of  thrones  the  rod. 

Of  fame  the  Moloch  or  the  demi-god; 

His  country's  Cxsar,  Europe's  Hannibal, 

Without  tlieir  decent  dignity  of  fall. 

Yet  vanity  herself  had  better  taught 

A  surer  path  evfm  to  the  fame  he  sought. 

By  pointing];  out  on  history's  fruitlRs  page. 

Ten  thousnnil  conquerors  for  a  single  sage. 

WIiiIr  Fmnkliii's  quiet  memory  climbs  to  heaveii, 

Calming  iIk*  li^jhtning  which  he  theuce  hath  ri«en, 

Or  drawin({  from  the  no  less  kindled  earth 

Freedom  and  peace  to  that  which  !>oa&ts  his  birth  .- 

While  Washington  's  a  watch- wont,  such  as  ncer 

Shall  sink  while  there  's  an  echo  left  to  air: 

While  even  the  Spaniard's  tliirst  of  gold  and  war 

For(;cts  Pizarro  to  shout  Bolivar! 

Alas!  why  must  liic  same  Atlantic  wave 

Which  wafted  freedom  gird  a  tyrant's  grave. — 

The  kin(]  of  kings,  and  yet  of  slaves  the  sJa%e, 

Who  hurst  the  chains  of  millions  to  renew 

The  vory  fetters  which  his  arm  broke  through. 

And  crush'd  the  rights  of  Europe  and  his  own 

To  flit  between  a  dungeon  and  a  throne? 

VI. 

But  i  will  not  be — the  spark 's  .twakeu'd — lo! 
The  swarthy  Spaniard  feels  his  former  glow; 

<  I  rcfrr  the  reader  to  ilie  lint  adJr#«»  of  Piotnclkrut  in  £*-t 
when  he  is  left  alone  hy  hi«  ailendanu,  and  bcfwre  thr  arritwl  » 
Choru»  of  Sf»-r?»«pb«. 
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Tlitf  viiiic  hi(;li  spirit  wliich  bcil  Lack  llie  Moor 

Ttiroii(;li  ri(;lii  lou(;  a{;f*s  of  ulteraate  gore, 

n<*\i>(*s — .iiul  wlirrr?  in  that  aveu^O(;  climp 

WliiTf  Sp.iiii  «as  niic(>  synonymous  writii  crime, 

^'lirrc  (>nrt<*s'  timl  Piznrros  baoDer  tlpw, 

TIm>  iiif.mt  world  rcdooms  licr  numr  of  »  New.iy 

T  i^  ib(>  old  .ispiraiiou  hreallicd  afretli, 

To  kindle  souls  wiiliiu  degraded  tlcsb, 

Sucli  aft  npttKod  the  Persian  from  tlicthore 

Wlirrc  (!rcccc  was — No!  she  ftlill  is  (ircccc  oaccmore. 

One  common  cau»o  makes  myriads  of  oug  breast! 

Slaves  of  till*  east,  or  Ilelols  of  the  west; 

On  Andt-s  and  ou  AUios'  peak>  unfurl'd, 

Tbe  self-vinu*  standard  streams  o'er  cither  vorld: 

The  Athenian  wears  a(;ain  llarmodius'  s^ord^ 

Tbe  Chili  chief  abjures  his  foreijpi  lord; 

The  Spartan  kno^s  bimMilf  once  more  a  Gr^k; 

Younj;  Freedom  plumiw  the  crest  of^ch  Cacique; 

Debatint;  <lespots,  liemm'd  on  eiilicAkore, 

Shrink  \ainly  from  the  roused  Atlantic's  roar: 

Thn)ii*;ii  (\ilpe's  strait  the  roUini;  tides  advance, 

SwiH'p  lit;htly  by  the  half-tamed  land  of  France, 

Dash  o'er  the  old  Spaniard's  cradle,  and  would  fain 

Unite  Aiisonia  to  the  mighty  main: 

Itut  driven  from  theucc  awhile,  yet  not  for  aye, 

Bri-ak  o'er  the  JC^ean,  uiindful  of  the  day 

Of  S.ilamis — there,  there  th#wa»es  arise, 

Not  to  be  lull'd  by  tyrant  victories. 

Lone,  losi,  akindon'd  in  tlieir  utmost  need 

By  Chri<;tians  unto  whom  tliey  gave  their  creed, 

The  desolati'd  lands,  the  rava(;e<l  i\le, 

The  f  *<iler  d  feud  encouraged  to  |>eguilc. 

The  aid  e\aded,  and  the  cobt  delay, 

Pri>l<int'/d  but  in  the  hope  to  make  a  prey; — 

ThcNe,  liiese  shall  lell  tlie  tale,  and  (ireece  can  show 

The  f.iKe  friend  ynovst'  than  the  infuriate  foe. 

Hut  this  is  well:  (Greeks only  should  free  Crcece, 

Not  the  b  irbarian,  with  his  mask  of  peace. 

How  sliduld  tbe  autocrat  of  bondage  be 

The  kin;;  of  MTf^,  :mil  wt  the  nations  free? 

Betlrr  still  si-rve  tbe  haughty  Mussulman, 

Than  s\^<ll  the  C<is^iqne's  prowling  caravan; 

Betler  >lill  ii>il  fur  maUern,  tlian  await. 

The  sla\e  of  sla\es,  before  a  Russian  gate, — 

Number  (I  by  hordes,  a  human  capital, 

A  li\e  esi.ite,  existing  but  for  thrall. 

Lotted  by  thousands  as  a  meet  reward 

For  tbe  first  courtier  in  the  ciar's  re^rd ; 

^V||ile  tlieir  immediate  owneroever  tastes 

Ilis  sii-rp,  f/inf  dreaming  of  Si l>cria's  wastes, 

Beiti'c  succumb  even  to  their  own  <lespair, 

AntI  drive  tbe  camel  than  purvey  the  bear. 

ML 

But  not  alone  williiu  the  hoariest  dime, 
^Vb<■^•  freedom  dates  her  birth  with  that  of  lime  ; 
And  not  alone  vkhere  plunge<i  in  night,  a  crowd 
Of  liiiMs  darken  t(»  a  dubious  cloud, 
Tbeilav^u  revives  ;  reuomn'd,  romantic  Spain 
Holds  back  the  invader  from  her  soil  again. 
Not  now  (be  I'.omaii  tribe  lior  Puiiic  horde. 
Demand  her  lii'bU  as  lists  to  prove  the  sword ; 
Not  now  tin-  Van-lal  t  r  tbe  Visigoth 
Voiiiile  lilt-  plains,  alike  abhorring  both  ; 
Nor  olil  I'i>l  i-.o  (Ml  hi-,  mouiil.iiu  rears 
Tin-  Mailiki-  fathers  of  a  tiiousau'l  viais. 


That  ^eed  is  sown  and  reap'd,  at  oft  the  Moor 
Sighs  to  reinciiilH*r  f>n  his  dusky  thore. 
Long  in  the  j>ea!ianl's  song  or  poet's  page 
lias  dwelt  the  memory  of  Akenceragr, 
The  Zegri,  and  the  captive  victors.  Hung 
Back  to  the  barbarous  realm  from  whence  they  sprung. 
Biitthes(>are  gone — their  fuiih,  tlieir  swords,  tbeir  sway. 
Yet  left  more  anli-ohri'«tian  foes  than  they: 
The  bigot  monarch  and  the  butcher  priest, 
The  inquisition,  with  her  burning  feast. 
The  Faith's  red  x  nuto,*  fed  with  human  fuel, 
While  vit  the  catholic  Moloch,  calmly  cruel, 
Enjoying,  with  inexorable  eye. 
That  liery  festival  of  agony! 
Tbe  stern  or  feeble  soven'ign,  one  or  l>oth 
By  turns ;  the  haughtiness  whose  pride  was  sloth; 
Tbe  long-<li>genenite  noble;  I  lie  debased 
Hidalgo,  and  the  )»easant  less  di«graee«l 
But  more  degrade<t:  the  unpeopled  realm  ; 
The  once  prouil  navy  which  forgot  the  helm ; 
Tbe  once  impervious  phalanx  disarray'd; 
Tbe  iillc  for^'.e  that  form'd  Toledo's  blade; 
1  be  foreign  wealth  that  flow'd  on  every  shore. 
Save  b<>rs  who  eam'd  it  with  the  natives'  gore; 
The  ver>'  lani;uage,  which  might  vie  with  Rome's, 
Aud  once  was  known  to  nations  like  their  homes, 
Nrglecied  or  forgotten: — such  was  Spain  ; 
But  sueb  <be  is  not,  nor  shall  be  again. 
These  w  orst,  these  home  invaders,  felt  and  feel 
The  new  Numantine  soul  of  Old  Castile. 
I'p!  up  again!  undaunted  Tauridor! 
The  bull  of  Phalaris  renews  his  roar; 
Mount,  chivalrous  Hiiialgo!  not  in  vaiu 
Bi-vivc  tlie  cry — wlagol  an<l  close  Spain  !i>' 
Yes,  <  lose  her  with  your  armed  bosoms  round. 
And  form  the  barrier  which  Napoleon  found, — 
The  extermin.iting  war;  tbe  desert  plain; 
Tbe  stn'ils  wiihoui  a  tenant,  save  the  «lain; 
The  wibl  Sierra,  with  its  wibler  troop 
Of  vulture-plumed  guerillas,  on  the  stoop 
For  their  incessant  prey;  the  desperate  wall 
Of  Sarigossi,  mightiest  in  her  fall; 
The  man  nerved  to  a  spirit,  and  the  maid 
Waving  lier  more  than  Amaronian  blade: 
The  kmfu  of  Arragon,'  ToIe*lo's  steel; 
I  '<  be  famous  lanre  of  chivalrous  Castile; 
The  unerring  ritle  of  the  Cilalan ; 
The  Andalusian  courser  in  the  van; 
The  torch  to  make  a  Moscow  of  Madrid ; 
Ami  in  each  heart  tin-  spirit  of  tlic  Cid : — 
Such  have  been,  such  sb  dl  be,  such  are.     Advance, 
And  win— not  Spain,  but  thine  own  freedom,  France! 

VHL 

But  lo :  a  congress !     What,  that  luUow'd  name 
Which  freed  the  Atlantic?     May  we  hope  the  same 
For  outworn  Kuro)»e ;     With  the  sound  arise. 
Like  Samuels  sliade  to  Saul's  monarchic  eyes. 
The  prophets  of  young  freedom,  sumiuon'd  far 
From  climes  of  Washington  and  Itolivar; 
Henry,  tbe  forest-born  Demosthenes, 
Wbusi;  thumbT  shook  the  Philip  of  the  seas; 

'   .  ■'I  I*.''- '  ■•••  I  •!«•«■  -'i"  liii !  •  ill-'  iilJ  '"imiii'i  ^*rwrj. 

-   I'lv  Airi,;i-wijii«  jre  p<-r.iiiiily  Ji  iirou*  tn  ilic  um  of  lltit  «c«|*oa, 
ji'i  i!i*  -Ijx'J  iI  |iiflii  ul«fl)  in  r..(inrr  I'rriM  li  van. 
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And  stoic  Franklin's  energetic  sliede, 

RolH^i  in  the  ligbtningis  which  his  hand  allay'd ; 

And  W:ishin(*toa,  the  tyrant-tamer,  wake. 

To  Lid  us  bhish  for  thes<'  old  chains,  or  break. 

Rut  who  compose  this  sen<ite  oF  the  few 

Tiiat  should  ^(^deem  the  many?     fFho  renew 

This  consecrated  name,  till  now  assign 'd 

To  councils  held  to  lienofit  mankind? 

Who  now  assemble  at  the  holy  rail  ? — 

The  bleM'd  alliance  which  says  three  are  all! 

An  earthly  trinity !  which  wears  the  shape 

Of  Heaven's,  as  man  is  mimick'd  by  the  ape. 

A  pious  unity !  iu  purpost*  one. 

To  melt  three  fools  to  a  Napoleon. 

Why,  Egypt's  gods  were  rational  to  these ; 

Their  dogs  and  oxen  knew  their  own  degrees, 

And,  quiet  in  their  kennel  or  their  shed, 

Cared  little,  so  that  they  were  duly  fed : 

But  these,  more  hungry,  must  have  something  more — 

The  power  to  bark  and  bite,  to  toss,  and  gore. 

Ah,  how  much  happier  were  good  £sop's  frogs 

Than  we!  for  ours  are  animated  logs. 

With  ponderous  malice  swaying  to  and  fro. 

And  crushing  nations  with  a  stupid  blow, 

All  dully  anxious  to  leave  little  work 

Unto  tlie  revolutionary  stork. 

IX. 
Thrice  bless'd  Verona !  since  the  holy  three 
With  their  imperial  presence  shine  on  thee, 
Honour'd  by  them,  tJiy  treacherous  site  fbiigets 
The  vaunted  tomb  of  «all  the  Cap«lets;i> 
Thy  Scaligers — for  what  was  «  Dog  the  Great,* 
«Can'  Grande>«  (which  I  venture  to  translate) 
To  these  sublimer  pugs?     Thy  poet  too, 
CatulluH,  whose  old  laurels  yield  to  new  ; 
Thine  amphitheatre,  where  Romans  »ate; 
And  Dante's  exile,  slielter'd  by  thy  gate; 
Thy  good  old  man,'  whose  world  was  all  within 
Thy  wall,  nor  knew  the  country  held  him  in : 
Would  that  the  royal  guests  it  girds  about 
Were  so  far  like,  as  never  to  get  out ! 
Ay,  shout!  inscribe!  rear  monuments  of  shame, 
To  tell  oppression  that  tlie  world  is  tame! 
Crowd  to  tlie  theatre  with  loyal  rage — 
The  comedy  is  not  upon  the  stage; 
The  show  is  rich  in  ribboory  and  stars — 
Then  gate  upon  it  through  thy  dungeon  bars; 
Clasp  thy  permitted  palms,  kind  Italy, 
For  thus  much  still  thy  fetter'd  hands  are  free ! 

X. 

Resplendent  sight !  behold  the  coxcomb  czar. 

The  autocrat  of  waltxcs  and  of  war! 

As  eager  for  a  plaudit  as  a  realm, 

And  just  as  fit  for  flirting  as  the  helm ; 

A  Calmuck  beauty  with  i  Cossack  wit. 

And  generous  spirit  when  't  u  not  frost-bit; 

Now  half-dissolving  to  a  liberal  thaw, 

But  liarden'd  back  whene'er  the  morning  's  raw  ; 

With  no  objection  to  true  liberty, 

Except  tliat  it  would  make  the  nations  free. 

How  well  the  imperial  dandy  prates  of  peace,    ^ 

How  ^in,  if  Greeks  would  be  his  slaves,  free  Greece! 

'  The  r^moui  oU  uua  of  Veiuu4.  * 


How  nobly  gave  be  back  tlie  Poles  ch«ir  Dfiel,  \ 

Then  told  pugiucioas  Poland  to  b^  quiet! 

How  kindly  wonld  he  send  the  mild  Ukraine, 

With  all  her  pleasant  pulks,  to  lecture  Spain:  I 

How  royally  show  off  in  prond  Madrid 

His  goodly  person,  from  the  south  long  hid,— 

A  blessing  cheaply  pnrchaiicd,  the  world  knom. 

By  having  MlKovites  for  friends  or  foes. 

Proceed,  thon  namesake  of  great  PhHip's  «on! 

La  Harpe,  thine  Aristotle,  beckons  on ; 

And  that  which  Scytliia  was  to  him  of  yore. 

Find  with  thy  Scythians  on  Iberia's  sliore. 

Yet  think  upou,  thou  somewhat  aged  yoath. 

Thy  predecessor  on  the  banks  of  Pruth: 

Thou  hast  to  aid  thee,  should  his  lot  be  thine. 

Many  an  old  woman,  butnoGatlierine.* 

Spain  too  hath  rocks,  and  riTers,  and  dcBlei — 

The  bear  may  nnj||ntn  the  lion's  tmls. 

Fatal  to  Goths  are*eres*  sunny  fiel& ; 

Thinks't  thou  to  thee  {Vapoleon's  victor  yields? 

better  reclaim  thy  deserts,  turn  thy  swords 

To  ploughshares,  shave  and  wash  thy  Bashkir  boi^ 

Redeem  thy  realms  from  slaTcry  and  the  knoot. 

Than  follow  headlong  in  the  fatal  route. 

To  infejit  the  clime,  whose  skies  aud  laws  are  porr, 

With  thy  foul  legions.     Sp^u  want»  no  manure: 

Her  soil  is  fertile,  but  she  reeds  no  foe ; 

Her  vultures,  too,  were  gorf^ed  not  long  ago: 

And  wouldst  thou  furnish  them  with  fre«ber  prry^ 

Alas!  thou  wilt  not  conquer,  but  purvey. 

1  am  Diogenes,  though  Russ  ao<l  Hun 

Stand  between  mine  and  many  a  myriad's  son; 

But  were  I  not  Diogenes,  I  'd  wamler 

Rather  a  worm  thannic/t  an  Alexander! 

Ue  slaves  who  will,  the  Cynic  sliall  be  free; 

His  tub  hath  tougher  walls  than  Sinop^: 

Stiil  will  he  hold  his  lanthorn  up  to  scan 

The  ^ce  of  monarchs  for  an  «  honest  man.* 

XI. 

And  what  doth  Gaul,  the  all- prolific  land 
Of  ne  plui  ultra  Tltras  and  their  liand 
Of  merceniirii>s?  and  her  noii»y  Chambers, 
Aud  tribune  which  each  orator  first  clamberk 
Before  he  Gnds  a  voice,  and,  when  't  is  found. 
Hears  Mthr  lie>»  echo  for  his  answer  round  ? 
Our  British  Commons  sometimes  dei^n  to  hear; 
A  Gallic  senate  hath  more  tongue  tlian  car; 
Even  Constant,  their  sole  master  of  debate. 
Must  light  next  day,  his  speech  to  vindicate. 
But  this  costs  little  to  trur  Franks,  who  liad  racber 
Combat  than  listen,  were  it  to  their  father. 
Wliat  is  the  simple  standing  of  a  shot. 
To  listeniug  long  aud  interrupting  not? 
Though  this  v^as  not  the  method  of  old  Rome, 
When  Tully  fulmincd  o'er  each  vocal  dome, 
DemosihcueK  has  sanction'd  the  transaction. 
In  saying  eloquence  meant  «  Action,  action!* 

XII. 

But  where  s  the  monarch?  liath  lie  dined?  or  yet 
Groans  beneath  indigestion's  heavy  debt? 

'  Tlio  dcstcriiy  of  CUlhennr  niriucrd  P«tcr  (c«IM  ibr  Or 
coortfiy)  «ben  turrouudcd  by  the  MiMMilmaaft  en  Cb«  l-«aL»  c 
rivt-r  I'lutli. 
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evolutionary  pAtcs  risen, 

rn'd  the  ro^al  entrails  to  a  prison? 

scon  ten  led  movemeuts  iitirrd  the  troops? 

r  uo  nio\cmenlH  foilow'tl  traitorous  soups? 

irhonaro  couks  uot  carbou.idoed 

>iirsv  enou(;h?  or  doctors  dire  dissuaded 

r>u2     Ah!  iu  thy  dejected  looks 

ill 's  treason  in  her  rooks!        ^m 

assic 1  is  it,  canst  thou  say^Ti^ 

le  to  be  the  « 1» 

nuldftt  tliou  le.ivc  calm '•  green  al>ode, 

table  and  Iloratian  ode, 
a  people  who  will  not  be  ruled, 
e  much  rather  to  be  scourged  than  school'd  7 
ine  was  not  the  temper  or  the  taste 
:)iips— the  table  sees  thee  better  placed  : 
Kpicurean,  form'd,atbesl, 
kind  ho«t  and  as  good  a  guest 
of  letters,  and  to  know  by  heart 
f  the  poet's,  all  the  gourmand's  art ; 
ir  always,  now  and  then  a  wit, 
itle  when  digrstion  may  permit — 
to  (;overn  lands  enslaved  or  free; 
it  ^J.s  martyrdom  enough  ipr  thee' 

Xlll. 

thic  Albion  pass  without  a  phrase 

bold  Itriton  in  her  wonted  praise? 

arms — and  George — and  glory  and  the  isles— 

•py  Britain— wealth  and  freedom's  smiles— 

liffs,  tiiat  held  invasion  far  aloof — 

rd  subjects,  nil  alike  tavproof— 

Vellington,  with  eagle  beak  so  curi'd, 

M',  the  liook  where  he  suspends  the  world!* 

terloo — and  trade — and (hiuh  I  not  yet 

1«*  of  imposts  or  of  debt)— — 
T  (enough)  lamented  Castlcrcagh, 
|>en-knife  slit  a  goose-quill  t  other  day — 
lots  who  have  wMther'd  every  storm, — 
not  even  for  rhyme's  sake,  name  reform). » 
e  the  themes  thus  sung  so  oft  before, 
s  we  need  not  sing  them  any  more; 
u  so  many  volumes  far  and  near, 
no  occasion  you  should  find  them  here, 
^tiling  may  remain,  perchance,  to  chime 
tson,  and,  what  's  stranger  still,  vthh  rhyme; 
s  thy  genius.  Canning!  may  permit, 
ed  a  statesman,  still  wps  bom  a  wit, 
er,  even  in  that  dull  house,  couldst  tame 
ivt-nd  pro»c  thine  own  poetic  flame; 
our  host,  our  only  orator, 
lu  praise  thee— Tories  do  no  more, 
so  much; — they  hate  thee,  m>in,  because 
ii  less  upholds  them  than  it  awes. — 
rids  \>\l\  gather  to  their  huntsman's  hollo, 
ere  he  leads,  the  duteous  pack  will  follow : 
for  love  mistake  their  yelling  cry, 
Ip  for  game  is  not  an  eulogy ; 
hful  far  ilian  the  four-footed  pack, 
IS  !>ceni  would  lure  the  bipeds  back. 
ih*-girths  are  not  yet  quite  secure, 
1  stallion's  feel  extremely  sure; 

'    •  Na*o  (UfpcDdit  aduBco.*  — Iloa«ci. 
uo  4|i|)li«s    ii  lo  uiM  «lio  laeroli  ««•  ioipcri««i(  to  tut  •€• 


The  unwieldy  old  white  horse  is  w|^  mk 
To  stumble,  kick,  ami  now  and  tftn  stiAl 
With  his  great  self  and  rider  in  the  mud; 
,  But  what  of  that?  tlie  animal  shows  blood. 

J  ^'^• 

flAlas,  the  country! — how  shall  tongue  or  pen 

'SBewail  her  now  uncouutry  gentlemen?— 

T'he  last  to  bid  the  cry  of  warfare  cease. 

The  Grst  to  make  a  malady  of  pea«-e. 

For  what  were  all  these  country  patriots  bom  ? 

To  hunt  and  vote,  and  raise  the  price  of  corn? 

But  corn,  Hke  every  mortal  thing,  must  fall — 

Kings,  conquerors,  and  markets  most  of  all. 

And  must  ye  ^11  with  every  ear  of  grain? 

Why  would  you  irouble  Buonaparte's  reign? 

He  was  your  great  Triptolenms;  his  vices 

Destroy 'd  but  realms,  and  still  maintain'd  your  prices; 

lie  amplified,  to  every  lord's  content, 

The  grand  agrarian  alcbymy — high  rent 

Why  did  the  Tyrant  stumble  on  the  Tartars, 

And  lower  wheal  to  sucli.  desponding  quarters? 

Why  did  you  chain  him  on  yon  isle  so  lone? 

The  man  was  worth  much  more  upon  his  throne. 

True,  blood  and  treasure  boundlessly  were  spilt, 

But  what  of  that?  the  Gaul  may  bear  the  guilt; 

But  bread  was  high,  the  farmer  paid  his  way, 

And  acres  told  upon  the  appointed  day. 

But  where  is  now  the  goodly  audit  ale  ? 

The  purse-proud  tenant  never  known  to  (ail  ? 

The  farm  which  never  yet  was  left  on  liand? 

The  marsh  recliim'd  to  most  improving  land? 

The  impatient  hofie  of  the  expiring  lease? 

The  doubling  rental?     What  an  evil  's  peace! 

In  vain  the  prize  excites  the  ploughouui's  skill. 

In  vain  the  Commons  pass  their  patriot  bill; 

The  landed  interett — (you  may  understand 

The  phnise  much  better  leaving  out  the  land) — 

The  land's  self-interest  groans  from  sliore  to  shore. 

For  fear  that  plenty  should  attain  the  poor. 

l-pl  up  again!  ye  rents,  exalt  your  notes,  / 

Or  else  the  ministry  will  lose  their  votes. 

And  patriotism,  so  delicately  nice. 

Her  loaves  will  lower  to  the  market  price; 

For  ah!  «  the  loaves  and  fishes,ii  once  so  high, 

Are  gone^their  oven  closed,  their  ocean  dry; 

And  nought  remains  of  all  the  millions  spent, 

Excepting  to  grow  moderate  and  content. 

They  who  ar^ot  so  had  their  turn — and  tnm 

About  still  flows  from  fortune's  equal  urn ; 

Now  let  their  virtue  be  its  own  reward. 

And  share  the  blessings  which  themselves  prepared. 

Sec  these  inglorious  Cincinnati  swarm. 

Farmers  of  war,  dictators  of  tlie  farm  ! 

Their  ploughshare  was  the  sword  in  hireling  hands. 

Their  fields  manured  by  gore  of  other  lands; 

Safie  in  their  bams,  these  Sabine  tillers  sent 

Their  brethren  out  to  battle — why?  for  rent! 

Year  after  year  they  voted  cent,  per  ceut. 

Blood,  sweat,  and  tear-wrung  millions — why  ?  for  rent ! 

They  roar'd,  they  dined,  they  drank,   tlicy  swore  they 

meant 

To  die  for  England— why  then  live?  fur  rent! 

The  peace  lias  made  one  general  malcontent 

Of  these  high-market  patriou;  war  was  rent! 

Their  lo\e  of  country,  millions  all  mis-spent. 
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VII. 

Let 's  skip  a  lew  short  yean  of  hollow  peace. 
Which  peopled  earth  no  better,  hell  as  wont. 

And  heaven  none — they  form  the  tyrant's  lease, 
With  nothing  hut  new  names  inscribed  upon 't; 

T  will  one  day  finish :  meantime  tliey  increase, 

M  With  seven  heads  and  ten  horns,**  and  all  in  front. 

Like  Saint  John's  foretold  beasts ;  but  ours  are  bora 

Less  formidable  in  the  head  than  horn. 

I  vin.        ♦ 

In  Ae  first  year  of  freedom's  necond  dawn      % 
Died  Geoqjc  the  Third;  although  no  tyrant,  one  * 

Who  shielded  tyrants,  till  each  sense  withdrawn 
Left  him  nor  mental  nor  external  sun: 

A  better  farmer  ne'er  hrush'd  dew  from  lawn, 
A  worse  king  never  left  a  realm  undone! 

He  died — but  left  his  subjects  still  behind. 

One  half  as  mad — and  t'  othtcJM  less  bhnd. 


m 


I 

He  died!— his  death  made  no  great  stir  on  earth; 

His  burial  made  some  pomp;  there  was  profusion 
Of  velvet,  gilding,  brass,  and  no  great  dearth 

Of  aught  but  tears — save  those  shed  by  collusion ; 
For  these  things  may  be  bought  at  their  troe  worth: 

Of  elegy  there  was  the  due  infusion — 
Bought  also ;  and  the  torches,  cloaks,  and  banners, 
Heralds,  and  relics  of  old  Gotliic  manners, 

X. 

Form'd  a  sepulchral  melo-drame.    Of  all 

The  fools  who  tlock'd  to  swell  or  see  the  show. 

Who  cared  about  the  corpse?    The  funeral^ 
Made  the  attraction,  and  the  black  the  woe. 

There  llirobb'd  not  there  a  thought  which  pierced  the  pall: 
And  when  the  goi^eous  coffin  was  laid  low, 

It^m'd  the  mockery  of  hell  to  fold 

The  rotteuLess  of  eighty  years  in  gold. 

XL 
So  mix  his  liody  with  the  dust!     (t  might 

Return  to  what  it  must  far  sooner,  were 
The  natural  compound  left  alone  to  fight 

Its  way  back  into  earih,  and  fire,  and  air; 
But  the  uunaiural  balsams  merely  blight 

What  nature  made  him  at  his  birth,  as  bare 
As  the  mere  million's  base  unmummied  <;lay — 
Yet  all  his  spices  but  prolong  decay. 

XIL 
He's  dead — and  upper  earth  with  him  has  done: 

He  's  buried;  mivc  the  undertaker's  bill. 
Or  lapidary  scrawl,  the  world  is  gone 

For  him,  unless  he  left  a  German  will ; 
But  where  's  the  proctor  who  will  ask  his  son? 

In  whom  his  qualities  are  rcignlng^till. 
Except  that  household  virtue,  most  uncommon, 
Of  constancy  to  a  bad  ugly  woman. 

XHI. 
«  God  save  the  king!*     It  is  a  large  economy 

In  God  to  save  the  like ;  but  if  he  will 
Be  saving,  all  the  better;  for  not  one  am  I 

Of  those  who  think  damnation  better  still: 
I  hardly  know  too  if  not  quite  nione  am  I 

In  this  small  hope  of  bettering  future  ill 
By  circumscribing,  with  some  slight  restriction. 
The  eternity  of  hell's  hot  jurisdiction. 


•  xnr. 

I  know  this  is  luipopular ;  I  know 

T  is  blasphemous ;  I  know  one  may  be  daaa'i 
For  hoping  no  one  elAe  may  e'er  be  so; 

I  know  my  catechism ;   I  kno^  we  are  mm'i 
With  the  best  doctrines  till  we  quite  o'erflov; 

I  know  that  all  save  England's  chnrrb  hm 
And  that  the  otiier  twice  two  hundred  chnrete 
And  synafogues  have  made  a  damn'd  bad  par4a& 

XV. 

God  help  us  all !  God  help  me,  too !  1  am, 
God  knows,  as  helpless  as  the  devil  ran  vriu. 

And  not  a  whit  more  difficult  to  damn 
Than  is  to  bring  to  land  a  late-hook'd  fish. 

Or  to  the  butcher  to  purvey  the  lamb; 
Not  that  I  'm  fit  for  jHch  a  noble  dish 

As  one  day  will  be  tha^PBmorta]  fry 

Of  almost  every  body  bom  to  die. 

XVI. 

Saint  Peter  sat  by  tlie  celestial  gate. 

And  nodded  o'er  his  keys:  when  lo!  therr  ami 

A  wondrous  noise  lie  had  not  heard  of  late— 
A  rushing  sound  of  wind,  and  stream,  anJ  ibw. 

In  short,  a  roar  of  tilings  extremely  great. 

Which  would  have  made  aught  save  a  sjintfsdai 

But  he,  vrith  first  a  start  and  then  a  viiok. 

Said,  M  There  's  another  star  gone  out,  I  think !« 

XVII. 
But  ere  he  could  return  to  his  repose, 

A  cherub  flapp'd  his  right  wing  o'er  his  eyrs^ 
At  which  Saint  Peter  yawn'd,  and  rubb'J  hit  n«te; 

u  Saint  porter,»  said  the  angel,  «  prithee  rivrU 
Waving  a  goodly  wing,  which  glow'd.  as  glovrn 

An  earthly  peacock's  tail,  with  heavenly  djfs: 
To  which  the  saint  replied,  «<  Well,  what's  the  mam 
Is  Lucifer  come  back  with  all  this  clatter?* 

x\7n. 

u  No,»  quoth  the  cherub  ;  «  George  the  Third  K^ai 
«  And  who  is  George  the  Third  7»  replied  ibf  apM 

«  ffhat  George?  what  Thirdim  a  The  King  of  Lagfad 
said 

The  angel,     m  Well!  he  won't  find  kings  lojosik 

Him  on  his  v^-ay  ;  but  docs  he  wear  his  headT 
Bcciiuse  the  —  we  saw  here  had  a  tussle. 

And  neVr  \touId  have  got  into  Iledveu's  good  jrifs. 

Had  be  not  fluug  his  head  in  all  our  laces. 

*  XIX. 

«  He  was,  if  I  remember,  king  of : 

That  head  of  his,  which  could  not  keep  a  cro«B 

Ou  earth,  ye^ventured  in  my  face  to  advance 
A  claim  to  tho.se  of  martyrs — like  my  own: 

If  I  li.id  had  my  sword,  as  I  had  once 

Wlien  I  cut  cars  off,  I  had  cut  him  down; 

Rut  having  but  my  keys,  aud  not  my  brand. 

1  only  knock'd  liisliead  from  out  his  hand. 

XX. 

u  Antl  then  he  set  up  such  a  headless  howl 
That  all  the  saints  came  out  and  took  him  ia; 

And  there  he  sits  by  Saint  Paul,  cheek  by  jovl; 
That  fellow,  Paul— the  parvenu!     The  skin 

Of  Saint  Bartholomew,  which  makes  his  cowl 
In  heaven,  and  upon  earth  redeem'd  his  sin 

So  as  to  make  a  martyr,  never  sped 

Better  than  did  this  weak  and  wooden  head. 
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XXI. 

Ii.id  it  come  up  here  upon  iu  shonldere, 
rf>  would  linve  hccn  n  diffrrrnt  tale  to  tell: 
llow-frelinf;  in  tlio  saints  koliolders 
ns  to  have  acted  ou  them  like  a  Kpell, 
t  this  \orv  foolish  he.id  lleaTca  toldere 
(.  on  ii<«  trunk :  it  mny  be  very  veil, 
rni«  the  custom  here  to  overthrov 
ver  has  been  wisely  done  below.n 

XXII. 

if;p|  nnswer'd,  «  Peter !  do  not  pout ; 
kin(];  who  comes  has  head  and  all  entire, 
i\cr  knew  much  what  it  was  about — 
lilt  as  doth  the  puppet— by  its  wire, 
ill  br  jud{{ed  like  all  tlie  rest,  no  doubt: 
l)aNincs>  and  your  own  it  Hot  to  inquire 
ich  matters,  but  to  mind  our  cue- 
is  to  act  as  we  are  bid  to  do.» 

XXIII. 

thus  they  spake,  the  an(;elic  caravan, 

vin;;  like  a  rush  of  mi^'hty  wind, 

1;;  the  fields  of  spuce,  as  doth  tlie  swan 

ic  silver  stream  fsay  Gan^^es,  Nile,  orlndf, 

;iiiii>s,  or  Tweed),  and  midst  them  an  old  man 

li  an  old  soul,  and  both  extremely  blind, 

before  the  (jate,  and  iu  his  shroud 

their  fellow-traveller  on  a  cloud. 

XXIV. 

ringing  up  the  rear  of  this  bright  host, 

>irit  of  a  different  aspect  waved 

affi.  like  thunder-i*louds  alK>ve  some  coast 

)se  barren  beach  with  frequent  wrecks  is  paved; 

ow  was  like  the  deep  when  tempett-tost ; 

ee  and  unf.ithom.ible  thoughts  engraved 

I  wr.itli  ou  his  immort:il  fatr, 

here  he  gaxe<l  a' gloom  pervaded  space. 

XXV. 

drew  near,  he  gaze<l  upon  the  gate, 
r  to  be  eutcr'd  more  by  him  or  sin, 
.U'li  a  glance  of  supernatural  hate, 
n.iilr  Saint  Peter  wish  himnelf  within  ; 
trni  with  his  keys  at  a  great  rate, 
swratcil  through  his  apostolic  skin: 
rse  his  fxTspiration  was  but  ichor, 
le  such  other  spiritual  liquor.  * 

XXVI. 

ry  (henilK  huddled  altogether, 
'  liinls  when  soars  the  falcon;  and  they  felt 
ling  !•»  the  tip  of  every  fi-ather, 
fonn'tl  a  circle,  like  Orion's  belt, 
(I  tlu'ir  poor  oltl  cliarge,  whc»  vrarce  knew  whither 
;iiards  hail  led  him.  though  they  gently  dealt 
oval  manes  'for,  by  many  stories, 
ue,  we  learn  the  angels  all  are  Tories). 

XXVII. 

rigs  were  iu  this  ptisture,  the  gate  flew 

adcr,  and  the  flashing  of  its  hinges 

o«er  »p.ice  an  uni>ers^il  hue 

nany-c(dour'd  tiaine.  until  its  tinges 

d  even  our  speck  of  esirih,  aud  made  a  new 

nra  borealis  spread  its  fringes 

le  North  Polo;  ihe  Mme  si'eii,  when  ice-bound, 

ttain  Parry's  crews,  in  u  Mehillc's  Sound.* 


XXVIII. 

And  from  tlie  gate  thrown  open  itaaed  beaming 

A  beautiful  and  mighty  thing  of  light. 
Radiant  with  glory,  like  a  banner  streaming 

Victorious  from  some  world-o'erthrowing  fight : 
My  |M>or  comparison  must  nee«ls  be  teeming 

With  earthly  hkenesses,  for  here  the  night 
Of  clay  obscures  our  best  conceptions,  saving 
Johanna  8oulhcQ|s,  or  Bob  Soutliey  rating. 

XXIX. 

T  was  the  archangel  Michael :  all  men  know 
The  make  of  angels  and  archangels,  since 

There  's  scarce  a  scribbler  has  not  one  to  show, 
From  the  Benils'  leader  to  the  angels'  prince. 

There  also  are  some  altar>pieces,  though 
I  really  can't  say  that  they  much  evince 

One  's  inner  notioiu  of  immortal  spirits; 

But  let  the  connoisseurs kplain  tiieir  merits. 

xXX. 

Michael  flevr  forth  in  glory  aud  in  good ; 

A  goodly  work  of  him  from  whom  all  glory 
And  gootl;irise  ;  the  portal  pass'd — he  stood; 

Before  him  the  young  cherubs  and  saint  hoary 
(I  say^ntin^,  begging  to  be  understood 

Uy  looks,  not  years ;  and  sliouki  be  very  sorry 
To  state,  they  were  not  older  than  Saint  Peter, 
But  merely  that  tliey  seem'd  a  little  sweeter). 

XXXI. 

Tlie  cherubs  and  the  saint  bow'd  down  before 

Tliat  arch-angelic  hierarch,  the  first 
Of  ess(>nces  angelical,  who  wore 

The  aspect  of  a  god;  but  this  ne'er  nursed 
Pride  in  his  heavenly  bosom,  in  whose  core 

No  thought,  s.i\c  for  his  Maker's  service,  durst 
Intrude,  howe\er  glorified  aud  high; 
He  knew  him  but  tlie  viceroy  of  the  sky. 

XXXII. 

He  and  the  sombre  silent  spirit  met— 
They  knew  each  other  both  for  good  and  ill; 

Such  was  their  power,  that  ueitlier  could  forget 
His  former  friend  and  future  foe,  but  still 

There  was  a  high,  immortal,  proud  regret 
In  cither's  cyi*.  as  if  t  were  less  their  will 

Thau  destiny  to  make  the  eteniul  years 

Their  date  of  war,  and  their  w  CJiauip  Closn  the  spheres. 

X.XXIII. 

But  here  they  were  in  neutral  space :  we  know 
From  Job,  that  Saihan  hath  the  power  to  pay 

A  heavenly  visit  thrice  a  year  or  so  ; 

And  that  «  the  sons  of  (tod.n  like  those  of  clay, 

Musi  keep  him  company ;  and  we  might  show. 
From  the  same  l>ook,  in  how  polite  a  way 

The  dialogue  is  ht-ld  between  the  powers 

Of  good  aud  evil — but 't  wouhl  take  up  hours. 

XXXIV. 

And  this  is  not  a  theologic  tract. 
To  prove  with  Hebrew  and  wilh  Arabic 

If  Job  lie  alle;;ory  or  a  fact. 

But  a  true  oarrati\e;  aud  flius  I  pick 

From  out  the  whole  but  such  and  such  an  act 
As  sets  aside  the  slightest  thought  of  trick. 

T  is  every  tittle  true,  beyond  suspicion, 

And  accurate  as  any  other  vision. 

(it 
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XXXV. 

The  spirits  vere  in  neutral  space,  before 

Tlie  Q-dte  of  heaven ;  Uke  eastern  thresholds  is 

The  place  where  death's  grand  cause  'm  argued  o'er. 
And  souls  dispatched  to  that  world  or  to  this; 

And  therefore  Michael  and  the  other  wore 
A  civil  aspect :  though  they  did  not  kiss. 

Yet  still  between  his  Darkness  and  his  Brightness 

There  pass'd  a  mutual  glance  of  gr«a| politeness. 

XXXVI. 

The  archangel  bow'd,  not  like  a  modem  beau. 

But  with  a  graceful  Oriental  bend. 
Pressing  one  radiant  arm  just  where  below 

The  heart  in  good  men  i.s  supposed  to  tend. 
He  turn'd  as  to  an  equal,  not  too  low, 

But  kindly;  Sathan  met  his  ancient  friend 
With  more  hauteur,  as  might  an  old  CastiHan 
Poor  noble  meet  a  mushrooiflMUi  ci^iilian. 


XXX 

He  merely  bent  bis  diabolic  brow 

An  instant ;  and  then,  raising  it,  he  stood 

In  act  to  assert  his  right  or  wrong,  and  show 
Cause  why  King  George  by  no  means  could  or  should 

Make  out  a  case  to  be  exempt  from  woe 
Eternal,  more  than  otlier  kings  endued 

With  better  sense  and  hearts,  whom  history  mentions, 

Who  long  have  «  paved  hell  witli  iheir  good  intentions.!* 

XXXVIII. 

Michael  began :  «  What  wouldst  thou  with  this  man. 
Now  dead,  and  brought  before  the  Lord?  What  ill 

Hath  he  wrought  sture  his  mortal  race  began. 

That  thou  canst  claim  him  ?  Speak  !  and  do  thy  will, 

If  it  be  just:  if  in  this  earthly  span 
He  hath  been  greatly  failing  to  fulfil 

His  duties,  as  a  king  and  mortal,  say, 

And  bo  is  thine  ;  if  not,  let  him  have  way.» 

XXXIX. 

*<  Michael  !»  replied  the  prince  of  air,  «even  hero, 
Before  the  gate  of  Him  thou  ««rvest,  must 

I  claim  my  subject ;  and  will  make  appear 
That  as  he  was  faiy  worshipper  in  dust, 

So  shall  he  be  in  spirit,  although  dear 

To  thee  and  thine,  because  nor  wine  nor  lust 

Were  of  his  weaknesses!  yet  on  the  throne 

He  reign'd  o'er  millions  to  serve  mc  alone. 

XL. 
M  Look  to  our  earth,  or  rather  mine ,-  it  was 

Once,  more  thy  Masters  :  but  I  triumph  not 
In  this  poor  planet's  conquest,  nor,  alas ! 

Need  he  thou  servct»t  envy  me  my  lot : 
With  all  the  myriads  of  bright  worlds  which  pa<!^   ' 

In  worship  round  him,  he  may  have  forgot 
Yon  weak  creation  of  such  paltry  things; 
1  think  few  worth  damnation  save  their  kings, 

XLL 

j   u  And  these  but  as  a  kind  of  quit-rent,  to 

Assert  my  right  as  lord;  and  even  had 
!    I  such  an  inclination,  t  were  (as  you 

Wfll  know)  suprrlluous  ;  tJicy  arc  grown  sd  had, 
I   That  hell  h:is  nothing  better  left  to  do 
I       Than  leave  tlieui  to  iliemselves:  so  much  more  mad 
Anil  evil  he  iheir  own  internal  curse, 
lIoaNcn  c.iniiot  m.ikc  them  better,  nor  I  worse. 


XUI. 

tf  Look  to  the  earth,  I  said,  and  say  a^ain : 
W^hen  tliis  old,  blind,  mad,  helpless,  wcak.posrmn 

Began  in  youth's  first  bloom  and  flush  lo  rei^ 
The  world  and  be  both  wore  a  different  form. 

And  much  of  earth  and  all  the  watery  plain 
Of  ocean  call'd  him  kia^  :   throuab  many  a  ^sra 

His  isles  liad  floatad  on  the  aby»  of  tine ; 

For  the  rough  virtues  ehose  them  for  che'u-  chiae. 

XLin. 

«  He  came  to  his  sceptre,  young;  he  leaves  it,  old: 
Look  to  the  state  in  which  he  found  hi«  mJa, 

And  left  it ;  and  bis  annals,  too,  beliold. 
How  to  a  minion  first  he  gare  the  helm ; 

How  grew  upon  his  heart  a  thirst  for  gold. 
The  beggar's  vice,  wliieh  can  but  OTcrwhirlni 

The  meanest  hearts;  and,  for  the  re^,  but  glioee 

Thine  eye  along  America  and  France  ! 

XLIV. 

«  T  is  true,  be  was  a  tool  from  first  to  last 
([  have  the  workmen  safe)  ;  but  as  a  tool 

So  let  him  be  consumed  !      From  out  the  past 
Of  ages,  since  mankind  have  known  the  mk 

Of  monarchs — from  the  bloody  rolls  amass'd 
Of  sin  and  slaughter — from  the  Canar  »  ^school 

Take  the  worst  pupil,  and  produce  a  reign 

More  drench'd  with  gore,  more  cumher'd  with iW  da 

XLY- 

«  He  ever  warr'd  with  fireedom  and  the  free: 
Nations  as  men,  home  subjects,  foreign  foes. 

So  that  they  utter'd  the  word  *  Liberty !' 

Foimd  George  the  Third  their  first  opponent.  Vka 

History  was  ever  stain'd  as  his  will  b^ 
With  national  and  individual  wocsl 

I  grant  his  household  abslinence ;  1  grant 

His  neutral  virtues,  which  most  monarchs  vrant; 

XLVI. 

u  I  know  he  was  a  constant  consort ;  ovni 
He  was  a  decent  sire,  aud  middling  lord. 

All  this  is  much,  and  most  upon  a  throne ; 
As  temperance,  if  at  Apicitis'  board. 

Is  more  than  at  an  anchorite's  supper  shown. 
1  grant  Iiim  all  the  kindest  can  accord; 

And  this  was  well  for  him,  but  not  for  those 

MillioiA  who  found  him  wliat  oppression  cho«. 

XLVIT. 
The  now  world  shook  him  off;  the  old  yef  groans 

Beneath  what  he  and  hts  prepared,  if  not 
Completed:  he  loaves  heirs  on  many  throne< 

To  all  his  vices,  without  what  begot 
Compassion  for  him — his  tame  virturs;  drones 

Who  sleep,  or  despots  who  have  now  for^^ot 
A  lesson  which  shall  be  re-t:tught  them,  wake 
Upon  the  throne  of  earth  ;  but  let  them  quake! 

XLVIII. 

«  Five  millions  of  the  primitive,  who  hold 

The  faith  which  makes  ye  great  on  cartli,  impW* 

A  part  of  that  vast  all  titcy  hchl  of  oUl, 

IVcedom  to  worship — not  alouc  vour  Lord, 

Michael,  but  yon,  and  you.  Saint  Peier!  Cold 
Must  be  your  souls,  if  you  have  not  nbliorr'<l 

The  foe  lo  Catholic  participation 

hi  all  the  license  of  a  Christian  nation.  * 
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XLIX. 

;_  1^   «  True !  lie  ;illow\l  tlM>m  to  pray  God ;  but,  as 
A  ('oii<i>i|iifiirr  of  prayer,  refused  the  law 
Wliicii  >A«mUI  lia\e  placed  them  upou  the  xame  bane 
With  tlio^'  who  did  not  hold  the  naints  io  awc.n 
But  hirt-  S»iut  Peter  siurt(>d  from  his  place. 

And  »-ricil,  .<  You  may  the  priiMuer  withdraw: 
Ere  llc.itcn  sh.ill  ope  her  portaU  to  thitt  Guelf, 
While  I  am  (;u.ird,  may  I  be  damo'd  myself! 

L. 

M  Sooner  will  I  with  G^pfbeAs  eichaage 

}Ay  of fice  ,  ;md\is  is  uo  sinecure) 
Thau  s4-e  this  royal  ilc<llam  hijpt  ran(;c 

The  aiure  fieUU  of  heaven,  of  that  l>e  sure  !» 
«  Sainl  !»  replied  Saliian,  «  you  do  irell  to  avenge 

The  wrou)><  he  made  your  satellites  endure; 
And  if  to  thi^  excluin(;e  you  should  be  given. 
I  'II  try  to  COAX  our  Orheriu  up  to  liea^en.n 

LI. 
Here  Michael  interposed:  wGood  saint!  ami  devil ! 
Pr.iy  not  so  fast  :  you  both  out-run  discretion. 
-'      Slim  iVier!  you  were  wout  to  be  moreei^il: 

Siith  111 !  excuse  this  warmth  of  his  expression. 
Ami  roiitlesreiisioii  (o  the  \iil|pr's  level  : 

Kven  saints  sometimes  forget  tliemselves  in  session. 
Have  you  yui  more  to  say  ?«•— «  No!»— «  If  you  please, 
I  11  trouble  yuu  to  call  your  witnesses.* 

LII. 

Then  S;ithan  turu'd  and  wflred  his  swarthy  baud, 

Whirh  siirr'd  tvilh  itt  electric  qualities 
Chtutis  farther  off  than  we  can  understand, 

Alilioii(;|i  we  tind  him  sometimes  in  our  skies  ; 
Infernal  tliuii.ler  ^liook  both  sea  and  laud 

In  all  Che  pl.iuets,  and  hell's  iMtteries 
L«'t  off  the  artillery,  which  Milton  mention* 
Ah  one  of  S:ithan's  mo4t  sublime  inveotioos. 

Llll. 

This  was  a  si|;n.il  unto  such  damn'd  souls 

As  iiiv^  the  pri\ile|;c  of  their  damnation 
Evieiiilrii  f.ti-  hevoiiil  the  mere  controls 

of  wnrliU  p.i'^t.  presi'nt,  or  to  come;  no  station 
Is  ilieir-^  p.irlieiilarly  in  the  rolU 
I       ()l  lull  as^ign'd  ;  but  where  their  inclination 
'   ( ir  [)ii>ine>H  carries  them  in  search  of  game, 
I   They  may  r.iuje  freely — being  damn'd  the  samt. 

j  UV. 

j  Tluv  are  proud  of  this— as  very  well  they  may, 

It  beini;  a  sort  of  knighthood,  or  gilt  key 
I   Stuck  III  their  loin<  ;  or  like  to  au  «  entree* 
I  *     I  |>  the  back  stairs,  or  such  free- mason ry : 
;   I  iMiriow  mv  coin]Kiriu)us  from  clay, 

Iteii';;  el.iv  myS4'lf.     Let  not  those  i^pirits  be 
Offeinieil  with  sii-h  ba<ve  low  likenesses; 
We  know  their  posts  arc  nobler  far  than  thesi'. 

LV. 

Wlu-n  the  i;n'at  «.ignal  ran  from  heaven  to  hell, — 
Alioiil  tell  milliiiM  times  the  distance  reckon'd 

From  our  Min  ti»  'n<  earth,  as  we  ran  tell 

llfiw  iiiiii-h  lime  it  tikes  up.  e>eii  to  a  second. 

For  every  rav  tliit  tni\els  to  dispel 

The  fi>i;N  of  Limdon  ;  through  uhich,  dimly  l>eacon'il,  \ 

Till'  wiMtlie  II  nrks  are  }'ilt,  some  thrice  a  year. 

If  that  the  «uiNiiier  is  not  too  >evere  : — 


LVI. 


I  say  that  I  can  tell^'t  was  half  a  minute; 

I  know  the  solar  beams  take  up  more  time 
Ere,  |iack*d  up'for  their  journey,  they  l>egin  it; 

Hut  then  their  telegraph  is  less  sublime. 
And  if  they  ran  a  race,  they  would  not  win  it 

'(■aiust  Sathau's  couriers  bound  for  their  own  clime. 
The  sun  takes  up  some  years  for  every  r.iy 
To  re.ic'i  its  goal— ibe  dirvil  not  half  a  day. 

IML 

Upon  the  verge  of  space,  about  the  siie 
Of  hftlf-a-crown,  a  little  sjteck  appear  d  * 

(I  '\e  seen  a  something  like  it  io  the  skies 
In  the  iKgean,  ere  a  squall)  ;  it  oear'd, 

And,  growing  bigger,  took  another  guise; 
Like  au  aerial  ship  it  tackd,  and  steer'd 

Or  tctit  sttvr'd  (I  am  doubtful  of  the  grammar 

Of  the  last  phrase,  wbieh  makes  tlie  stanxa  stammer;— 

LVilL 

Hut  take  your  choice) ;  and  ihea  it  grew  a  cloud, 

Auil  so  it  vias — a  cloud  of  witnesses. 
But  such  a  cloud  !     No  lan<i  e'er  saw  a  crowd 

<  If  locusts  numerous  as  the  heavens  saw  these  ; 
They  shadow' d  viith  their  myriads  space  ;  their  loud 

AntlvariiHl  cries  were  like  those  of  wild-geese 
(If  narions  may  Im'  likeu'd  to  a  goose\ 
.\ud  realized  the  phrase  of  «  hell  broke  loose.* 

LIX. 
Here  crasli'd  a  sturdy  oath  of  stout  John  Bull, 

Who  iamn'd  away  his  eyes,  as  heretofore  : 
There  Paddy  broj^ieit  wbyJasUs!* — «  What's  your  wull?» 

The  temperate  Scot  esclaim'<I :  the  French  ghost  swore 
III  certain  term^  I  shan't  translate  in  full, 

.\s  the  tirst  coachman  will ;  an«l  'midst  the  war 
The  voii-e  of  Joiiailian  was  hesml  to  express, 
«(  Our  Prcsiilcnt  is  going  to  war,  1  guess. •» 

LX. 

l{4-sidc!^  there  were  the  Spaniard,  Dutch,  and  Dane ; 

In  short,  an  universal  shoal  of  shades 
From  Otaheite's  Isle  to  Silisbury  Plain. 

Of  all  climes  and  professions,  yesirs  and  trades, 
Ue.iily  to  swear  against  the  good  king's  reign, 

I'litter  as  clubs  in  cards  are  against  spades: 
All  siimmon'ii  by  this  grand  Msubpopna,*  to 
Try  if  kinjs  may  n't  be  damn'd,  like  me  or  you. 

LXI. 

When  Michael  saw  this  host,  he  first  grew  pale. 
As  au:;el.s  cm;  next. like  Italian  twilight, 

lie  turiid  all  colours — is  a  peacock's  tail, 

Or  suiiM^t  .streiming  through  a  (k>thic  skylight 

In  some  old  abljey,  or  a  trout  not  stale. 

Or  disMnt  li(;titning  on  the  horixon  hy  night. 

Or  a  fresh  rainbow,  or  a  grand  review 

Of  thirty  regimentf*  in  red,  green,  and  blue. 

I.XII. 

Then  he  address'd  himself  to  S.ithan  :  •«  Why — 
Mv  good  old  friend,  for  such  I  deem  you,  though 

(hir  different  parties  make  us  fight  so  shy, 
I  ne'er  misiake  you  for  a  prrmnal  foe; 

Ourdilfcreiice  is  poUticaL  and  I 

Trust  ili:*t,  whatever  may  occur  Im'Iow. 

You  know  my  great  respect  for  you ;  and  this 

Makes  me  regret  vihate'er  you  do  amiss— 
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Lxin. 

«  Why,  my  dear  Lucifer,  vould  you  abuM 
My  call  for  witaemet?     I  did  not  mean 

That  you  should  half  of;eartli  and  lieil  |>rodace; 
T  is  even  superfluous,  since  (wo  honest,  clean 

True  testimonies  are  enough  :  ve  lose 
Our  time,  nay,  our  eternity,  between 

The  accusation  and  defence :  if  we 

Hear  both,  't  will  stretch  our  immortality.* 

LXIV. 
Satban  replied,  «  To  me  tlie  matter  is 

Iriiiffercnt,  in  a  personal  point  of  view :  f 

1  can  have  fifty  better  souls  than  this 

With  for  lc6S  (rouble  than  we  have  gone  througb 
Already ;  and^l  merely  argued  his 

Late  Majesty  of  Britain's  case  with  you 
Upon  a  point  of  form:  you  may  dispose 
Of  him;  I  've  kings  enough  below,  God  knows !» 

LXV. 
Thus  spoke  tlie  demon  (Ute  calfd  «  multi  faced* 

By  multo-scribbling  Sou(hcy).     «  Then  we  '11  call 
One  or  two  persons  of  the  myriads  placed 

Around  our  congress,  and  dispense  with  all 
The  rest,M  quoth  Michael :  «  Whd  may  be  so  graced 

As  to  speak  first?  there  '&  choice  enough — who  shall 
It  be?*     Then  Sathan  answcr'd,  «  There  are  many  ; 
But  you  may  chuse  Jack  Wilkes  as  well  as  any.» 

LX\n. 
A  merry,  cock-eyed,  curious  looking  sprite 

Upon  the  instant  started  from  the  throng, 
Dreis'd  in  a  foshion  now  forgotten  quite ; 

For  all  the  fashions  of  the  flesh  stick  long 
By  people  in  the  next  world ;  where  unite 

All  the  costumes  since  Adam's  right  or  wrong, 
From  Eve's  fig-leaf  down  to  the  petticoat. 
Almost  as  scanty,  of  days  less  remote. 

LXVII. 
The  spirit  look'd  around  upon  the  crowds 

Assembled,  and  exclaim'd,  u  My  friends  of  all 
The  spheres,  we  shall  catch  cold  amongst  these  clouds ; 

So  let 's  to  business :  why  (his  general  call  ? 
If  tliose  are  freeholders  I  see  in  shrouds. 

And  't  is  for  au  election  that  they  bawl. 
Behold  a  candidate  with  untum'd-coat ! 
Saint  Peter,  may  I  count  upon  your  vo(e?» 

LXVIII. 

M  Sir,iii  replied  Michael,  «  you  mistake  :  tliese  things 

Are  of  a  former  life,  and  what  we  do 
Above  U  more  august ;  to  judge  of  kings 

Is  the  tribunal  met;  so  now  you  know.n 
M  Then  I  presume  those  gentlemen  with  wings, » 

Said  Wilkes,  «  are  cherubs;  and  that  soul  below 
Looks  much  like  George  the  Third ;  but  to  my  mind 
A  good  deal  older — Bless  me  !  is  he  blind  ?» 

LXIX. 

•I  He  is  what  you  behold  him,  and  his  doom 
Depends  upon  his  deeds.M  the  angel  said. 

M  If  you  have  aught  to  arraign  in  him/  the  tomb 
Gives  license  to  the  humblest  beggar's  head 

To  lift  itself  against  the  loftie.st.» — «  Some,n 

Said  Wilkes,  u  don't  wait  to  see  them  laid  in  lead. 

For  such  a  liberty — and  I,  for  one. 

Have  told  them  what  I  thought  beneath  the  sun.v 


«  Above  the  sub  repeat,  tlien,  what  thou  hart 
To  urge  against  liim,»  said  the  ardnngH.    aWk,* 

Replied  the  spirit,  «  since  old  scores  are  past. 
Most  1  turn  evidence  ?     In  faith,  not  I, 

Besides,  I  beat  him  hollow  at  the  iaat, 
With  all  his  Lords  and  Gomnoons  :  io  the  sky 

I  don't  like  ripping  up  old  storiev,  since 

His  conduct  was  bat  natural  in  a  prince. 

LXXI. 

«  Foolish,  no  doubt,  and  ^ini^§l/t^0o  omnvss 
A  poor  unlucky  devil  without  a  shHnag ; 

But  (hen  1  blame  the  man  himself  mudi  ieia  \ 

Than  Bute  and  Grafton,  and  shaU  be  anwilfiaf 

To  see  him  punish'd  here  for  tlietr  czceak. 

Since  they  were  both  damn'd  long  ago,  and  ttU  ■    . 

Their  place  below ;  for  oae,  I  have  for^Tcn, 

And  vote  his  *  habeas  corpus*  into  heaven.* 

LXXII. 
«  Wilkes,*  said  the  deril,  ■  I  understand  all  this: 

You  turo'd  to  half  a  courtier  ere  yon  died. 
And  seem  to  think  it  would  not  be  amiss 

To  grow  a  whole  one  on  the  other  side 
Of  Charon's  ferry;  you  forget  that  his 

Reign  is  concluded ;  whatsoe'er  betide. 
He  won't  be  sovereign  more  :  you  've  lost  yoor  hbsir, 
For  at  the  best  lie  will  but  be  your  neighbour. 

UUIII. 
M  However,  I  knew  what  to  Aink  of  it. 

When  I  beheld  you,  in  your  jc^sting  way. 
Flitting  and  whispering  round  about  the  spit 

W^here  BeUal,  upon  duty  for  the  day. 
With  Fox's  lard  was  basting  William  Pin, 

His  pupil ;  I  knew  what  to  think,  1  say :       » 
That  fellow  even  in  hell  breeds  farther  iUs; 
I  '11  have  him  gagg'd — t  was  one  of  his  own  bilk 

Lxxnr. 

M  Call  Junius!*  From  the  crowd  a  dihdow  stalk'^ 
And  at  the  name  there  was  a  general  squeele. 

So  that  the  very  ghosts  no  longer  walkd 
lu  comfort,  at  their  own  aerial  rase. 

But  were  all  rarom'd,  aud  jamm'd  (but  to  be  haSki, 
As  we  shall  see)  and  jostled  hands  and  knees. 

Like  wind  compress'd  and  peut  within  a  bladder. 

Or  like  a  human  cholic,  which  is  sadder. 

LXXV. 

The  shadow  came !  a  tall,  thin,  gray-hair  d  figore. 
That  look'd  as  it  had  been  a  shade  on  earth; 

^)uick  in  its  motions,  with  au  air  of  vigour. 
But  nought  to  mark  i(s  breeding  or  its  birth. 

Now  it  wax'd  little,  then  again  grew  bigger. 
With  now  an  air  of  gloom,  or  ravage  mirth; 

But  as  you  gazed  upon  its  features,  they 

Changed  every  instant — to  what  none  could  say. 

LXXVI. 

The  more  iulently  the  ghodit  gaxed,  the  leas 
Could  they  distinguish  whose  the  features  were; 

The  devil  himself  secm'd  puxzled  even  to  gue«; 
They  varied  like  a  dream — now  here,  now  ilicft; 

And  several  people  swore  from  out  the  press. 
They  knew  him  perfectly;  and  one  could  swear 

He  was  his  father;  upon  which  another 

Was  sure  he  was  his  mother's  cousin's  brother: 
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LXXVII. 
Anollicr,  tbttt  be  was  a  duke,  or  kni^c, 

Ad  orator,  a  lairyer,  or  a  priest, 
A  nabob,  a  man-midwife;  but  tbe  wight 

Mysterious  chau(;ed  bis  coualenance  at  least 
As  oft  as  ibcy  tbeir  minds :  thougli  in  full  8i(;bt 

He  stood,  tbe  puzile  only  was  increased; 
The  man  was  a  phantasmagoria  in 
Himself— be  was  ko  volatile  and  thiilf  ^ 

LXXVIII. 

The  niomeut  that  you  bad  pronounced  him  one, 
Presto !  bis  far^  elian(;ed,  and  he  was  anotlter ; 

And  wbi^n  that  cb:inge  was  hardly  well  put  on, 
It  varied,  till  I  dun't  think  hU  own  mother 

(If  that  he  bud  a  niotbcr)  would  her  son 

Have  knovn,  he  shifted  so  from  one  to  l'ollu;r, 

Till  gue!»sin(;  from  a  pleasure  grew  a  task, 

At  this  epistolary  « iron  maik.w 

LXXIX. 

For  sometimes  be  like  Cerberus  would  seem — 
«Tlirc(>  (gentlemen  at  ooce»  (as  sagely  says 

Good  Mrs  Mal.iprop);  then  you  might  deem 
That  be  w.is  not  oven  one;  now  many  rays 

Were  (lasiiing  round  bini ;  and  now  a  thick  steam 
Hid  him  from  sight — lik<f  fogs  on  London  days  : 

Now  Burke,  now  Tookc,  he  grew  to  people's  fancies, 

And  certes  often  like  Sir  Philip  Francis. 

LXXX. 

I  've  an  hypothesis — 't  is  quite  my  own ; 

I  never  let  it  out  till  now,  for  fear 
Of  doing  people  harm  about  the  tlirone. 

And  injuring  some  minister  or  peer 
On  whom  the  stigma  might  perhaps  be  blown; 

It  is— By  gentle  public,  lend  thine  ear ! 
T  is,  tliai  what  Juniiui  we  are  wont  to  call. 
Was  really,  truly,  nobody  at  all. 

LXXXI. 

1  don't  &ee  wbrrcfbre  letters  should  not  be 
>Vrittrn  without  bands,  Kince  we  daily  view 

Tliem  written  wiiliout  heads;  and  books  we  see 
Are  fill'd  ns  well  without  the  latter  too : 

And  rcilly,  till  we  6x  on  somebody 

For  certain  sure  to  claim  tliem  as  his  due, 

Tbrir  author,  Hkc  the  Niger's  mouth,  will  botlier 

The  world  to  say  if  thtre  be  mouth  or  author. 

LXXXIl. 

M  Anil  vtbo  and  what  art  thou7»  the  archangel  said. 

u  For  Uirtt,  you  may  consul  my  title-page,» 
Kcpli<'d  this  mighty  shadow  of  a  shade : 

M  If  I  have  kept  my  secret  half  an  age, 
1  M'aroe  shall  trll  it  now.n — «  Canst  thou  upbraid,* 

<k>ntinui-d  Micbacl,  m  George  Rex,  or  allege 
Aught  further?'*  Junius  an.swer'd,  «  You  had  better 
Fir»t  ask  him  for  his  answer  to  my  letter. 

LXXXIII. 
«  My  charges  upon  record  IHI  outlast 

The  braw.  of  both  his  epitaph  and  tomb.a 
wRepent'st  thou  not,**  said  .Micliael,  «of  some  past 

Ezagg«>rniion7  something  vthich  may  doom 
Thyself,  if  false,  as  him  if  true?  Thou  wa»t 

Too  bittrr— is  it  not  so?  in  thy  gloom 
Of  p:ission  7»  X  Passion !n  rried  tbi*  phantom  dim, 
M  I  lo^cd  my  country,  and  I  hated  htm. 


LXXXIV. 
M  What  I  have  written,  I  have  written  :  let 

Tbe  rest  be  on  bis  head  or  mine!*  So  spoke 
Old  M  nouiinis  umbra ;»  and,  while  speaking  yet. 

Away  he  melted  in  celestial  smoke. 
Then  Satlian  said  to  Miiiiael.  «  Don't  forget 

To  call  George  Washington,  and  Jolm  Home  Tooke, 
And  Franklin  :» — but  at  this  time  tliere  wm  heard 
A  cry  for  room,  though  not  a  phantom  stirr'd. 

LXXXV. 

At  length,  with  jostling,  elbowing,  and  the  aid 

Of  cherubim  appointed  to  that  post. 
The  devil  Asmodeus  to  the  circle  made 

His  way,  and  look'd  as  if  his  journey  cost 
Sonir  trouble.     When  bis  burdrn  down  lie  laid, 

M  What  s  this?  cried  Michael ;  «why,  't  is  note  ghost !» 
«I  know  it,»  quoth  tbe  incubus;  u  but  he 
Shall  be  one  if  you  leave  the  affair  to  me. 

LXXXVI. 

«  Confound  tbe  renegado!  I  have  spraiu'd 

My  left  wing,  he's  so  heavy;  one  would  think 

Somv  of  bis  works  about  his  neck  were  chain'd. 
But  to  the  point  :  while  hovering  o'er  the  brink 

Of  Skiddaw  (where,  as  usual,  it  still  rain'd), 
I  saw  a  taper  far  l>elow  me  wink, 

And,  stooping,  caught  thi?«  fcllow^at  a  libel— 

No  less  on  history  than  the  holy  bible. 

LXXXYH. 

«  The  former  is  the  devil's  scripture,  and 
The  biter  yours,  good  Michael;  so  the  affair 

Belongs  to  all  of  us,  you  undenitand. 

I  snatch'd  him  up  just  as  you  see  him  there. 

And  brought  him  off  for  sentence  out  of  hand  : 

•    I  've  scarcely  been  ten  minutes  in  the  air — 

At  least  a  quarter  it  can  liardly  be: 

I  dare  say  tliat  his  wife  is  still  at  tea.w 

LXXXVIII. 
Here  Satban  said,  « I  know  this  man  of  old. 

And  have  expected  him  for  some  time  here; 
A  sillier  fellow  you  will  scarce  behold, 

Or  more  conceited  in  his  petty  sphere  : 
But  surely  it  vias  not  worth  while  to  fold 

Such  trasli  below  your  wing,  jVsmodeus  dear! 
We  had  the  poor  wretch  safe  (without  being  bored 
With  carriage)  coming  of  his  own  accord. 

LXXXIX. 
u  But  since  he  's  here,  let 's  sec  what  he  luu  done.* 

u  DoucIm  cried  Asmodeus,  «  he  anticipates 
The  very  business  you  are  now  upon, 

And  scribbles  as  if  head  clerk  to  tlie  Fates. 
Who  know»  to  wlutt  his  ribaldry  may  run. 

When  such  an  ass  as  this,  like  Balaam's  prates?* 
« l^t  s  hear,»  quoth  Michael,  m  what  lie  has  to  say ; 
You  know  we're  bound  to  that  in  every  way!* 

XC 

Now  the  bard,  glad  to  get  an  audience,  which 
By  no  means  often  was  his  ca^e  l>elow. 

Began  to  cough,  and  havik,  and  hem,  and  pitch 
His  voire  into  that  awful  note  of  woe 

To  all  unhappy  hearers  within  reach 

Of  ports  when  tbe  tide  of  rhyme  '»  in  flow; 

But  stuck  fast  with  his  first  hexameter. 

Not  one  of  all  whose  gouty  feet  would  htiiv 


I 


494 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


XGl. 

But  ere  the  spavin'd  dactyls  could  be  tpnrr'd 

Into  recitative,  in  great  dismay 
Both  cherubim' and  seraphim  were  beard 

To  murmur  loudly  through  their  long  array ; 
And  Michael  rose  ere  he  could  get  a  word 

Of  all  his  founder'd  verses  under  way, 
And  cried, «  For  God's  sake  stop,  my  friend !  't  were  best — 
*  Non  Di,  non  homines, — *  you  know  the  rest.* 

XGII. 
A  general  busde  spread  throughout  the  throng. 

Which  seem'd  to  hold  all  verse  in  detestation ; 
The  angels  had  of  course  enough  of  song 

When  upon  service ;  and  the  generation 
Of  ghosts  had  heard  too  much  in  life,  not  long 

Before,  to  profit  hy  a  new  occasion ; 
The  monarch,  mute  till  then,  exclaim'd  «  What!  what! 
Pye  come  again?  No  more — no  more  of  that !» 

XCIII. 
The  tumult  grew,  an  universal  cough 

GonvuKsed  the  skies,  as  during  a,  debate. 
When  Gastlereagh  has  been  up  long  enough 

(Before  he  was  first  minister  of  state, 
I  mean — the  ilaves  hear  now),  some  cried  «  off,  off,» 

As  at  a  farce;  till,  grown  quite  desperate, 
The  banl  Saint  Peter  pray'd  to  iatcrpose 
(Himself  an  author)  only  for  his  prose. 

XCIV. 
Tlie  varlet  was  not  an  ill-fivonr'd  knave; 

A  good  deal  like  a  vulture  in  the  face, 
With  a  hook  nose  and  a  hnwk's  eye,  which  gave 

A  smart  and  sharper  looking  sort  of  grace 
To  his  whole  aspect,  which,  though  rather  grave. 

Was  by  no  means  so  ugly  as  his  rase ; 
But  that  indeed  was  hopeless  as  can  be, 
^uite  a  poetic  felony,  yule  .«e.» 

XCV. 
Then  IHichael  blew  his  trump,  and  still'd  the  noise 

With  one  still  greater,  as  is  yet  the  mode 
On  earth  besidi>$;  except  some  grumbling  voice, 

Which  now  and  then  will  make  a  slight  inroad 
I'pon  decorous  silence,  few  will  twice 

Lift  up  their  lungs  when  fairly  overcrow'd; 
And  now  the  bard  could  plead  his  own  bad  cause, 
With  all  the  attitudes  of  self-applause. 

XGVr. 
He  s.iid — (I  only  give  the  heads) — he  said. 

He  meant  no  harm  in  scribbling;   t  was  his  way 
Upon  all  topics;  'i  ^as,  l»esi<les,  his  bread. 

Of  which  he  butter'd  both  sides;  't  would  delay 
Too  long  the  assembly  (he  was  pleaseil  to  dread). 

And  take  up  rather  more  time  than  a  d.w, 
To  name  his  works — he  would  hut  cite  a  few — 
Wat  Tyler — rhymes  on  Blenheim — Waterloo. 

XGVH. 
He  had  written  praises  of. a  regicide; 

He  had  \kritten  prai^N  of  ull  kings  whatever:' 
He  had  written  for  republics,  far  and  wide, 

Ami  till  II  against  them,  bitterer  than  ever; 
l'*or  p.«utisocracy  lie  once  had  crie<l 

Aloud,  a  schcnjc  Ifss  moral  than  'l  was  clever; 
Then  ^',rcw  a  licariy  anti-jacobin — 
Had  tnrn'd  hiseoal — .uul  \^<udd  have  tum'd  his  skin. 
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XCVIII. 

He  had  sung  against  all  battles,  and  apaia 
In  their  high  praise  and  g'("T  >  ^^  ^^  ^^^ 

Reviewing  ■  « the  ungentle  craft,«»  and  then 
Become  as  base  a  critic  as  e'er  crawl'd — 

Fed,  paid,  and  pamper'd  by  the  very  men 

By  whom  his  muse  and  morals  liad  been  auaTd. 

He  had  written  n^ieli  blank  verse,  and  bUnktrpn 

And  more  of  both  than  any  body  knows. 

XCIX. 

He  had  written  Wesley's  life : — herq^lpiming  roaad 
To  Sathan,  «  Sir,  I  'm  ready  to  write  yourv, 

In  two  octavo  volumes,  nicely  bound. 
With  notes  and  prefecc,  all  that  most  alluns 

The  pious  purchaser,*  and  there  's  no  ground 
For  fear,  for  I  can  cliuse  my  own  rcvirtser* 

So  let  me  have  the  proper  documents, 

That  I  may  add  you  to  my  other  saints. » 

C. 

Sathan  bow'd,  and  was  silent,  ii  Well,  if  you. 

With  amiable  modesty,  decline 
My  offer,  what  sap  Michael  ?  There  are  few 

Whose  memoirs  could  be  render'd  more  lii^ior. 
Mine  is  a  pen  of  all  work ;  not  so  new 

As  it  was  once,  but  I  would  make  you  shine 
Like  your  own  trumpet ;  by  tlie  way,  my  nwa 
Has  more  of  brass  in  it,  and  is  as  well  bto«D. 

CI. 

«« But  talking  about  trumpets,  here  's  my  Vtdoa! 

Now  you  shall  judge,  .ill  people;  yes,  you  shifi 
Judge  with  my  judgment!  and  by  my  decisioB 

Be  guided  who  shall  enter  heaven  or  fall! 
I  settle  all  these  things  by  intuition. 

Times  present,  past,  to  come,  heaven,  b(41,  ad  j/ 
Like  king  Alfonso!'  When  I  thus  see  doiible. 
I  &;ive  the  deity  some  worlds  of  tronbie.* 

<:ii.        ^ 

He  ceast'd,  and  drew  forth  an  MS. ;  and  no 
Persuasion  on  the  part  of  devils,  or  saints. 

Or  angels,  now  could  slop  the  torrent;  m 
He  read  tlie  first  three  liucs  of  the  contents; 

But  at  the  fourth,  the  whole  spiritual  show 
Had  vanish'd  with  variety  of  scents, 

.\nibrosial  aud  sulphureous,  a«  ihcy  sprang. 

Like  lightning,  off  from  his  «  melodious  twang.-* 

cm. 

Those  grand  heroics  acted  as  a  spell  : 

The  angels  stopp'd  their  ears  aud  plied  their  pin 

The  devils  ran  howling,  doufen'd.  down  to  hell; 
The  ghosts  Hed.  gildieriin;,  fo^  their  own  doai< 

(For  t  is  not  yet  dci  ided  wlicrtr  they  dwell. 
And  1  Ic.Mc  ev<ry  man  to  \iU  opinions,; 

Michael  took  rcfnge  iu  his  trump — but  lo! 

His  teeth  were  s»l  ou  edge, — he  could  uot  bio*' 


'    ^o«-  »  Life  »i|"  H.  Kirkt  Wlnii.*.* 

'   King  Allcnm,  »i.rakiiig  i.f  ;bf  I»lo»ouu-*»  ,-,inA.  MbJ.  ^ 

ll,-  !••  CU  ."-ILUHl-  .  al     lIlC    'l<.-«liuil    oI'jU..    «tK^;j,    lit    KOtuJ    i»«* 

lli<:  M.il.(.i  ••oiu     .i'.oiiiuiiie*.* 

'   .s^.   Aul.i^j".  4ci»uni  oi"   the    .i|>|>,ir.(ioii  ^.huh  a.<irf«rrJ 
vul.  I. 
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CIV. 
.T  5^iiii  IViiT.  wlii>  iiai  liiilierto  been  known 
•<         For  .III  iinpctuoiufmint,  iipraisetl  Iiik  kcyt, 
'.     And  :il  llir  lifili  line  knock'il  the  port  doMvo; 

Who  fril  Iiki"  Plurtoii,  but  more  at  rase, 
■    Into  bis  hikr.  for  tb<rf  br  (li<l  nut  tlruwo, 

A  iliffiniu  wrl»  U'inj;  by  tbc  tioNliuicft 
-     Woxrii  fm  tbr  l.:iiiriMii'\  tiii:il  wn-ntb,  whene'er 
Rcfunn  sb.ill  hippm  either  here  or  there. 

CV. 

^    He  iifnt  Mink  lo  the  bottom— like  bis  works, 
Itut  simn  roM'  to  the  surf.iee — like  hiniM-lf: 

.      For  .ill  i  «uriipfr«l  tbiii^H  .ire  biioy'il,  likr  eorks,' 
l\)  till  ir  ()^»n  Mittniiicss,  lij;ht  ait  au  elf. 

*  A  .liomir-l    l..i.i<     liM  at    |li«  UilloiN  lill  n>il*B,  ii  ihra  flo«ti,  a* 

nii«l    l>i-|ililr    kll«.«. 


Or  wisp  that  flits  u'er  a  morai.^  -.  be  liirks. 

It  may  be,  still,  like  dull  bookft  on  a  slielf, 
In'bi->  oMM  <leu.  to  vriiil  Mine  «  I.ifen  or  «  Yiftion.i* 
As  Welbtiru  »uy> — x  tb«  Je«U  lum'd  prceuian.i* 

CVI. 

.\s  fur  the  rest,  to  eonie  to  the  eoiieliision 
Uf  ibis  true  dri'aui,  the  telescope  \t  |;onc 

NVhii'h  krpt  my  opties  fn-e  from  all  delusion. 
And  shou  d  inr  what  I  in  my  turn  b.ive  shown: 

All  I  S.IW  further  in  the  last  tonfunion, 

Wis,  that  kiu^  Gi-ort'f  »lipp'd  into  lieuven  for  one; 

And  whni  thr  tumult  dwindU'd  to  a  calm, 

I  k-ft  hi  in  practising  tbr  huudrcdllt  pulin. 


-  I 

■  I 

I 


TRANSLATED  FROM  THE  ITALIAN  OF  PITIXJI. 


if^f*^ 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


■  till'   \erMnn    is   faitlifiil  to  the  1>ist  of  the    transLntor'n 
.  .ihility  ill  I  oiiibinin(;  his  inlrrpn-lntion  of  tlie  one  l.io- 

-   ._i.,.^_.  C"**r.''  ^'''''  ^*'**  "°*  ^'■'"y  '*''*y  '*'"*^  **^  nnlueiud  it   to 

the  Siiiiw  \(rsilit  iiiioii  in  the  other.  The  n-ader  U  rr- 
Tdr  Mor(;ante  Mng^pore,  of  tlif  first  canto  of  which  questi>fl  to  remember  that  the  antiquated  lan(;ua(;e  of 
thistran<|.ttion  is  offi-rfd,  dirides  with  the  Orlando  In- '  l*ulei,  bo\vr\er  pure,  is  not  easy  to  the  generality  of 
nainorito  the  honour  of  ba\in(;  formed  and  su^^gested  It.diaus  themselves,  from  its  (;reat  mixture  of  Tuscan 
the  style  and  iilory  of  AritKto.  The  j;reat  defei-tA  of  pro%i-rl»s;  and  he  may  therefore  be  more  iiidul(;ent  to 
lloianlo  were  liis  tnatint;  too  serioutdy  the  nurrdtivcK  the  present  attempt.  Mow  far  the  translator  has  suc- 
of  ebi\.ilry.  aiiii  lii->  harkh  style.  Ariosto,  in  his  etui-  c'-edtd,  ami  >»hetlier  or  no  fie  shall  continue  the  work, 
liuuaiiuii,  by  .1  judieious  mixture  of  tb^  i;aiety  of  I^ulei,  ><ie  questions  wbieh  the  public  will  decide.  Uc  was 
has  a\oided  the  one,  and  lleroi,  in  bin  reforiiiatiun  ol'  itiiiueetl  to  make  the  experiment  |Kirtly  by  his  lo>cfnr, 
Ikiiarilo's  poem,  has  torreitetl  the  other.  I'ulci  ni.iv  Ik>  and  partial  intercourse  with,  the  Italiin  lanjjuage,  of 
coiisitbTed  as  the  precursor  and  model  of  Ikrrui  al-  wliieh  it  is  so  easy  to  acquire  a  s|i>>ht  knowletigr,  and 
to|;ether.  as  he  has  partly  bei  n  to  Ariosto,  however  with  which  it  is  so  nearly  impossible  for  a  fom^ner  to 
inferior  Id  liiiili  his  Ciq>NiNls.  He  is  no  h-ss  the  founder  b'Cnme  uniinitely  cmivcrsiint  The  Italian  lan(;ua(;c 
of  a  iirw  -tvle  of  poetry  m  ry  lately  spruii(;  up  in  Kn;;-  is  like  a  e.iprii  ious  beauty,  who  .iccord^  her  <imile«  to 
land.  I  allude  to  that  of  the  ingenious  Whistleeralt.  all.  her  favours  to  few.  and  sometimes  le.ist  to  those  who 
Thesrriitiu  p^)em>- on  lioiicesvaliesin  the  sanielaiq;uaj;e.  have  courted  her  lon(;est.  The  tr.iuslator  wIhIknI  alM> 
and  iimre  parMcularly  the  excellent  one  «)f  Mr  Merivale, .  to  present  in  au  Hufjish  dre^K  a  part  at  least  of  a  p<ieni 
are  ti>  be  ir.ited  to  the  s-iiiie  source.  It  has  never  yet  .  never  vet  rendereil  into  a  northern  lanQua{>e:  at  the 
been  di>i-i<led  •'utirely,  whether  Pulci's  intention  was  or  ;  s.iuie  lime  that  it  has  b(>en  the  ori(*inai  of  some  of  the 


was  not  tt>  iKritle  the  religion,  which  is  one  uf  his  fa- 
viturit<>  lopirs.  It  appears  to  me,  that  such  an  intention 
would  have  lin-ii  no  less  liazardous  to  the  poet  than  to 
the  piiest,  p.irticularly  in  that  age  and  country;  and 
the  permission  to  publish  the  |ioeiii,  and  its  reception 
amoiii;  I  be  classics  uf  Italy,  prove  that  it  neither  whs 
nor  is  Sit  interpreteil  That  be  intended  to  ridicule 
the  monastic  life,  aud  suffcreil  his  imagination  to  play 
with  the  simple  dulncss  of  his  convertttl  giant,  seems 
eviilent  eiiiiiij'Ji;  but  surely  it  wore  as  niijusl  to  aecuM* 
him  of  irri'ligioii  on  this  account,  as  In denouiiiT  Fiehling 
for  his  IVkr-'on  Adams,  li.irualKUi.  Thwaekum,  Supple, 
nn<l  till-  Oiiliii.irv  in  JiUMthu  ^^  iUI, — or  Scott,  for  the 
r\quioiie  n<.c  of  lii>  (lovcn  inters  in  the  m  Tales  of  my 
lMindlord.» 

III  the  follow in|;  translation  I  have  used  the   liberty 
of  the   oiit,liial  willi  the    proper  names;  as  I'uici  u><'s 


most  celebrale<l  productions  on  this  side  of  the  Alf)^, 
as  well  as  of  those  recent  exp<Timenls  in  |>oetry  in 
England  which  ha\e  be«-n  already  mentioned. 
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CANTO  I. 
I. 

I>  the  beginning  was  the  \N'<ird  next  Cod; 

(•ltd  w.is  the  Word,  the  Word  no  lesi»  was  he; 
This  w.is  ill  the  beginning,  to  my  mode 

Of  thinking,  and  without  him  noni;ht  conbi  be: 


Tbcrefiire.  iii>t  Lord!  fnuii  out  thy  hi(;h  abode, 
(•an.   (•ancllon.   or  (>-inelloue.-  Carlo,  drlomagno,  or  ;      liciiign  ami  pious,  l.itl  an  iiigel  lice, 
(.laiioin  iiiii;   bfiniltl,    or  Uondello.  etc.  as  it   suits  his  '■  <  ^iie  oiilv.  to  be  iiiv  roiu|>aiiiuu.  who 
convenience,  so  ban  the  translator.     In  other  respects  1  Sh-ill  help  my  fjinous,  worthy,  old  soD|;  llirouGh. 
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BYRON'S  WORKS. 


II. 

And  thou,  oh  Virgin !  daughter,  mpther,  bride, 
Of  the  same  I^rd,  who  gave  to  you  each  key 

Of  hcavea,  and  hell,  and  every  thing  be»ide. 
The  day  thy  Gabriel  said,  a  All  hail !»  to  thee. 

Since  to  thy  servants  pity  's  ne'er  denied. 

With  tlowing  rhymes,  a  pleasant  style  and  free, 

Re  to  my  verses  then  benignly  kind, 

And  to  the  end  illuminate  my  mind. 

III. 

T  was  in  the  season  when  sad  Philomel 
Weeps  with  her  sister,  vrho  remembers  and 

Deplores  the  ancient  viops  which  both  befel. 
And  makes  the  nymphs  enamour'd,  to  the  hand 

Of  Phaeton  by  Phoebus  loved  so  well 

His  car  (but  temper'd  by  his  sire's  command) 

Was  given,  and  on  the  horizon's  verge  ju&t  now 

Appcar'd,  so  that  Tithonus  scratch'd  his  brow;       ^ 

IV. 
When  I  prepared  my  bark  first  to  obey. 

As  it  should  still  obey,  tlie  helm,  my  mind. 
And  carry  prose  or  rhyme,  and  this  my  lay 

Of  Charles  the  Emperor,  whom  you  will  find 
By  several  pens  already  praised;  but  they 

Who  to  diffuse  his  glory  wei^  inclined. 
For  all  that  1  can  see  in  prose  or  verse, 
Have  understood  Charles  badly — and  wrote  worse. 

V. 

Leonardo  Aretino  said  already, 

That  if,  like  Pepin,  Charles  had  had  a  writer 
Of  genius  quick,  and  diligently  steady,  • 

No  hero  would  in  history  look  brighter; 
He  in  the  cabinet  being  always  ready. 

And  in  the  field  a  most  victorious  fighter, 
Who  for  the  church  and  Christian  fisith  had  wrought, 
Gcrtes  for  more  than  yet  is  said  or  thought. 

VI. 

You  still  may  see  at  Saint  Liberatore, 
Tlie  abbey  no  great  way  from  Manopell, 

Erected  in  the  Abruzzi  to  his  glory, 

Because  of  the  great  battle  in  which  fell 

A  pagan  king,  according  to  the  story. 

And  felon  people  whom  Charles  sent  to  hell : 

And  there  arc  bones  so  many,  and  so  many. 

Near  them  GiusafYa's  would  seem  few,  if  any. 

VI!. 

Rut  the  world,  blind  and  ignorant,  don't  prize 
His  virtues  as  I  wish  to  see  ihrm  :  thou, 

Florence,  by  his  great  bounty  don't  arise, 
And  hast,  and  may  have,  if  tliou  wilt  allow, 

.\11  proper  customs  and  true  courtesies : 

Whate'er  tliou  hast  acquired  from  then  till  now, 
!  With  knightly  courage,  treasure,  or  the  lauce. 

Is  sprung  from  out  the  uoble  blood  of  France. 

VIII. 
Twelve  paladins  had  Charles,  in  court,  of  whom 

The  wisest  aud  most  famous  was  Orlando; 
Him  traitor  Gau  conducted  to  tlic  tomb 

In  Roncesvalles,  as  the  villain  plann'd  too. 
While  the  horn  rang  so  loud,  and  koell'd  the  doom 

Of  their  sad  rout,  though  he  did  all  knight  can  do. 
And  Dante  in  his  comedy  has  given 
j  To  him  a  happy  seat  with  Charles  in  heaven. 


IX. 

T  tras  Christmas-day;  in  Paris  all  hit  court 
Charles  held;  the  chief,  I  say,  OrUndo  vis, 

T^  Dane;  Astolfb  there  too  did  resort. 
Also  Ansuigi,  the  gay  time  to  paas 

In  fpstival  and  in  trinmphant  sport. 

The,  mnch  renown'd  Saint  Dennis  being  the 

Angiolin  of  Rayonne,  and  Oliver, 

And  gentle  BeUnghieri  too  came  there : 


Avolio.  and  Arino,  and  Othone 

Of  Normandy,  and  Richard  Paladin, 

Wise  Hamo,  and  the  ancient  Salemone, 
Walter  of  Lion's  Mount,  and  Raldovip, 

Who  was  the  son  of  the  sad  Ganellone, 
Were  there,  exciting  too  much  gladness  in 

The  son  of  Pepin  : — when  his  knights  came  hitlMr, 

He  groan'd  with  joy  to  see  them  altogether. 

XI. 

But  watchful  fortune  lurking,  takes  good  heed 
Ever  some  bar  'gainst  our  intents  to  brio^ 

While  Charles  reposed  him  thus  in  word  aivi  Heed, 
Orlando  ruled  court,  Charles,  and  every  tbio;; 

Curst  Gan,  with  envy  bursting,  had  such  need 
To  vent  his  spite,  that  thus  with  Charles  tltf  1% 

One  day  he  openly  began  to  say, 

M  Orlando  must  we  always  then  obey? 

XII. 

«  A  thousand  times  I  've  been  about  to  say, 
Orlando  too  presum{>tuously  goes  oo; 

Here  are  we,  counts,  kings,  dukes,  to  own  thy  snf, 
Hamo,  and  Otho,  Ogier,  Solomon, 

Each  have  to  honour  thee  and  to  obey; 

But  he  has  too  much  credit  near  the  throoe, 

Which  we  won't  suffer,  but  are  quite  decided 

By  such  a  boy  to  be  no  longer  guided. 

xm. 

«  And  even  at  Aspramont  thou  didst  begin 
To  let  him  know  he  was  a  gallant  knight, 

.\nd  by  the  fount  did  much  the  day  to  win; 
But  I  know  who  that  day  had  won  the  fight 

If  it  had  not  for  good  Ghertirdo  been: 
The  victory  was  Almonte's  else;  his  sight 

lie  kept  upou  the  standard,  and  the  laurels 

In  fact  and  fairness  are  his  earning,  Charles. 

XIV. 
«rlf  thou  remcmbcrest  being  in  OascouT, 

When  there  advanced  the  nations  out  of  Spam, 
The  christian  cause  had  suffer  d  shamefully. 

Had  not  his  valour  driven  them  back  again. 
Rest  speak  the  truth  when  there  's  a  reason  why: 

Know  then,  oh  emperor!  that  aH  complain: 
As  for  myself,  I  shall  repass  the  mounts 
O'er  which  I  cross'd  with  two  and  sixty  counts. 

wT  IS  fit  thy  grandeur  shoiild  dispense  relief, 
So  that  each  here  may  have  his  proper  part, 

For.llie  whole  court  is  more  or  less  in  grief: 
Perhaps  thou  deemst  this  lad  a  Mar^  in  heart '• 

Orlantio  one  day  heard  this  speech  in  brief 
As  by  himself  it  chanced  he  sate  apart ;  * 

Displeased  he  was  with  Gan  because  he  said  it. 

But  much  more  stiU  that  Charles  should  give  him  c 
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XVI. 


irt 


'^Aml  witli  tbr  <;«onl  he  would  have  murder'd  Gan, 
f      Rut  Oliver  tliru.si  in  hetwera  thr  pair, 
I  And  from  his  hand  rxtnirtrd  Durliudan, 

^      And  thus  .'it  l<>U{;th  they  srparal«d  WArc. 

^  Orlando,  angry  too  with  Carlomao, 

•  Wanted  hut  little  to  have  slaiD  him  there; 
Then  fnrtii  alone  from  Pari^  went  the  rhief, 
And  hur^t  and  m.idden'd  with  disdain  and  grief. 

XVII. 

From  Krmeliinj,  consort  of  the  Dane. 

lie  to(»k  (^triana,  and  then  took  Rondel], 
^  And  on  (owanU  Brara  pnek'd  him  o'er  the  plain ; 

And  when  she  &aw  him  coming,  Aldabelle 
"*  Stretch'd  forth  her  arms  to  cla^p  Ilrr  lonl  again  : 
^'        Orlando,  in  whose  brain  all  was  oot  well, 
'^    As  M  \V drome  my  Orlando  home,M  the  ftaid, 
'"*   Raised  up  his  sword  to  kuiite  her  on  the  head. 

XVIII. 

r  Like  him  a  fury  counsels;  his  revenge 
>         On  (ian  iu  that  rash  act  he  seem'd  to  take, 

,  Which  Aldahella  thought  extremely  tfraoge, 
)         Rut  •ioon  Ori.mdo  found  him«elf  awake; 

;  An«l  his  s|>ouse  look  his  bridle  on  thik  change, 
'         And  he  dismounted  from  his  horte,  and  xpake 

'  Of  every  thing  which  paM'd  without  demur, 

•  And  then  reposed  hiniM^lf  M>me  dayii  with  her. 

I  XIX. 

;    Then  full  of  wrath  departeil  from  the  place. 
.\nfi  Far  as  Pag:m  counlricK  roam'd  astray. 
:     And  while  he  roile,  yei  still  at  every  pace 
I         The  traitor  Gan  remcmber'd  hy  the  way; 

iAnd  wandering  on  in  error  a  long  sp.ice. 
An  ahlx'y  which  in  a  lour  desert  lay, 
I    Midst  glens  oh«cure,  and  distant  landR  he  found, 
I    Which  form'd  the  Ghri>itiau*s  and  the  Paaan' s  Ih>i 


tound. 


XX. 


The  ahhoi  was  call'd  Clermont,  and  hy  Mood 
Desceud<-d  from  ^ngrante  :  under  cover 
j    Of  .1  great  mountain's  brow  the  abbey  stood, 
!        Kut  i-ertatn  Mvage  giants  look'd  him  over! 
I    One  IViscunonl  was  foreoMMl  of  ihe  brood. 

And  Althaster  ami  Morganle  hover 
I    Sfcoud  and  third,  with  certain  slings,  and  thmw 
'    In  daily  jeop-inly  the  place  below 

i  XXI. 

he  riionkh  could  pass  the  convent  gate  no  more. 
'        Nor  lea\e  their  cells  for  water  or  for  woml. 
{    Orlando  knock'd.  but  none  would  ope,  before 
)         Tuto  the  prior  it  at  length  seem'd  good. 
I    Fnierd.  hf  s.iid  that  he  was  taught  to  adore 
Him  who  was  horn  of  Mary's  holiest  bloml. 
And  was  l>apii/e«l  a  (Christian;  and  then  slinw'd 
How  to  thr  ahhcv  he  had  found  his  road 

XXII 

•    .Siiid  ilie  .ihtiot.  «•  You  are  welcome;  what  is  mine 
Wi-  j;i\»>  you  freelv.  since  that  you  believe 
With  us  ill  .\f-irv  .Mothers  son  divine; 
.\nd  th.it  you  may  not.  casralier,  coneene 
'    The  cause  of  our  delay  to  let  ynt  in 
To  !>'•  ru««ti«  ilv,  vou  shall  n'reive 
The  reason  why  our  gale  was  band  to  you  . 
:    Thus  those  who  iu  suspicion  live  must  do. 
I 


XXIII.  I 

•tWhen  hiilier  to  inhabit  first  we  raine 

ThcKC  mounuins,  ali>eit  that  they  arc  obscure,  ( 

As  you  perceive,  yet  withour  fe^r  or  bbme 

They  sccm'd  to  promise  au  iuylum  sure  : 
From  lavage  brutes  alone,  too  fierce  to  tame, 

'T  was  fit  uur  quiet  dwelling  to  secure ; 
But  now,  if  here  we  d  stay,  we  needs  must  gua.M 
.\gaiust  domestic  beast»  with  watch  and  ward. 

XXIV. 

'  These  make  us  stand,  in  fuel,  upon  the  watch. 

For  late  there  have  appear'd  three  giants  rough ; 
What  nation  or  what  kingdom  bore  the  batch 

I  kuow  not,  hut  they  are  all  of  savage  btuff; 
When  force  and  malice  with  some  genius  match. 

You  know,  they  can  do  all — u>e  arc  not  enough  : 
And  these  so  much  our  orisons  derange, 
I  kuow  not  what  to  do  till  matters  chang''. 

XXV. 
•'  Our  ancient  fathers  living  the  desert  in. 

For  just  and  holy  works  were  duly  fed; 

I'  Think  not  they  lived  on  locusts  sole,  't  is  certain 
That  manna  was  rain'd  down  from  heaven  instead; 
Bnl  here  't  is  (it  we  keep  on  the  alert  in 

Our  bounds  or  taste  the  stones  shower'd  down  for 
bread, 
Fiom  off  von  mountain  daily  r.-iining  lister. 
And  flun>;  hy  Passamont  and  Alal*aster. 

XXVI. 
•'  The  tliird,  Morgante,  \  wivagest  by  fir;  lie 

Plucks  up  pines,  lieeches,  |M>plar-trees,  and  oaks 
Ami  tliugs  them,  uur  community  to  bury. 

And  ail  that  1  cau  do  bnt  more  provokes.i* 
Wlule  thus  they  |Mrley  iu  the  cemetery, 

A  stone  from  one  of  their  gigantic  strokes. 
Which  nearly  crush'il  Roiulell,  came  tumbling  over. 
So  that  he  took  a  long  leap  under  cover. 

!fxVII. 

<•  For  Go«l  s.ike,  ra\alicr,  come  in  with  speed. 
The  manna  's  falling  now.»  the  abbot  cried  : 

.•This  fellow  does  not  wish  my  horse  should  feed. 
Dear  Abbot,»  Rolaud  unto  him  replied ; 

M  Of  resti>eness  he  d  cure  him  had  he  need; 

That  stone  seems  with  gooil-will  and  aim  applied.* 

The  holy  father  said,  <•  I  don't  deceive. 

They  II  one  day  fling  the  mountain,  I  believe  h 

XXVIII. 

Orlando  hade  them  take  cart  of  Rondello, 
And  also  made  a  breakfaiit  of  his  own  : 
!  <«  Ahhot.A  he  viid,  «I  want  to  find  that  fellow 
j      Who  flung  at  my  goo<l  horse  yon  corner-stone. » 
j  Said  the  abbot,  »  I^t  not  my  advice  s(>em  shallow. 
I       As  i«i  ,1  brother  dear  I  speak  alone; 

I  Nsould  dissuade  yon,  baron,  from  this  strife, 
r  As  knowing  sure  that  you  will  lose  ynnr  life. 

!  XXIX. 

.  riiai  Paswmont  has  in  his  hand  three  darts- 
Such  slings,  clubs,  hallasl-stones,  thai  yield  you  must ; 

You  know  that  giants  have  much  stouter  hearts 
Thau  us.  with  n-ason,  in  pro p«»rt ion  just; 
:  If  j:o  you  will,  giMnl  well  against  their  arts. 
For  these  are  very  Itarliamns  and  rohasl.<* 

Orlando  answer'd,  iiThis  111  see,  !»e  snre. 
And  walk  the  wiM  on  foot  to  be  tecare.V 
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XXX. 

The  abbot  sign'd  the  great  cross  on  his  front, 
MThen  go  you  with  God's  benison  and  inine;i> 

Orlando,  after  he  had  scaled  the  mount, 
As  the  abbot  had  directed,  kept  the  Hue 

Right  to  the  usual  haunt  of  Passamont; 
Who,  seeing  him  alone  in  this  design, 

Survey 'd  him  fore  and  aft  with  eyes  obsenrant. 

Then  asked  him,  «i]f  he  -wish'd  to  stay  as  servant ?» 

XXXI. 

And  promised  him  an  office  of  great  ease ; 

But,  said  Orlando,  «  Saracen  insane ! 
I  come  to  kill  you,  if  It  shall  no  please 

God,  not  to  sefve  as  footboy  in  your  train; 
Tou  with  his  monks  so  oft  have  broke  the  peace — 

Vile  dog!  't  is  past  his  patience  to  sustain. » 
The  giant  ran  to  fetch  his  arms,  quite  furious, 
>Vheu  he  received  an  answer  so  injurious. 

XXXII. 

And  being  rctum'd  to  where  Orlando  stood, 

Who  had  not  moved  him  from  the  spot,  and  swinging 

The  cord,  he  hurl'd  a  stone  with  strength  so  rude, 
As  show'd  a  sample  of  his  skill  in  slinging; 

it  roll'd  on  Count  Orlando's  helmet  good 

And  head,  and  set  botli  head  and  helmet  ringing. 

So  that  he  swoon'd  with  pain  as  if  he  died, 

Kut  more  than  dead,  he  seem'd  so  stupified. 

XXXIII. 

Then  Passamont,  who  thought  him  slain  ontright. 
Said,  uf  will  go,  and,  while  he  lies  along. 

Disarm  me  :  why  such  cmvon  did  I  fight  ?»    * 
But  Christ  his  servants  ne'er  abandons  long. 

Especially  Orlando,  such  a  knight. 

As  to  desert  would  almost  be  a  wrong. 

While  the  giant  goes  to  put  off  his  defences, 

Orlando  has  recall'd  his  force  and  senses  : 

xxx*v. 

And  loud  he  shouted,  «< Giant,  where  dost  go? 

Thou  thought'st  me  doubtless  for  the  bier  outlaid ; 
To  the  right  about — without  win{;s  ihou  'rt  too  slow 

To  fly  my  vengeance — currish  renegade ! 
*T  was  but  by  treadhery  thou  laid'st  me  low.n 

The  giant  his  astonishmeut  betr.iy'd, 
And  turn'd  about,  and  stopp'd  his  journey  on, 
And  then  he  sloop'd  to  pick  up  a  great  stone. 

XXXV. 

Orlando  had  Cortana  bare  in  hand. 

To  split  the  head  in  tw^D  was  what  he  sctiemed — 
Cortana  clave  the  skull  like  a  tnic  braud. 

And  pagan  Passamont  died  unredeem'd. 
Yet  harsh  and  haughty,  as  he  lay  he  bann'd, 

And  most  devoutly  Macon  still  blasphemed ; 
But  while  his  crude,  rude  blasphemies  he  heanl, 
Orlando  thank'd  the  Father  and  the  Word, — 

XXXVI. 
Saying,  »  What  grace  to  me  thou  'st  given ! 

And  I  to. thee,  oh  Lord,  am  ever  bound. 
I  know  my  life  was  saved  by  iliee  from  heaven, 

Since  by  the  giant  I  was  fairly  down'd.  j 

All  things  by  thee  arc  measured  just  and  even;  j 

Our  power  without  thine  aid  would  nought  be  found  :  i 
I  pray  thee  take  heed  of  me,  till  I  can  j 

At  least  return  once  more  to  Garloman.n  j 


XKXVII. 

And  having  said  thus  much,  be  wmt  his  way: 
And  Alabaster  he  found  out  below. 

Doing  the  very  best  that  in  him  lay 

To  root  from  out  a  bank  a  rock  or  two. 

Orlando,  when  he  reach'd  him,  loud  'gan  say. 
«  How  think'st  thou,  glutton,  such  a  siooe  to  dnrv 

When  Alabaster  heard  bis  deep  voice  ring. 

He  suddenly  betook  hiin  to  bis  sling, 

XXXVUI. 

And  hurl'd  a  fragment  of  a  size  so  lafgp. 
That  if  it  had  in  fact  fulfill'd  its  misaion. 

And  Roland  not  avail'd  bim  of  bis  carge. 

There  would  have  been  no  need  of  a  pbyMciaa 

Orlando  set  himself  ap  turn  to  cltf(||e. 
And  in  his  bulky  bosom  made  bicision 

With  all  his  sword.     Tlie  lout  fell ;  but,  o'erthro«B.k 

However  by  no  means  forgot  Macone. 

XXXIX. 

Morgante  had  a  palace  in  his  mode, 

Compos4>d  of  branches,  logs  of  wood,  and  earth. 

And  stretch'd  himself  at  ease  in  this  abode. 
And  shut  himself  at  nigbt  within  bis  birth. 

Orlando  knock'd,  and  knock'd,  again  to  goad 
The  giant  from  his  sleep;  and  he  came  forth. 

The  door  to  open,  like  a  craxy  thing. 

For  a  rough  dream  had  shook  him  slumberioi- 

XL. 

He  thouf^ht  that  a  fierce  serpent  had  atlack'd  hia. 
And  Mahomet  he  call'd,  but  Bfabomet 

Is  nothing  worth,  and  not  an  instant  back'd  lun-, 
But  praying  blessed  Jesu,  be  was  set 

At  librrly  from  all  tlie  fears  which  rack'd  him; 
And  to  the  gate  he  came  with  great  regret— 

n  Who  knocks  here?»  grumbling  all  the  while,  t^ 

u  Tliat,»  said  Orlando,  «  you  will  quickly  see. 

XU. 

tc  I  come  to  preach  to  you,  as  to  your  brothers. 

Sent  by  (he  misenible  monks — re^ntance; 
For  Providence  divine,  in  you  and  others. 

Condemns  ibe  evil  done  by  new  acqwunt^ncf. 
T  is  writ  on  high — your  wrong  must  pay  aooth^rs 

From  henvcu  itself  is  issued  out  this  sentence; 
Know  then,  that  colder  now  than  a  pilaster 
I  left  your  Passamont  and  Alabaster.** 

XIJI. 

Morgante  said,  «  O  gentle  caxalier! 

Now  by  thy  Cod  say  me  no  villany ; 
The  favour  of  your  name  I  fain  would  bear. 

And  if  n  Christian,  speak  for  courtesy.* 
Replied  Orlando,  «  So  much  to  vour  ear 

I  by  njy  faith  disclose  contente<)ly; 
Christ  I  adore,  who  is  tlie  genuine  Lord. 
And,  if  yuu  please,  by  you  may  be  adort-d.M 

XLIII. 

The  Sararcn  rejoiu'd  in  humble  lone, 
«<  I  have  had  un  extraordinary  \i&i»n  ; 

A  savage  serpent  fell  on  me  alone. 

And  Macon  would  not  pity  my  condition; 

llenep  to  ihy  God,  who  for  ye  did  atone 
Upon  llip  cross,  prcfcrr'd  I  my  petition; 

His  timely  suctour  set  me  safe  and  free. 

And  I  a  Cliristian  am  disposed  to  1m>.» 
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XLIV. 

iswerii,  "  linrou  just  and  pious, 
ood  wish  your  heart  can  really  move 
i>  (iimI,  who  will  uot  then  droy  u^ 
lioiiour,  you  will  |;o  above.  ' 
I  please,  as  friends  ne  will  ally  ut, 
ill  lo*e  you  with  a  perfect  love. 

ire  vaui  liars  full  of  fraud, 

ue  (lad  is  the  Chri.stian's  («od. 

XLV. 

deseendfti  to  the  virgin  breaiit 

Mother,  sinless  and  divine; 
towli'ii^e  the  Redeemer  ble&t, 

whom  neither  sun  or  star  can  thme, 
I  Macon's  fiilsc  and  felou  test, 
ie);ado  (lod,  aud  worship  mine, — 
ir-.<'lf  with  zeal,  since  you  n'peut.M 
tlorijante  antwer'd,  v<  I  m  couleut.o 

XLVI. 

Orlando  to  embrace  him  flew, 

le  much  of  his  convert,  as  he  cried, 

!>eY  I  wilt  gladly  marshal  you:» 

1  Morginte,  »« Ixt  us  go,"  replied; 

•iar>  l>a\e  for  peace  to  >uc.» 

lin^;  Orlando  heard  itith  inward  pride, 

ly  Itrother,  so  devout  and  (joml, 

l)oi  pardon,  as  I  wish  you  would  : 

XLVII. 
I  Hilf^vanted  your  illumioatioii, 
jj  you  in^mercv  for  his  own, 
lould  be  your  first  oblation.** 
•  said,  «  For  Qooducss'  sake  make  known- 
four  (iihI  is  lo  be  mine — your  stalioD, 
our  name  in  \erity  be  shown; 
every  ihing  at  your  command  do.w 
he  other  viid,  he  was  Orlando. 

xi.vm. 

loth  the  giant,  «<  blessed  be  Jetu, 
nd  limes  with  gratitude  and  praise  ! 
baron!  have  I  heard  of  you 
all  iIm  different  |ieriod  of  my  days: 
id,  to  be  your  vassal  too 
•r  vnur  ;;reat  gallantry  always.* 
ling,  they  contiiiuetl  much  to  say, 
tis  to  the  abbey  went  their  way. 

• 

XMX. 

way,  altout  the  giants  (lead 
Mith  .Morgante  reason'd :  m  lb>, 
[*cease,  I  pray  you.  comforted, 
'e  it  is  (iimI's  pleasure,  pardon  me; 

wrongs  unto  the  monks  they  bred, 
true  Ncriptun-  soundeth  openl^^ 

arded,  and  chastisett  the  ill, 
Lord  never  f  iileth  to  fulfil : 

r. 

In  lo\e  of  justice  unto  all 

ii>  wills  his  ju<lgment  should  devour 

ve  sin.  however  great  or  ».mall; 

he  well  n-members  to  restore : 

t  justice  hul<  could  we  call 
om  I  nnw  require  you  to  adore 
1st  make  his  will  their  wishes  sw.iy. 
y  and  spontanet>usly  obey. 


Lf. 
u  And  here  our  doctors  are  of  one  accord, 

(i)oming  on  this  |>oint  to  the  uime  conclusioa — 
Ttiat  in  their  thoughts  who  praiM*  in  heaven  the  Lord, 

If  pity  e'er  was  guilty  of  intrusion 
For  their  unfortunate  relations  stored 

In  hell  below,  and  damn'd  in  great  confusion,— 
Their  hippuies>  would  be  reduee<l  to  nought. 
And  thiu  unjust  the  Almighty's  self  be  thought. 

Ml. 
M  Rut  they  in  Christ  have  firmest  hope,  and  all 

Which  seem-  to  him,  to  them  loo  must  appear 
Well  done ;  nor  could  it  otherwise  befal ; 

lie  never  can  in  any  puipo>c  err : 
If  sire  or  mother  suffi'r  endlcM  thrall. 

They  don't  disturb  themselves  for  him  or  her; 
What  pleases  (•o<l  to  them  must  joy  inspire; — 
Such  is  the  observance  of  the  eternal  choir.** 

LIII. 
« .\  vord  unto  the  wisc,»  Morgaole  said, 

•<  Is  wont  to  l>e  enough,  and  you  shall  see 
flow  much  I  grieve  about  my  brethren  dead; 

Anil  if  the  will  of  Cod  seem  good  to  me, 
Jiut,  as  you  tell  me,  't  is  in  heaven  obey'd — 

Ash<4  to  ashe^, — merry  1^  us  be! 
I  will  cut  off  the  hands  from  both  their  trunks, 
And  carry  them  unto  the  holy  monks. 

LIV. 
«  So  iliat  all  persons  may  be  sure  and  certain 

That  they  are  dead,  and  have  no  further  fear 
To  wander  solitary  this  desert  in, 

.\nd  that  they  may  perceive  my  spirit  clear 
Ity  the  Lord's  grace,  who  hutli  withdrawn  the  curtain 

Of  darkness,  making;  his  bright  realm  appear.* 
lie  cut  his  brethren's  hands  off  at  these  words. 
And  left  them  to  the  savage  l>easts  aiHl  birds. 

LV. 
Then  to  the  abb4*y  they  went  on  together. 

Where  waiteil  them  the  abbot  in  great  doubt. 
The  monks,  who  knew  uot  yet  the  fact,  ran  thither 

To  their  superior,  all  in  breatldess  rout, 
S.iying,  with  tremor,  •«  Please  to  tell  u»  whetlicr 

You  wish  to  have  this  person  in  or  out  ?•• 
The  abbot,  Imiking  through  upon  the  giant, 
loo  greatly  fear'd,  at ^rst,  to  be  compliant. 

LVI. 

Orlando,  seeing  him  thus  agitated. 

Said  quickly,  m  Abbot,  bflhou  of  good  cheer; 

He  (Ihriitl  bel'ieves,  as  (jhrismn  iQust  be  rated. 
And  hath  renounced  his  Macon  false ;•»  which  here 

Morgante  with  the  hands  corroborated, 

A  proof  of  both  the  giants'  fate  quite  clear  . 

Thence,  with  due  tliankj,  the  abbot  God  adored. 

Saying.  «  Thou  ha>t  contented  me,  oh  Lord!* 

LMI. 
He  gaietl ;  Morgante's  height  he  calculated. 

And  more  than  once  contemplate«l  his  siic ; 
And  then  he  said,  «0h  giant  celebrated. 

Know,  that  no  more  my  wonder  will  arise. 
How  you  could  tear  and  fling  the  trees  you  late  did. 

When  1  behold  your  form  with  uiy  own  eyes. 
Y"U  now  a  true  and  perfcxrl  friend  will  show 
Yourself  lo  Christ,  a»  once  vou  were  a  fi»e. 
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Lvin. 

H  Aud  one  of  our  apostles,  Saul  odcc  named, 
Long  persecuted  sore  the  f.iith  of  Christ, 

Till  one  day  by  the  Spirit  heiug  inAamed, 

*Why  dost  thou  persecute  me  thus  I'  said  Christ ; 

Aud  then  from  his  offence  he  was  reclaim'd, 
And  went  for  ever  after  preaching  Christ; 

And  of  the  faith  became  a  trump,  whose  sounding 

O'er  t|^  whole  eartli  is  echoing  and  rebounding. 

UX. 
«So,  my  Morgan te,  you  may  do  likewise; 

He  who  repents, — thus  writes  the  EvungelisC, — 
Occasions  more  rejoicing  in  the  skies 

Than  ninety-nine  of  the  celestial  list. 
You  may  ho  sure,  should  each  desire  arise 

With  just  xeal  for  the  Lord,  that  you  '11  exist 
Among  (he  happy  saints  for  evermore ; 
But  you  were  lost  and  damn'd  to  hell  before !» 

LX. 

And  thus  great  honour  to  Morgante  paid 

The  abbot:  many  days  they  did  repose. 
One  day,  as  with  Orlando  they  both  stray 'd, 

And  saunter'd  here  and  there,  where'er  they  chose, 
The  abbot  show'd  a  chamber  where  array 'd 

Much  armour  was,  and  hung  up  certain  bow^ 
And  one  of  these  Morgant^fbr  a  whim 
Girt  on,  though  useless,  he  believed,  to  him. 

j  LXL 

There  being  a  want  of  water  in  the  place, 

Orlando,  like  a  worthy  brother,  said, 
«  Morgante,  I  could  wish  you  in  this  case 

To  go  for  water. »     k  You  shall  be  obey'd 
la  all  commandsn  was  the  reply,  u  straightway.** 

Upon  his  shoulder  a  great  tub  he  laid. 
And  went  out  on  his  way  unto  a  fountain. 
Where  he  was  wont  to  drink  bdow  the  mountiin. 

LXIL 
Arrived  there,  a  prodigious  noise  he  hears. 

Which  suddenly  along  the  forest  spread ; 
Whereat  from  out  his  quiver  he  prepares 

An  arrow  for  his  bow,  and  lifts  his  head ; 
Aud  lo !  a  monstrous  herd  of  swine  appears, 

And  onward  rushes  with  tempestuous  tread, 
And  lo  the  fountain's  brink  precisely  pours, 
So  that  the  giant 's  join'd  by  all  tlie  boars. 

LXIII. 
Morgante  at  a  venture  shot  an  arrow, 

Wliich  pierced  a  pig  pra|i|ely  iu  the  ear, 
And  pass'd  unto  the  other  HHe  quite  thorough, 

So  that  the  boar,  defunct,  lay  tripp'd  up  near. 
Another,  to  revenge  his  fellow  farrow. 

Against  the  giant  rush'd  in  fierce  career. 
And  reach'd  the  passage  with  so  swift  a  foot, 
Morgante  was  not  now  in  time  to  sliooL 

i  LXIV. 

{   Perceiving  tliat  the  pig  was  on  him  close, 
I       He  gave  him  such  a  punch  upou  the  head ' 
As  tloor'd  him,  so  that  he  no  more  arose — 
Smashing  the  very  bone ;  and  he  fell  dead 
Next  lo  the  other.     Having  seen  such  blows, 

Tlie  other  pigs  along  the  valley  fled ; 
Morgante  on  his  neck  the  bucket  took, 
Full  from  the  spring,  which  neither  swerved  nor  shook. 


LXV. 

The  tun  was  on  one  shoulder,  and  there  wtn 
The  hogs  ou  t'  other,  aud  be  brush 'd  apace 

On  to  the  abbey,  though  by  no  means  near. 
Nor  spilt  one  drop  of  water  in  his  race. 

Orlando,  seeing  him  so  soon  appear 

Willi  the  dead  boars,  and  with  Uiat  brimhd ««, 

Marvell'd  to  see  his  strength  so  %ery  great;— 

So  did  (lie  abbot,  and  set  wide  the  gale. 

LXVI. 

The  monks,  who  saw  the  water  fresth  and  good. 

Aejoiced,  but  much  more  lo  perceive  the  poii. 
All  animals  are  glad  at  &ighc  of  food  : 

They  lay  their  breviaries  to  sleep,  and  work. 
With  greedy  pleasure,  and  in  such  a  mood. 

That  the  flesh  needs  no  salt  health  thek  fofL 
Of  rankness  and  of  rot  there  is  no  fear. 
For  all  the  fasts  are  now  left  iu  arrear. 

Lxvn. 

As  though  tliey  wisb'd  to  burst  at  once,  Ihcy  aiCj 
And  gorged  so  that,  as  if  the  bones  had  hem. 

In  water,  sorely  grieved  the  dog  and  cat. 
Perceiving  that  they  all  were  pick'd  too  cleaa. 

The  abbot,  who  to  all  did  honour  great, 
A  few  days  after  this  convivial  scene. 

Cave  to  Morgante  a  fine  horse  well  train'd, 

Which  he  long  time  had  for  himself  maintaia'4. 

IJLVIII.  • 

The  horse  Morgante  to  a  meadow  led, .  ~ 
To  gallop,  aud  to  put  him  to  the  pcoof. 

Thinking  tliat  he  a  back  of  iron  had. 

Or  to  skim  eggs  unbroke  was  light  enough; 

But  the  horse,  sinking  wiili  the  pain,  fell  dead, 
And  burst,  while  cold  on  edfrth  lay  head  and  kml 

Morgante  said,  u  Get  up,  thou  sulky  cur  !> 

.4nd  still  continued  pricking  with  the  spur. 

LXIX. 

But  finally  he  thougltt  tit  to  duunount. 
And  said,  «<  I  am  as  light  as  auy  featlier, 

.\nd  ho  liari  burst — to  this  what  say  you,  cooot?* 
Orlando  answer'd,  «  Like  a  ship  s  taa^  rather 

You  seem  to  me,  and  with  the  truck  AP  html  :— 
Let  him  go;  fortune  wills  that  we  together 

Should  march,  but  you  on  foot,  Morgante,  »tilL» 

To  which  the  giant  answered,  <t  So  I  will. 

LXX. 

«  When  there  shall  be  occasion,  you  shall  see 
How  I  approve  my  courage  in  the  fight. » 

Orlando  said,  « I  really  thiuk  you  "U  be. 

If  it  should  prove  Cod's  will,  a  goodly  kuigbt. 

Nor  will  you  napping  tliere  discover  me  : 

But  never  mind  your  horse,  though  out  of  si^ 

T  wrre  best  to  carry  hiia  into  some  wood. 

If  but  the  means  or  way  1  uuderstood.w 

LXXI. 

The  yiuui  said,  «<  Then  carry  him  |  -wiU, 

Since  tha(  to  carry  me  he  wits  so  slack- 
To  render,  as  the  go«is  do,  good  for  iU ; 

But  lend  a  band  (o  place  him  on  my  back.- 
Orlando  answer'd,  m  If  my  counsel  still 

May  weiijii,  Morgante,  do  uot  uudcrukc 
To  lift  or  carry  this  dead  courser,  who 
As  you  ha\c  done  lo  hiui,  will  do  lo  you. 


MORGANTE  MAG6IORE. 
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LXXII. 

irc  he  (ioii't  reveu^c  himiiclf,  though  dead, 

%us(ti<I  of  oil!  Iicyoiiti  all  ruro; 

now  if  ill*'  fart  you've  heard  or  read, 

^ill  mnkf  you  hurxt,  you  may  be  fture.w 
p  liiin  on  my  hack.w  Morj.inte  >aid, 
you  shall  sf>(>  what  wci^jht  I  ran  codure: 

my  (icndf  Uol.uiil,  of  iliii^  palfrey, 
the  bells,  I  'd  carry  yonder  belfry. » 

LXXIII. 

>t  viid,  w  The  sirrpic  may  do  well, 
»r  the  hells,  you   \c  hrokeu  them,  I  wot.n 
•  ansNvor'il,  "  Lei  them  p  ly  in  hrll 
■nalty,  who  lie  dead  iu  yon  (jrot:** 
(in^;  up  the  horte  from  wluTe  he  fell, 
.1.  ■«  Now  look  if  I  the  ^out  lia\e  i;ot, 
in  chr  li'j;s — (»r  if  I  ha\e  force ;»• — 
I  hr  niaiii*  iwo  <;amhoU  with  the  horse. 

LXXIV. 
r  was  like  any  mountain  fnimed ; 
le  did  this,  t  is  no  prfMli^;y; 
■tly  himself  Orlando  hiamcd, 
»r  he  was  one  of  his  family  ; 
hu^;  that  he  nii^ht  he  hurt  or  maiBi'd, 
nore  he  hade  him  lay  his  burthen  by: 
Uto,  nor  hear  him  further  the  dcitfrt  in.* 
f!  said,  «  I  11  carry  him  fur  certain.* 

LXXV. 
and  stow'd  him  in  some  nook  away, 
J  the  ahlicy  theu  return'd  vith  speed, 
said,  >(  Why  louder  do  we  ktsty ; 
nte,  here  is  uouijht  to  do  indeed.** 
ut  by  the  hand  he  took  one  day, 
lid  wiih  (;re<it  respect,  lie  had  a|;reed 
his  Ue^erence;  but  for  thU  decision 
d  to  have  his  pardon  and  pennisuon. 

LXXVI. 

ours  they  eontinue<l  to  receive 

ps  exceeded  what  hi^^rrits  claim'd: 

«  I  mean,  and  quickly,  to  retrieve 

ist  days  of  time  past,  which  may  be  blamed; 

ivs  ago  I  thould  liave  ask'd  your  leave, 

nther.  but  I  really  was  ashamed. 

>w  not  how  to  show  my  sentiment, 

1  I  see  you  with  our  stay  content. 

LXXVII. 

my  heart  I  bear  through  every  clime, 
hhot,  abbey,  and  this  .<iolitude— 
1  1  love  you  in  so  aliori  a  time ; 
le,  from  heaven  reward  you  with  all  ffood, 
I  so  true,  the  eternal  l^rd  sublime! 
e  kiuj;doin  at  the  last  hath  o|>en  stood: 
ale  we  stand  expectant  of  your  blesfin|*, 
omuiend  us  to  your  prayers  with  preiaiog.w 

LXXVIir. 

len  the  abbot  (*ount  Orlando  heard, 
earl  I'.rew  ftofc  with  inner  teuderoess, 
r\our  in  his  bosom  hred  each  word; 
•(('^ivaiier.n  he  said,  «  if  I  have  less 
IIS  and  kind  to  your  (preat  worth  appear  d, 
lits  ine  for  such  (gentle  blood  to  express, 
1   \e  done  too  little  in  this  case; 
lie  our  ignorance,  and  this  |M>or  place. 


LXXIX. 

wWe  can  indeed  but  honour  you  with  ma<«eft, 
And  sermons,  ihauks(;iviu|;s,  and  pater-noslert. 

Hot  suppers,  dinners  (tittiug  other  places 
In  verity  much  rather  than  the  cloisters) ; 

Rut  such  a  love  for  you  my  heart  embraces. 

For  ihousaud  virtues  which  your  busoni  fosters. 

That  wlieresoa»er  you  {\o,  I  too  shall  be. 

And,  on  the  other  part,  you  rest  with  me.  ^ 

LXXX. 

«This  may  involve  a  S4>emin|;  contradiction, 
Rut  you,  I  know,  arc  <i  i(;e,  and  feel,  ami  taste, 

And  nmlersLind  my  speivh  with  full  conviction. 
For  your  jusi  pious  deids  may  you  he  graced 

With  the  I<ord's  ^reat  re«ani  and  benediction, 
fly  whom  you  were  direclcil  to  this  waste: 

To  his  hi{;h  mercy  is  our  freedom  due. 

For  which  we  render  thanks  to  him  and  you. 

LXXXI. 

M  You  saved  at  once  our  life  and  soul :  such  fear 
The  (giants  caused  us,  that  the  way  was  lost 

By  which  we  could  pursue  a  lit  career 
In  search  of  Jesus  and  the  saiutly  host ; 

And  yourdepiirturi;  breeds  such  sorrow  iiere. 
That  comfortless  we  all  are  to  our  cost ; 

itul  montlisand  years  you  could  not  st^iy  iu  sloth. 
'  Nor  are  you  form'd  to  wear  our  sober  cloth  ; 

I  l..\XXll. 

M  Rut  to  bear  arms  and  wield  the  lance;  indeed. 

With  these  as  much  is  done  as  witli  this  cowl 
In  proof  of  which  the  scripture  you  may  read. 

This  (;iaut  up  to  heaven  may  bear  his  soul 
iSy  your  com|assion;  now  in  peace  proceed. 

Your  state  and  name  I  s<'ek  not  to  unroll. 
Rut,  if  I  in  ask'd,  this  answer  shall  be  given, 
Tliat  here  an  unijel  was  S4'nt  down  from  heaven. 

LXXXIII. 

w  If  you  waut  armour  or  au|;ht  el»e,  go  in. 

Look  o'er  the  wardrobe,  and  take  what  you  chuie; 

And  co\erwith  it  o'erthi»(;iani'H  skiu.n 
Orlando  auswer'd,  •<  If  then*  should  lie  looae 

Some  armour,  ere  our  journey  we  be|jiu. 

Which  nii(;hi  be  turn'd  to  my  companion's  uae, 

The  gift  would  be  acceptable  to  me.* 

The  abbot  said  to  him,  «Come  in  axul  see.» 

Lxxxrv. 

And  in  a  certain  closet,  where  the  w.il! 

Was  cover'd  with  old  armoar  like  a  crust. 
The  abbot  said  to  them,  <i  I  give  ynu  all.M 

Morgante  rummaged  piece-meal  from  the  dust 
The  whole,  which,  save  one  cuinss,  was  too  small. 

And  tliat  too  had  the  mail  inlaid  with  rust. 
They  wouder'd  how  it  fitted  him  exactly. 
Which  ne'er  had  suited  others  so  compactly. 

LXXXV. 

T  wa.s  an  immeaiiurabk  giant's,  who 

Ity  the  great  Milo  of  .Vrgante  fell 
Refbre  tlie  abbey  many  years  ago. 

The  story  on  the  wall  was  figure<l  w«>ll ; 
In  the  last  moment  of  the  ablwy's  fot>, 

Wjio  long  had  wageil  a  war  implacable: 
Pre<'isely  as  the  war  occurrd  they  drew  him. 
'  And  there  was  Milo  as  he  overthrew  him. 
1 
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LXXXVI. 

Seeing  this  history,  Count  Orl.indo  said 

In  his  own  heart,  «  Oh  God !  who  in  the  sky 

Know'st  ail  things,  how  was  Milo  hither  led, 
Who  caused  the  giant  in  this  place  to  die?M 

And  certain  letters,  weeping,  then  he  read, 
So  tliat  he  could  not  keep  his  visage  dry, — 

As  I  ^ill  tell  in  the  ensuing  story. 

From  evil  keep  you,  the  high  Kiug  of  Glory! 


Note  1.     Pa^e  Soo,  Hue  3;. 

He  gar*  him  MK^b  •  pu«cb  apon  (1m  heU 

«GH  detie  in  suUa  testa  uu  gr^n  panioi 
strange  that  Pulci  should  have  HleraUj  ant 
technical  terms  uf  my  old  friend  and  nusi) 
and  the  art  which  be  lias  carried  to  in  h^ 
«  A  punch  on  Ae  hend^v*  or  «  a  punch  in 
M  un  puuzoue  in  sulla  testa, >•  i«>  the  cxxi  a 
phrase  of  our  hest  pugilists,  who  little  drea 
are  tuikmg  the  purest  Tuscaa. 


WUAtX) 


AN  APOSTROPHIC  HYMN. 


<^«li«  in  EaroUl  ripu,  aui  prr  juga  Cyntlii. 
Eirtxrt  DUiM  iboroa. 

VlRCIt.. 
Such  ou  Eurou'i  bankt,  or  Cyailii^'*  he>abt, 
Diana  M«n*  :  and  ao  tbv  charmt  tli«  t\^kt, 
Wbc*  ia  ibc  daare  lb«  graceful  gndilraa  Irada 
Tbc  qaira  uf  nympba,  aad  orcriopa  ibrir  h««dt. 

DRYDEVS  VIROIL. 


*&<Sii 


I 


'fO  THE  PUBLISHER. 


Sia, 

I  AM  a  country  gendeman  of  a  midland  county.  I 
might  have  hcen  a  parliament-man  for  a  rcrtuin  bo- 
rough,   having  had   the  offer    of    a.<;  many  votes  as 

General  T.  at  the  general  election  in  i8i:i.>     But  I 
^as  all  for  domestic  happiness ;  as,  fifteen  years  ago 
on  a  visit  to   London,  I  married  a  middle-aged  ftiaid 
of  honour.      We   lived  happily  at  Homem   Hall  till 
last  season,  when  my  wife  and  I  were  invited  by  the 
Countess  of  Waltraway  (a  distant  relation  of  my  spouse) 
to  pas«s  the  winter  in  town.     Thinking  no  harm,  and 
our  girls  being  come  to  a  marriageable  (or  as  they  call 
it,  marketable)  age,  and  liaving  besides  a  chancery  suit 
inveterately  entailed  upon  the  family  estate,  we  came 
up  in  our  old  chariot,  of_  which,  by  the  bye,  my  wife 
grew  so  much  ashamed  In  less  than  a  week,  that  I  was 
obliged  to  buy  a  second-hand   barouche,  of  which   I 
might  mount  the  box,  Mrs  U.  says,  if  I  could  drive, 
but  never  see   the  inside — that  place  being  reserved 
for  the    honourable    Augustus  Tiptoe,  her    partner- 
general  and  opera-knighL      Hearing  great  praises  of 
Mrs  11. s  dancing  (she  was  famous  for  birth-night  mi- 
nuets in  the  latter  end  of  the  last  century),  I  uubooted, 
and  went  to  a  ball  at  the  CounteM>,  expecting  to  .see 
a  country  dance,  or,  at  most,  cotillions,  reels,  and  all 
the  old  paces  to  the  newest  tunes.     But,  judge  of  my 
surprise,  on   arriving,   to  see  poor  dear  Mrs  Uornem 
with  her  arms  lialf  round  the  loins  of  a  huge  hussar- 
looking  gentleman  1  never  set  eyes  ou  before;  and  his, 
to  suy  truth,  rather  more  than  half  round  her  waist, 
I   turning  round,  and  round,  and  round,  to  a  d d  see- 


saw up  and  down  sort  of  tune,  that  rem 

the  «  black  joke,>>  only  more  «  affettuoto^^ 

me  quite  giddy  with  wondering  they  wrn 

and  bye  they  stopped  a  bit,  and  I  thongl 

sit  or  fall  down: — hut,  no;  with   Mrs  H/ 

shoulder,  v  quam  familiariten^^  (as  Tern 

I  was  at  school),  tliey  walked  about  a  mic 

at  it  again,  like  two  cock-cbafer<  spittrt: 

bodkin.     I  asked  what  all   iliis  meant, 

loud  luugh,  a  ciiild  no  cider  than  our  1 

name  I  never  heard  hut    iu   the  Yicar 

though  her  mother  would  call  her  afie 

of  Swiippcobadi),  said,  «  Lord,  Mr  Hon 

see  they  are  \nltziug.w  or  waltxing  (I  forp< 

tliiMi  up  she  got,  and  her  mother  and  si^ 

tiiey  Mcut,  aad  rouiid-aboutcd  it  till  »up] 

that  I  kiiuw  what  it  is,  I  like  it  of   all 

(loos  Mrs  11.  (though  I  have  broken  my  s 

times  overturned  Mrs  llornem's  maid  in 

preliminary  steps  in  a  morning.)      liidee 

I  like  it,  thai  having  a  turn  for  rhyme,  t; 

in  some  election  ballads,  and  songs  in  hoi 

victoi-ic^  (but  till  lately  1  have  ^ad  little  f: 

way).   I  sat  down,  and  with  the  aid  of  W 

a  fi'w  liinLs  froui  l)r  D.  ^^whosc  reritatiou 

am  monstrous  Foud  of  Blaster  B.'»  iiiauuc 

his  Father  s  late  successful  D.  L.  addre>» 

the  Following  hymn,  wherewithal    to  ni; 

uieiiLs  known  to  the   public,     whi>m.   i 

heartily  despise  as  well  a>.  the  critic>. 


I  am. Sir,  yours,  etc.,  el 


ilOHACl 


rami-— romppltJ  ■□  .i*rp 


)Ir1i<|uLiii.l'.  ln.i„ 
Nnrovrnl   rrJirr 


niiirhkloDfteuinarXDniini!  I'lr 

Auil — jlaKHUlTlull'll  if  UlWli  III' 
Tru  plAft.  jihI  fatVfUlnafK;!, 


How  oF  Busliy.  or  of  Pin, 
kiy^lly.  Ilir  fnniKT'i  wi[i. 
.' till  <>hj.'rl  I  [Hinu-.o 


ric  mporl  froindlldlltyfrn-. 
~.'ir  b.'  Jru     irraid  iban  ibn; 
.liLiliti.-.  ■  ki^brlHKk 
<   i-rlu— rtmrauf Ailnffloi'k. 

iImk' (lie  luTdlnt  twin; 

r  full  V4W  lliy  i^allrr  |Hiiu>n  it^ihiinHi, 


n'rnKlKanlr.lifyb'lt.H; 
rivMrmlinD  undo  iUfp  Fnnn 

'ft  lis  thj-il ~il  df bb  >nil  ililni 

s  ji.dtlJo.n.'rWn'rt. 

'-•'  ilill— Air^irnrt^  llir  Tliinl  ii 

i.ly  ti»(]r)tiBg  f:HirE<-  ihr  KooKl 


Aii<l  lot.U  tram  FniUert  lu.l  f..>t 

Uhr  Ijphud  itiirtirt  IQ  i-a>u^i'  --k  «■ 

OfHrJIH:   HcllualiuuUliKiKiDk'l 
FmujUw,,     ,l,i.c«(;,^.i.„Ll.<:rl 


Urr  iiimhir  d-x.luoi'iil  off  ^uotbrri  limd: 

IlispbV'l  »  mw-ll  of  Irg,  or  murr'  ef  i>n  I. 
Tlian  thou.  ninbriMil  Wall,,  wl.rn  fir.1  ilir  m 


■hK  iif  li-j 


(lllH 


To  yuH  iifniaryranlna— ^bnonlflmr 
Tlin  LuUini  uproBli  af  thnw  iku<  you  JuU  Si 
^Vi■t,J,iJ^,l„ru,nl,4,■,,^<H■■■dllu■mnU'd. 
fifii.iii'.'l.r-."  orUw-nvirdeM: 
1.>  you,  V.  [n.ivnui,         on  iIh-  warrb 
Tuiuir^.^,,..      mnkdibuul-'n'sm.ilrb! 
Ti.  ynn.  ;y  c  tl.ilJrm  Df_Bbain  i-binrcanronb 


T«Hm- 

-jr^^ai' 

«b..»Tk 

( lor  Ufr, 

A.LOV- 

o,llj»..« 

I«"   '»•'» 

TOufculd 

Aiul  .-< 

rj  luH-im. 

„,fl,«,« 

lbh<Tiun 

RkIt 

rin-Wah 

Tk...Tn 

^JiU.n 

Jouu; 

&llU-h 

:  iin.l  1  iniB 

Vour  ruluiv  •4aini 

lifnAi  h 

U^il-  IM-, 

._A 
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Observaot  trav«llrrs!  of  every  lime; 
Ye  quartos!  publish *d  upon  every  rlimc; 
O  say,  shall  dull  Romaika's  heavy  round, 
Fandan(;o's  wripgle,  or  Bolero's  bound; 
Can  Egypt's  Almas^ — tantahzing  group — 
Columbia's  caperers  to  the  warlike  whoop — 
Can  aught  from  cold  Kamschatka  to  Cipe  Horn 
With  Waltz  compare,  or  after  Waltz  be  born«!? 
Ah,  no!  from  Moriers  pages  dovn  to  Gait's, 
Each  tourist  pens  a  paragraph  for  «  Waltz.i* 

Shades  of  those  belles,  whose  reign  began  of  yore, 
With  George  the  Third  s— and  ended  long  before — 
Though  in  your  dau<;hter<i'  daughters  yet  you  thrive, 
Burst  from  your  lead,  and  be  your^'lves  aUve! 
Back  to  the  ball-room  speed  your  spectred  host  • 
Fool's  Paradise  is  dull  to  that  you  lost. 
No  treacherous  powder  bids  conjecture  quake; 
No  stiff  siarch'd  slays  make  meddling  fingers  ache; 
(TransPerr'd  to  those  ambiguous  things  that  ape 
Goats  in  tlieir  visage,?  women  in  their  shape); 
No  damsel  faints  when  rather  closely  prcss'd, 
itut  more  caressing  seems  when  most  caress'd; 
Superfluous  hartshorn,  and  reviving  salts, 
Both  bauish'd  by  the  sovereign  cordial  «  Waltz. » 

Seductive  Waltz ! — though  on  thy  native  &hore 
Even  W^crtcr's  self  proclaim'd  thee  half  a  whore; 
Wcrter — to  decent  vice  though  much  inclined ; 
Yet  warm,  not  wanton ;  dazzled,  but  not  blind — 
Though  gentle  Genlis,  in  her  strife  with  Stael, 
Would  even  proscribe  thee  from  a  Paris  ball; 
The  fashion  hails — from  couutef.ses  to  queens. 
And  mai4s  and  valets  wallz  behind  the  scenes; 
Wide  and  more  wide  thy  witching  circle  spreads, 
And  turns — if  nothing  else — at  lea^t  our  hcadsi 
With  thee  even  clumsy  ciu  attempt  to  bounce 
And  cockneys  practise  what  they  can't  pronounce. 
Gods!  how  (he  glorious  theme  my  strain  exalts, 
And  rhyme  finds  partner  rhyme  in  praise  of  «<  Waltz. »> 

Blest  ms  the  time  Waltz  chose  for  her  dehut; 

The  court,  the  B 1,  like  herself  were  new ;  * 

New  face  for  friends,  for  foes  some  new  rewards. 
New  ornaments  for  black  and  royal  guanls; 
New  laws  to  hang  the  rogues  that  roar'd  for  bread ; 
New  coius  (most  new  9)  to  folL<2,w  those  tliatfled; 
New  victories — nor  can  we  prixe  them  less, 
Though  Jenky  wonders  at  his  own  success; 
New  wars,  bec.iuse  the  old  succeed  so  well, 
That  most  survivors  envy  those  who  fell; 
New  mistresses — no — old — and  yet  't  is  true. 
Though  they  be  old^  the  tiling  is  something  new; 
Each  new,  quite  new — (except  sope  ancient  tricks  »*'), 
New    white-sticks,  gold-sticks,   broom-sticks,  all  new 

sticks ! 
With  vests  or  ribands — deck'd  alike  in  hue. 
New  troopers  strut,  new  turncoats  blush  in  blue: 
So  saith  the  muse— my — ",  what  say  you? 
Such  was  tlie  time  when  Walt/  might  best  matot-iin 
ller  new  preferments  in  this  novel  reign ; 
Such  was  the  time,  nor  ever  vet  was  such, 
Hoops  are  no  more,  and  petticoats  not  much  ; 
Morals  and  minuets,  virtue  and  her  stays, 
An«l  tell-tale  powder — all  have  had  their  days. 


The  ball  begins — the  honours  of  the  Imhm 
First  dniy  done  by  daughter  or  by  spouke, 
Some  potentate — or  ro3^  or  serene — 
With  K— I's  gay  i;race,  or  sapient  G— st— r  *  a 
Leads  forth  the  ready  danae.  whose  rlwig  flock 
Might  once  have  been  mistaken  for  a  blush. 
From  where  the  garb  just  leaver  the  boioin  fivr. 
That  spot  where  hearts  '*  "were  once  supfiObfiiiiSr 
Bound  all  the  eon  fines  of  the  yielded  wai>i. 
The  strangest  hand  may  vander  uodi^aced . 
The  lacly's  in  return  may  grasp  as  much 
-Vs  princely  paunches  offer  to  her  touch. 
Pleased  round  the  chalkv  floor  how  w«^ll  th.-rirs. 
One  hand  reposing  on  the  royal  hip; 
The  other  to  the  shoulder  no  less  royal 
Ascending  with  affection  truly  loyal: 
Thus  front  to  front  the  p;irtner«i  moveoritanl 
The  foot  may  rest,  hut  none  withdraw  tJir  liji«^. 
And  all  in  turn  may  follow  in  their  rank. 
The  Eari  of— Asterisk — and  ^-ady— Blank: 
Sir — such  a  one — with  those  of  fashion'^  Unsi, 
For  whose  blest  surnames — vide  •«  Morning  Pi>if.» 
(Or  if  for  that  impartial  print  loo  late. 
Search  Doclofs'  Commons  six  months  frocu  ciyto- 
Thus  all  and  each,  in  movement  swift  orsiov. 
The  genial  contact  |;ently  undergo; 
Till  some  might  marvel,  with  the  modest  Tirib 
If  «  nothing  follows  all  this  palming  work'>'' 
True,  honest  Mirza — you  may  trust  my  rhyiK- 
Sumething  does  follow  at  a  5tter.  time; 
The  breast  thus  publicly  resigned  to  man. 
In  private  may  resist  him if  it  can. 


O  ye!  who  loved  .our  grandmothers  of  yore. 
F-tz — t — k,  Sh-r-d-n,  and  many  more! 
And  tliou,  my  prince !   whose  sovereign  Lisu  *si  ■! 
It  is  to  love  the  lovely  beldam<rs  still ; 

Thou,  ghost  of  y 1  whose  judging  *f«w 

Satan  may  spare  to  peep  a  single  night. 
Pronounce — if  ever  in  your  «hiyH  of  bliss— 
Asmodeus  struck  so  bright  a  stroke  as  thi'^; 
To  teach  the  young  ideas  how  to  rise. 
Flush  in  the  cheek  and  I.^iiguish  in  the  eye«. 
Bush  to  the  heart  and  lighten  through  tliefnicr.  , 
Willi  half-told  wish  and  iil-dissenihled  flam^ , 
For  prurient  nature  .etill  will  storm  the  brra<:i— 
friio,  tempted  thus,  can  answer  for  the  re*f 

But  ye — who  never  felt  a  single  ihoogliC 
For  what  our  morals  are  co  be  or  ought; 
Who  wisely  wish  the  charms  yon  view  to  reap. 
S:iy — would  you  make  those  beauties  quite  so  dm? ' 
Hot  from  the  hands  promiscuously  applietl. 
Bound  ihe  sUjjht  waist;  or  <lown   the  glowing <«1^ 
Where  were  the  r.ipture  then  to  clasp  the  form. 
From  this  lewd  grasp,  aud  lawlc<:s  coouct  wjrmT 
At  once  love's  most  cudearing  thouglit  reagn. 
To  press  the  hand  so  prcss'd  by  none  but  thinr. 
To  gaze  upon  that  eye  which  never  met 
Another's  ardent  look  witliout  regret; 
Approach  the  lip  which  all,  -without  restraint. 
(^ome  near  enough — if  not  to  touch — to  taint. 
If  such  tliou  lovest — love  her  then  no  more. 
Or  give — like  her — caresses  to  a  score; 
ller  mini!  -with  these  is  gone,  and  with  it  go 
Tlie  linlc  left  behind  it  to  hpntow. 


WALTZ. 


Voluptuous  W,iit7 !  and  thrf  I  ihu<  bbsphem^  T 

Tliy  bard  for);o(  lliy  pnii<u^  were  his  theme. 

TKBPMciioiit-  fi)r(;i\»>  I— at  rvpry  hall 

My  ^ifr  now  willy's—  aii«l  my  (l.ni(;ht<>r«  i/in//,- 

Af^-  Sim    or  stop —  t  i>  nrcdli'^s  to  iuquire — 

Tlit'sc  iitilr  (inidcni^  shnuld  iirVr  transpire  j 

Soiiir  ajjrs  hcm-f  our  p'nralo^ic  tr«? 

Will  wr.ir  us  {;ri-rii  a  l>ou(;li  for  him  as  mr\ 

Walt/iui;  shall  roar,  tn  makr  our  name  amends, 

Grandsons  fur  me — iu  hrirs  to  all  his  fricudk. 


NOTKS. 


don  himvlf  wouhl  havr  nothinf;  to  objrrt  to  turh  lib<>rnl  ; 
baxlards  of  our  Ladv  of  lUhvlon. 

Noto  S      Pape  Jiol,  tine  7. 

Thr  |)atrintir  arson  of  our  amiable  allirs  cannot  be 

siiflirifntJY  commmdrtl— nor  Kuhftcribed  for.  Amouijut 

nthrr  dot.iiis  omitted  in  (he  \ariou«  dispaichet  of  our  I 

floqucnt  amhass.idor,  he  did  not  state  (being  too  much  | 

iiri  upiiil  «ith  the  riploitt  of  Colonel  C ,  in  twim-  I 

I  ming  ri»rrs  froien,  and  f^lloping  over  roads  iropass-  \ 
I  able),  that  om-  entire  province  perished  by  famine  iu  ' 
:  the  most  mrLinchuly  manner,  as  followii :— In  Ceneral   i 

■  I    ■      ■  *  I 

■  ilosto|N-hiii  s  roiisumniatr  conflagration,  the  consump-  ! 

^^  .  iii»n  of  tjlh>w  and  train  oil  wasso  grrat,  tJiat  the  market  '. 

'  vtns  inailn]nate  tn  the  demand:  ami  thus  one  hundred  ' 

Note  I .     Pa,.c  So-i,  line  4.  .,„.|  u,iriy.|hi ve  thousami  imtsohs  i^ere  starved  todeath,  1 

State  of  th.'  pull  ;last  d.iy,  S.  ;.,.  ,„.i„j.  ^..,1,,,  ...j  ,„  ^hol.somr  dirt!    The  lamplighten  \ 

Nole  ••.     P.n;e  Sot,  line  6.  "^  London  ha\r  junce  sub«<Tdu'd  a  pint  (of  oil)  a  piece,  i 

My  latin  is  all  fur;;otten,  if  a  mau  canbe  said  to  hive  '  and  thr   tillow-i'haudlcrs   have  unanimously  voted  a  1 

forgotleii  \\h.it  he  nrver  rcniemberi'd;   but  I  bought  .  quantity  of  In-st  moulds  (four  to  the  pound)  to  the  re-  1 

my  tiile-pigr  motto  of  a  Ciitholic   priest  for  a  three  ;  'i«f  of  the  surviving  Scythians — the  sea rciiy  will  soon,  I 

fthilliiij;  hank  token,  after  mudi  haggling  for  the  even  '  by  surh  eiertiont,  and  a  proper  attention  to  the^icah'C^ 

utpi'iiri*.     I  grud;;ril  the  money  to  a  papist,  ln-ing  all     rather  than  the  quantity  of  provision,  be  totally  allc-  ' 

for  till'  iiiiniory  of  P.'rcc^al,  and  n  No  |MqMTy,»   and    ^iated.  It  is  said,  in  return,  that  the  untouched  Ukraine 

quite  rej;reiiiiij;    the  dov^ufal  of  the  pope,  breauM*  we  '  has  Kubicribed  siity  ihouvind  beeves  for  a  day's  meal  } 

cant  burn  hini  any  more.  .  to  our  suffering  manufacturers.      *  '  • 

Note  3.     Page  5o3,  line  1.  !  Note  6.     Page  r.o.^,  line  S.  | 

.<^lincr  iheir  m»y.i«i«kliaBrr«>i.>r.».i  Danrmg  girls— wlio  do   for  hire   vthat  Walfi  doth  ] 

Note  4-     Page  5o3,  line  21.  " 

To  riv;d  I^rd  W.  s.  or  his  nephew's,   as  the  reader  ^'"**  T-     Page  S04,  line  Jo.  j 

pleat's— the  one  gained  a  pretty  woman,  whom  lie        ft  cannot  be  complained  now,  as  in  the  Lady  Daua- 
de»orv<il.  by  lighting  for  ;  and  the  other  has  Im-cu  light-     "•♦res  time,  of  the  .•  Sicur  de  la  Croii,w  that  there  he  ! 
ing  in  the  Peninsula  many  a  long  day,  «« by  Shrewsbury  1  "  "o  wliiskers.n  but  how  far  these  are  indicatiouk  of 
cluck.*'  without  gaining  any  thing  iu  that  country  but     valour  in  tiie  field,  or  elsewhere,  may  still  be  question- 
tbe  lille  of  «<  the  ( treat  Lord, »  and  m  the  Lord. k   «liieh     ahle.     Miieh  may   be  .ind  hath  heen  avouched  on  both 
•avours  of  prof.uiation,  ha\ing  been  hitherto  ap|iliiil  '  "^ides.     In  the  olden   time  philnsnphers  had  whiskers 
only  to  that  ihing,  to  whom  u  Te  Deumsn  for  carnagi-    '*»d  soldi*  r«  none — S<-ipio  himsi>lf  vas  shaven — llan-  ' 
are  the  r.mkeft  blasphemy.— It  is  to  )>e  prcsumeil  the  I  nibal  th<inght  his  one  eye  handsome  enough  without  r 
general  will  one  day  return  to  his  Sabine  farm,  there      ,a    Iieard;    but    Adrian,  the   Kmprror,    wore  a  beard  ' 
.  T n  r  ib.-  B^n.u.  -f  il>r  .iukl>Arn  ,.u.„.  j  :'*'*.""«  ^•"•■"  ""  *»*  ''»'"•  ^I'"'*'  aeiiUet  the  Empress  i 


.ti'iNiff  ii«  qmtckty  •«  hrteBijuti'd  S|din'* 

The  Lord  Petcrburough  conquered  continents  iu  a 
sumniei-  .  ve  do  nion — we  contrive  both  to  conquer 
and  lose  iheni  in  a  ^llortcr  season.  IPthe  «« great  Lord  jii> 
Citniunaiinn  procrens  in  agriculture  Ix*  uo  speedier 
than  the  pro|M>rtioual  average  of  time  in  Popes  couplet  1 
it  xtill.  acntrdiug  to  the  fanucr'n  proverb,  be  «  plough. 

ing   Hilll  dngs.n 

by  the  by — one  of  this  illustrious  person's  new  titbs 


S,iliina.  noi  v\cn  the  enni tiers  could  abide) — Turenne 
hail  whiskeri,  Marlliorough  none — Buon.iparte  u  un-  1 

whiskered,  the  H vihiskered  ;  «  argul^  greatnesk  of  ; 

mind  and  wliisKi  is  may  or  may  not  go  tugetlier:  but  '• 
certainly  the  different  occurreuns,  since  the  growth  of  ! 
the  last-mentioned,  go  further  in  behalf  |of  whiskers  • 
than  the  anathema  of  Anselm  did  tiyaintt  long  hair  in  I 
the  reign  of  Henry  \.  \ 

Formerly  red  was  a  favourite  colour.     See  Lodovick  | 

—  •  __       1  f  t%  a  II  J"*'  .    w 


is  forguiteii— it  is.  however,  VI orth  remembering— m  Sal-  1  Rirrey's  comedy  of  Ram  Alley.  iGtii,  act  I.  scene  1.         : 

if     If  this  be  the  I      «  Tnffetrt.  Now.  for  a  wager— What  coloured  beanl 


v<i</i>r  del  muntlo.'v    credite,    posleri 

appejl.iiioii  aiineied  by  the  inliabiUuU  of  the  Peninsul.i     •'«'"''"  "•*'  '»y  ''>''  window  • 

to  the  n.iiiic  of  a  man  who  hax  not  yet  save<l  them  — 

<|U(Ty — are  they  worth  >a«ing  even  in  this  worhl  ?  for. 

acconiing  to  the  mildest  inofliKe.ttious  of  any  Christian 

creed,  those  three  word»  make  the  othis  much  against 

them  in  the  next. — «  Saviour  of  tbe  world. ••  quotha! — 


it  were  «€»  be  wished  that  he.  nrauy  one  else. could  save    *'Oiour 


! 

<*  Adriana.  A  black  mans,  I  think.  j 

••  Taffetn.  1  think  nut  so.   1  think  a  rei/,   for  that  I 

is  most  ill  fashion.  i> 

There   is   <i  noihiuK  uew  under  the  suu:i»   but  red    • 

then  a  fnt-nurite,  has  now  subsulcd  into  a  favomrUt'i  j 


a  corner  u\  it — his  rounlry.  Yet  this  stupid  misnomer, 
although  it  siio«s  the  near  connexion  between  super- 
stition and  impiety,  so  far  has  its  use,  that  it  prove<; 
there  can  be  little  to  dread  from  those  Catholirs  ; in- 
quisitorial t^tliolics  loo)  who  ean  confer  such  au  ap- 
pellation on  a  Protestant.  I  sup(K>se  next  year  he  viill 
be  entilleil  the  *  Virgin  Mary  -»  if  sn.I<ord  neorg**  <"Ior- 


Noie  R      Page  Sn\^  line 40. 
.In  anachn)nisni— Walt/,  and  the  battle  of  Auslei^itx 
are  befon-  s.iid  to  have  o|'ened  the  ball  together:   the 
bard  mcms    if  he  means  any  thing).  Wahi  was  not  so 

innrh  in  \ogue  till  the  r« 1  attained  the  acm^  of 

hi>  popularity.     Waltr,  the  comet*,  whisken,  and  the 
new  government,  illuminated  heaven  and  earth,  in  all 


\ 
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ilieir  glory«  much  about  the  same  time;  of  these  the 
comet  only  has  disappeared ;  the  other  three  continue 
to  astonish  us  still. 

PairrTii's  Dktil. 

Note  9.     Page  5o4,  line  44  • 
Amongst  others  a  new  ninepeccc — a  crodiiable  coin 
now  forthcoming,  worth  a  pound,  in  paper,  at  the  fair- 
est calculation. 

Note  to.    Page  5o4,  line  Si. 

«iOh  that  right  should  thus  overcome  might  f»  Who 
does  not  remember  the  u  delicate  In\e«tigation»  in  the 
■  Merry  Wives  of  Winditor?* 

m  Ford.  Pray  you  come  near:  if  I  suspect  without 
cause,  why  then  make  sport  at  me ;  then  let  me  be 
your  jest;  I  deserve  it.  lluw  now*?  whither  bbar  you 
this? 

«  3fr$  Ford.  Wliai  have  you  to  do  whither  they,  hear 
it  ? — you  were  best  meddle  with  buck-washinj;.* 

Note  II.     Page  5o4,  line  56.         , 
Tlie  gentle,  or  ferocious  reader,  may  fill  up  the  blank 
as  he  pleases — there  are  several  dissyllabic  names  at  his 


service  (being  already  io  the  R 1*») :  tewMli  k/  | 

fair  10  back  any  peculiar  ioitial  against  tbe  aipUa  I 
as  every  month  will  add  to  the  li«t  now  entcn4fir4 
sweepstakes — a  distiDf;oUhed  coosooant  is  «ttd  i»  t 
the  favourite,  much  aQainfrt  the  wishes  of  ifae  kamm, 
ones.  "'  * 

Note  13.     Page  5o4,  line  74. 

V  We  have  changed  all  that,**  «iys  the  Mockrocb- 
« 't  is  all  gone — Asmo<leu5  knows  where.  Iftrrili 
is  of  no  great  importance  how  women's  heartt  arr  &• 
po^ed  of;  they  have  nature's  privilege  to  di^ba!' An 
an  absurdly  as  possible.  But  there  are  al<A  «aBuai 
with  hearts  vo  thorou(;hIy  bad,  a>  to  rrmioil  o^cf  d>* 
nheiiomena  often  mciitione<l  in  natural  hi^ton  . ':  1 
mass  of  solid  stone — only  to  be  opened  by  toTCf-oi 
.when  divided,  you  discover  a  toad  in  the  ceotr?.  ji".* 
and  with  the  reputation  of  being  \rnomoiu» 
Note  i3.      Page  S0.4,  line  94> 

In  Turkey  a  pertinent — here  an  impertiiKflt  m. 
superfluous  question — literally  pnt,  as  in  the  lot :« 
a  Persian  to  Morier,  oil  seeing  a  walti  in  Pen.— nv 
Morier's  Travels, 


^t)^  Z^ammt  of  ^aisso. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


At  Ferrara  (in  the  library)  arc  preserve<l  the  original 
BISS.  of  Tasso's  GieriKaleninie  niid  of  Guarini's  Pastor 
Fido,  with  letters  of  T:is«io,  one  from  Titian  to  Ariosto  : 
and  the  inkstand  and  chair,  the  tomb  and  the  house  of 
the  latter.  But  as  misfortune  has  a  {;re.iu>r  iniere.<sl  for 
posterity,  and  little  or  none  for  the  contemporary,  the  cell 
where  Tasso  was  confined  in  the  hospitil  of  St  Auna 
attracts  a  more  fixed  attention  than  the  resilience  or  the 
monument  of  Ariosto — at  least  it  had  this  effect  on  mc. 
There  are  two  inscriptions,  one  on  the  outer  gate,  the 
second  over  the  cell  itself,  inviting,  unneces.sarily,  the 
wonder  and  the  indignation  of  the  spectator.  Fi-rrara  is 
much  decayed  and  depopulated  \  the  c;istlc  still  exists  en- 
t<rc;.andlsaw  the  court  where  Parisina  and  Uugo  were 
beheaded,  according  to  the  annal  of  Gibbon. 


THE  LAMENT  OF  TASSO. 


I. 

Long  years ! — It  tries  the  thrilling  frame  to  bear 

And  eagle-spirit  of  a  child  of  song — 

Long  years  of  outrage,  calumny  and  wrong; 

Imputed  madness,  prison'd  solitude, 

And  the  mind's  canker  in  its  savage  mood, 

When  the  impatient  thirst  of  light  and  air 

Parrhes  the  heart;  and  the  ahhorred  grate. 

Marring  the  sunbeams  with  its  hideous  sliade, 

Work4  through  the  throhhing  eye-ball  to  the  bmiu 

With  a  hot  sense  of  hc.ninevs  and  patu  ; 

And  bare,  at  once,  capti\ity  di^play'd 

Stands  scoffing  through  the  never-open'd  gat«', 

Which  nothing  through  its  bars  admits,  save  day 


And  tasteless  food,  which  I  have  eat  alooe 
Till  its  unsocial  bitterness  is  gone  ; 
And  I  can  banquet  like  a  beast  of  prey. 
Sullen  aod  lonely,  couching  in  the  cave 
Which  is  my  lair,  and — it  may  be — my  grave. 
All  this  hath  somewhat  worn  me,  and  mayvev. 
But  must  be  borne.     I  stoop  not  to  despair; 
For  I  have  battled  with  mine  agonv. 
And  made  me  wings  wherewith  to  overflv 
The  narrow  circus  of  my  dungeon-wall. 
And  freed  the  Holy  Sepulchre  from  thrall : 
\ini  revell'd among  men  .ind  things  divine. 
And  pour'd  my  spirit  over  Palestine, 
In  honour  of  the  sacred  war  for  him. 
The  God  who  was  on  earth  nud  is  in  beaten. 
For  he  hath  strengthen'd  me  in  heart  and  limb. 
That  through  this  sufferance  I  might  be  fur^in. 
I  have  employ'd  my  penance  to  record 
How  Salem's  slirine  wax  won,  and  how  adored. 

H. 

But  this  is  o'er— my  pleasant  task  is  done : 

My  long-sustaining  friend  of  many  years  ! 

If  I  do  blot  thy  final  page  with  tears. 

Know  that  my  sorrows  h.ivo  wrung  from  me 

Rut  thou,  my  young  creation  I   my  sioul's  child  I    , 

Which  ever  playing  round  me  came  and  smilfd. 

And  wood  me  from  myself  with  tliy  sweet  sifbt, 

Thou  too  art  gone—- and  su  is  my  delight : 

And  therefore  do  I  weep  and  inly  bleed 

With  this  last  bruise  upon  a  broken  reed. 

Thou  too  art  ended — wliat  is  left  mc  now  ! 

For  I  have  anguish  yet  to  bear — and  how' 

I  know  not  that— but  in  the  innate  force 

Of  my  oun  spirit  shall  be  found  r««ourre. 

I  have  not  sunk,  for  I  lutd  no  remorse. 
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ause  for  surh  :  tlipy  call'd  me  mad— and  wby  ? 

■oiiora!  uiltiiot  thou  reply? 

iiiilrrd  (Miritiits  in  my  heart 

I  iriy  low  so  iofiy  as  thou  art ; 

ill  my  frni/y  w.is  not  of  tkx;  miad  ; 

iv  mv  f.mh.  and  feci  mv  iHiiiishmeiiC 

•ss  hi'iaiiM>  I  suffer  it  uulieni. 

lioii  wrri  hruiiliful,  ami  I  not  hhud, 

Ijein  the  sin  which  shuts  me  from  mankind  , 

•t  ilicm  (;o.  or  torture  aanliey  will, 

>art  ran  multiply  lliine  im^t^e  still; 

stful  Jovi;  may  vitc  itself  away, 

.ntchi-cl  an*  tin-  faithful ;  "t  is  their  fate 

vt^  all  fi-clini;  lave  thr  on<'  decay, 

x-ry  p:i<.<iou  inlci  our  dilate, 

)id  riviT*  into  orran  pour; 

ITS  is  fathomlcs-s,  and  hath  no  sliore. 

fll. 

>  m(>,  hark!  iho  long  and  maniac  cry 
nds  and  hoilics  incapli\itv. 
lark !   the  la>li  and  the  increasing  howl,  . 
Ill-  htlf-inarlicnialc  blasphemy! 
he  sdujc  here  wiih  wor^e  than  frenzy  foul, 
\Nho(lo  still  |;oad  on  the  o'er-lahour'd  mind, 
im  the  litilr  li{;ht  that  '>;  left  hchind 
ncrdlcss  lorlnre,  a$^  thrir  tyrant  will 
ind  up  to  the  hKt  of  doing  ill: 
thtrse  and  with  their  victims  am  I  clau'd, 
nund>i  and  si<>hts  like  thei^e  long  years  have  pasVd  ; 
i(;lits  and  soundi«  like  thesi*  my  hfe  may  close : 
it  be — for  then  I  shall  rcposj'. 

IV. 

Ix-i-n  patient.  Id  nic  besiiyrt; 
Furc.otii'n  half  I  would  fopjet, 
rc\i\«"; — oil  !  would  it  were  my  lot 
fi>rgeifnl  as  I  am  forgot!  — 
not  \«r«i(h  with  (Ihi^c  who  iKule  me  dwell 
<  >.ist  !a/.i[-houNi*  t>f  many  wo**^.' 

*  l.iu{;lilri-  is  n«>t  mirth,  nor  thought  the  mind, 
oriN  a  lan;;ii;i[;i*,  nor  c%'n  men  mankind; 

•  «rii'>  reply  to  enr«es.  shrieks  to  liIow», 
nil  is  torinn-il  in  hissepanite  hell — 

■  ar«'  irowded  in  our  solitudes — 

but  each  divided  by  the  wall, 
I  ethois  Mildness  in  her  babbling  moods; — 

dl  can  heir,  none  heed  his  neighbour's  call — 

s.i\e  that  One,  the  \erie<>l  wretch  of  all, 
A. IX  not  inide  to  he  the  mate  of  tlic<«e, 
)iin<I  between  dJNtraciion  and  disease. 

iiol  wrodi  Willi  tliiKH  who  placed  me  here  ? 
i.i\r'  drhaM-d  me  in  the  mind!>  of  men, 

iii(;  me  the  iisa|;e  of  mv  o«n, 
mg  my  life  in  In-^t  of  it>  career, 
ing  my  thoughts  a-i  thiugf  to  kimn  aud  fear  *. 
1  I  not  imy  them  back  these  pangs  again, 
'jeh  them  inward  sorrow's  stifled  f  roan  7 
ru|;i;le  lo  he  ralin,  ami  cold  distres<, 
I  undirmiiics  our  stoieal  sneccKs? 
still  too  |iroiid  lo  be  \indieli\e — 1 
)ardon  d  prim-es'  instills,  ai|d  would  die. 
ishr  «»f  my  sovi-nigii !  for  thy  sake 
I  .ill  biitiMiK  ss  from  out  mv  breiisi, 
1  no  biisincsH  where  tlum  art  a  guest ; 


Thy  brother  liaies — but  I  can  not  detest. 
Thou  piti<*st  not— hut  I  can  not  forsake. 

V.  . 

I^iok  on  a  love  whieh  knows  not  to  despair. 

Hut  all  unquench'd  is  still  my  belter  part. 

Dwelling  deep  in  my  shut  and  silent  heart 

vis  dwells  the  grfther'd  lightning  in  its  cloud, 

Eocompass'd  wiili  iu  dark  and  rolling  shroud, 

Till  struck, — lorth  flies  the  all-ethereal  dart '. 

And  thus  at  the  collision  of  thv  name 

The  vi\id  thought  still  flushes  through  my  frame. 

And  for  a  moment  all  things  as  they  were 

Flit  by  me; — they  are  guue— I  am  the  same. 

And  yet  my  love  without  ambition  grew; 

1  knew  thy  state,  my  station,  and  I  knew 

A  princess  was  no  love-mate  fitr  a  hard  ; 

I  told  it  not,  I  breathed  it  not,  it  was 

Sufficient  to  itself,  its  own  rew.-ird ; 

Aud  if  my  eyes  revi^al'd  it,  they,  alas ! 

Were  punish'd  by  the  sileutiiess  of  thine. 

And  yet  I  did  not  \euture  to  repine. 

Thou  went  to  me  a  crystal.girded  shrine, 

Worshipp'd  at  holy  distance,  and  around 

liallow'd  and  meekly  kiss'd  the  saintly  ground ; 

Not  for  thou  wert  a  princiNS,  but  that  love 

Had  robed  iliec  with  a  glory,  and  array'd 

Thy  lineaments  in  beauty  that  dismay'd — 

Oh!  not  dismay d — but  awed,  like  One  above; 

And  in  that  sw<>et  severity  there  was 

A  something  which  all  softness  did  surpass — 

I  know  nut  how — thy  genius  mastered  mine — 

.Mv  star  .stood  still  before  thee  : — if  it  were 

Pre^umptuous  thub  to  love  without  design. 

That  s.id  fatality  hath  cost  me  dear; 

lint  iliou  art  dearest  still,  aud  1  khould  be 

Tit  for  this  cell,  which  wrongs  me,  but  for  thee. 

Th.*  very  love  which  loi*k'd  mc  lo  my  chain 

liath  lighten'd  half  its  weight;  and  for  the  rest. 

Though  heavy,  lent  mc  \i^our  to  sustain, 

.\nd  look  to  thee  with  undivided  breast. 

.\nd  foil  the  iugeuuity  of  pain. 

VI. 
It  is  no  marvel — from  my  very  birth 
My  soul  was  drunk  with  love,  which  did  pervade 
.\nd  mingle  with  whate'er  I  saw  on  earth  ; 
Of  objects  all  inanimate  I  made 
Idols,  and  out  of  wild  aud  lonely  flowers. 
And  rocks,  whereby  they  grew,  a  paradise, 
Where  I  did  lay  mc  down  within  the  shade 
Of  wa>ing  trees,  and  dream'd  uncounted  hours, 
Though  I  was  ehiit  for  waii<lering  ;  and  the  wise 
Shook  their  while  aged  heads  o'er  me,  nod  aaid 
Of  such  materials  wn>tched  men  were  made. 
And  such  a  truant  boy  would  end  in  woe, 
\m\  that  the  only  li*ssoii  was  a  blow ; 
.\nd  then  they  smote  me,  ami  I  diil  not  weep, 
Ihit  eiirsrd  them  in  mv  heart,  auil  to  my  haunt 
Rcturn'd  and  wept  alone,  and  dream'd  again 
The  virions  which  ariM>  without  a  sleep. 
And  with  my  years  my  soul  began  to  pant 
Willi  freliiigs  of  strange  inmnlt  and  soft  pain; 
Ami  the  whole  heart  ezhaleil  into  <inewant, 
Kul  uudehiicd  and  wauderiug,  till  the  tlay 
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I  found  the  thing  I  lougfat — and  that  was  thee; 
And  then  I  lost  my  heing  all  to  he 
Absorb'd  in  thine — the  world  wa»  past  away— 
Thou  didst  annihilate  the  earth  to  me ! 

VU. 
1  loved  all  solitude— but  little  thought 
To  spend  1  kno-w  not  what  of  life,  remote 
From  all  communion  with  existence,  save 
The  maniac  and  his  tyrant ;  had  1  been 
Their  fellow,  many  years  ere  this  had  seen 
My  mind  like  theirs  corrupted  to  its  grave ; 
But  who  hath  seen  me  writhe,  or  heard  me  rave  ? 
Perchance  in  such  a  cell  we  suffer  more 
Than  the  wreck'd  sailor  on  his  desert  shore ; 
The  world  is  all  before  him — mine  is  he're^ 
Scarce  twice  the  space  they  must  accord  my  bier. 
What  though  he  perish,  he  may  lift  his  eye 
And  with  a  dying  glance  upbraid  the  sky — 
I  will  not  raise  my  own  in  such  reproof, 
Although  't  is  clouded  by  my  dungeon  roof. 

VOT. 
Tet  do  I  feel  at  times  my  mind  dechne, 
But  with  a  sense  of  il<  decay: — I  see 
Unwonted  li{;hts  along  my  prison  shine, 
And  a  strange  demon,  who  is  vexing  me 
WUhptlferinii  pranks  and  petty  pains,  below 
TfaiVeling  of  the  healthful  and  the  free  ; 
Bat  much  to  one,  who  long  hath  suffer  d  so, 
SickneM  of  heart,  and  narrowness  of  place. 
And  all  that  may  be  borne,  or  can  debase. 
I  thought  mine  enemies  had  been  but  man. 
But  spirits  may  be  leagued  with  them — all  earth 
Abandons — Heaven  forgets  me  ; — in  the  dearth 
Of  such  defence  the  powers  of  evil  can, 
It  may  be,  tempt  me  further,  and  prevail 
Against  the  outworn  creature  they  assail. 
Why  in  this  furnace  is  my  spirit  proved 
Like  steel  in  tempering  fire?  because  I  loved ! 
Because  I  loved  what  not  to  love,  and  see, 
Was  more  or  less  than  mortal,  and  than  me. 


IX. 

I  once  was  quick  in  feeling — that  is  o'er ; — 
My  scars  are  callous,  or  I  ahould  have  dash'd 
My  brain  against  these  bars  as  the  son  6a«h'd 
In  mockery  through  them ; — if  I  bear  and  bore 
The  much  I  have  recounted,  and  the  more 
Which  hath  no  words,  't  is  that  I  would  not  die 
And  sanction  with  self -slaughter  the  doll  lie 
Which  snared  me  here,  and  with  the  brand  of  sbn 
Stamp  madness  deep  inMiny  memory. 
And  woo  compassion  to  a  blighted  name, 
Sealing  the  sentence  which  my  foes  prodaio. 
No — it  shall  be  immortal ! — and  I  make 
A  future  temple  of  my  present  ceil. 
Which  nations  yet  shall  visit  for  my  sake. 
While  thou,  Ferrara  !  when  no  longer  dwdl 
The  ducal  chiefs  within  thee,  ahalt  fall  down. 
And  crumbling  piece-meal  view  thy  hearthless  luB 
A  poet's  wreath  shall  be  thine  only  cxown, 
A  poet's  dungeon  thy  most  far  renown. 
While  strangers  wonder  o'er  thy  unpeopled  wilk! 
And  thou,  Leonora!  thou — who  wert  ashamed 
That  such  as  I  could  love — who  blush'd  to  hear 
To  less  than  monarchs  that  thou  eouldst  be  dear, 
Go  I  tell  thy  brother  that  my  heart,  unumed 
By  grief,  years,  weariness — and  it  may  be 
A  taint  of  tiiat  he  woo  Id  impute  to  me, 
Atom  long  infection  of  a  den  like  this. 
Where  the  mind  rots  congenial  with  the  abyo,— 
Adores  thee  still ; — and  add — that  when  the  tovci 
And  battlements  which  guard  his  joyous  boors 
Of  banquet,  dance,  and  revel,  are  foi^t. 
Or  left  untended  in  a  dull  repose. 
This — this  shall  be  a  consecrated  spot! 
But  thou — when  all  that  birth  and  beauty  throw 
Of  magic  round  thee  is  extinct— ahalt  have 
One  half  the  laurel  which  o'ershades  my  grave. 
No  power  in  death  can  tear  our  names  apart. 
As  uone  in  life  could  rend  thee  frooa  my  heart. 
Yes,  L4>onora !  it  shall  be  our  l^te 
To  be  entwined  for  ever — but  too  late  ! 


f^^ve^  M^lif^itfi. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


Tbi  snbaequent  poems  were  written  at  the  request  of 
my  friend,  the  Hon.  D.  Kinnaird,  for  a  Selection  of 
Hebrew  Melodies,  and  have  been  published,  with  the 
mnsic,  arranged  by  Mr  Beaham  and  Mr  Natban. 


HEBREW  MELODIES, 


SHE  WALKS  IN  BEAUTY. 

Sbi  walks  in  beauty,  like  the  night 
Of  cloudless  cUmes  and  starry  skies ; 


And  all  that's  best  of  dark  and  bright 
Meet  in  her  aspect  and  her  eyes : 

Thus  mellow'd  to  that  tender  li^t 
Which  heaven  to  gaud'y  day  denies. 

One  shade  the  more,  one  ray  the  less. 
Had  half  impair'd  the  nameless  grace 

■VNTiicli  waves  in  every  raven  tress. 
Or  softly  lightens  o'er  her  face ; 

Where  thoughts  serenely  sweet  express 
How  pure,  how  dear  their  dweiling-plao 

And  on  that  cheek,  and  o'er  that  brow. 
So  soft,  so  calm,  yet  eloquent. 

The  smiles  that  win,  the  tinu  that  glow. 
But  tell  of  days  in  goodnesa  spent, 

A  mind  at  peace  with  all  below, 
A  heart  whose  love  ia  iiuiocent! 
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HE  HARP  THK  MONARCH  MINSTREL  SWEPT. 

Toe  Itarp  tlir  niouiiroli  iiiiD^el  swept. 
The  kin^  of  men,  tlir  lovml  of  llraven, 

^Vhich  Music  h.illow'd  while  she  wrpl 
O'rr  lours  h«T  heart  of  hearts  had  giTen. 
Redouiiled  he  her  tears,  its  chords  are  rivea! 

It  s<iften'd  mca  of  iron  mould, 

It  (j'lve  them  \irtues  uoi  their  own  ; 

No  e.ir  !to  dull,  nu  soul  so  c^lA« 

Th.it  fell  not,  tired  not  to  the  tone, 

Till  r>a\  id's  lyre  ^rew  inijjhtier  than  his  throne ! 

It  told  the  triumphs  of  our  king, 

It  w.ified  our  glory  to  our  God; 
It  made  our  gljdden'd  valleys  ring, 

Tlie  cedars  bow,  the  mountains  nod  ; 

Its  sound  aspired  to  Heaven  and  there  abode  ! 
Sinee  then,  though  heard  on  earth  no  more. 

Devotion  and  her  daughter  Love 
Still  hid  the  bursting  spirit  soar 

To  sounds  that  seem  as  from  above, 

In  dreams  that  day's  broad  light  can  not  remove. 


But  we  must  wander  witheringly. 

In  other  lands  to  die  ; 
And  where  our  Others'  ashes  be. 

Our  own  may  never  lie  : 
Our  temple  hath  not  lift  a  stoue. 
And  Mockery  mis  ou  Salem's  throne. 


IF  THAT  HIGH  WORLD. 

Ir  tliat  high  world,  which  lies  beyond 

Our  own,  surviving  love  endears ; 
If  there  the  eherish'd  heart  be  fond, 

The  eye  the  siime,  except  in  tears — 
How  welcome  tho«e  untrodden  splieres ! 

How  sweet  this  very  hour  to  die! 
To  soar  from  earth,  and  lind  all  fears 

Lost  in  Uiy  light — Eternity  ! 

It  must  be  so  :  't  is  not  for  self 

That  we  so  tremble  on  the  brink; 
And  striding  to  o'erleap  the  gulf, 

Yet  cling  to  being's  severing  link. 
Oh  !  in  tliat  future  let  us  tliink 

To  hold  each  heart  the  heart  lliat  shares. 
With  them  the  immortal  waters  drink. 

And  soul  in  soul  grow  deathleu  tbeirs! 


THE  WILD  GAZELLE. 

Tbk  wild  gazelle  on  Judak't  hills 

Exulting  yet  may  bound. 
And  drink  from  all  the  living  rills 

That  gush  on  holy  ground; 
iLs  airy  step  and  glorious  eye 

May  glance  in  tameless  trensporf  by :— ' 

A  step  .IS  fleet,  an  eye  more  bright. 

Hath  Judah  witness'd  there; 
And  o'er  her  scenes  of  lost  delight 

Inhabitants  more  fair. 
The  cedars  wave  on  l^ebanoo. 
But  Judah's  statelier  maids  ar«  goat! 

More  blest  each  palm  that  shades  thoae  pUina 

Than  Israel's  scatter'd  race ; 
For,  taking  root,  it  there  remaint 

In  solitary  grace : 
It  cannot  quit  its  place  of  birth. 
It  will  not  live  in  otlier  earth. 


OH !  WEEP  FOR  THOSE. 

Oh  !  weep  for  tho«e  that  wept  by  Babel's  stream. 
Whose  shrines  are  desolate,  vkhose  land  a  dream ; 
Weep  for  the  harp  of  Judah's  broken  shell 
Mourn — where  their  Go<l  hath  dwell  the  godless  dwell ! 

And  where  shall  Israel  lave  her  bleeding  feetT 
And  when  shall  Zion's  songs  again  seem  sweet? 
Aud  Juduli's  meloily  on<-e  more  rejoice 
The  hearts  that  leap'd  before  its  heavenly  voice? 

Tribes  of  the  wandering  foot  and  weary  breast. 
How  shall  ye  (lee  away  and  be  at  rest ! 
The  wild-dove  hath  her  nest,  the  fox  his  cave. 
Mankind  their  country — Israel  but  the  grave ! 


*^ 


ON  JORDAN'S  BANKS. 

On  Jordan's  banks  tlie  Aral>s'  camels  stray,  4 

On  Siou's  hill  the  False  One's  votaries  pray. 
The  Baal-adorer  Itows'on  Sinai's  steep- 
Yet  there — even  there — Oh  God !  tl»y  thunders  sleep : 

There — where  thy  finger  scorch'd  the  tablet  stone! 
There — where  thy  shadow  to  thy  people  shone! 
Thy  glory  shroude<i  in  its  garb  of  fire: 
Thyself — none  living  see  and  not  expire! 

Oh  !   in  the  lightning  let  thy  glance  appear! 
Sweep  from  his  shivcr'd  hand  the  oppressor's  spear : 
How  long  by  tyrants  sliall  tliy  land  be  trod  7 
How  long  thy  temple  worshipless.  Oh  God  7 


JEPHTILVS  DAUGHTER. 

SiNcx  our  country,  our  God — Oh,  my  sire! 
Demand  that  thy  daughter  expire; 
Sinee  thy  triumph  was  bought  by  thy  vow — 
Strike  the  bosom  that 's  bared  for  thee  now ! 

And  the  voice  of  my  mourning  is  o'er. 
And  the  mountains  behold  mb  no  more: 
If  the  hand  tiiat  I  love  lay  me  low, 
There  cannot  be  pain  in  the  blow ! 

And  of  this,  oh,  my  father!  be  sure^ 

That  the  bloo<i  of  thy  child  is  as  pure 

As  the  blessing  I  lieg  ere  it  llow, 

And  the  last  thought  that  soothes  me  below. 

Though  tlie  virgins  of  Salem  lament. 
Be  the  judge  and  the  hero  unbent ! 
I  have  won  the  great  battle  for  thee,* 
And  my  father  and  country  are  free ! 

When  thin  blood  of  thy  giving  luth  gush'd. 
When  the  voice  that  thou  Invest  is  hush'd. 
Let  my  memory  still  be  thy  pride. 
And  forget  not  I  smilrti  »s  I  died  ! 


\ 
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OH  !  SNATCH'D  AWAY  IN  BEAUTTS  BLOOM. 

Oh  !  snatcli'd  away  in  beauty's  bloom, 
On  ihecsliall  prpss  no  pomlcrous  tomb; 
But  on  ihy  turf  shall  rosci^  rear 
Their  leaves,  the  earliest  of  the  year; 
And  the  wild  cypress  wave  in  tender  gloom  : 

And  oFt  by  yon  blue  gushing  stream 
Shall  sorrow  lean  her  drooping  head, 

And  feed  deep  thought  with  many  a  dream. 
And  lingering  pause  and  lightly  tread  : 
Fond  wretch !  as  if  her  step  disturb'd  the  dea«l ! 

Away;  we  know  that  tears  are  vain, 

That  death  nor  heeds  nor  hears  distress  : 

Will  this  unteach  us  to  complain  ? 
Or  make  one  mourner  weep  the  less? 

And  thou — who  tell'st  me  to  forget, 

Thy  looks  are  wan,  thine  eyes  are  wet. 


MY  SOUL  IN  D.\RK. 

Mr  toul  is  dark. — Oh !  quickly  string 
The  harp  I  yet  can  brook  to  hear ; 
And  let  thy  gentle  fingers  fling 
Mr.  Its  melting  murmurs  oer  mine  ear. 
^f  in  this  heart  a  hope  be  de^r, 

That  sound  shall  charm  it  forth  again ; 
If  in  these  eyes  there  lurk  a  tear, 

T  will  flow,  and  cease  to  bum  my  brain 

But  bid  the  strain  be  wild  and  deep. 

Nor  lot  thy  uotcs  of  joy  be  first : 
I  tell  thee,  miustrel,  I  must  weep, 

Or  else  this  heavy  heirt  will  burst; 
For  it  hath  been  by  sorrow  nurst. 

And  ached  io  sleepless  silence  long; 
And  now  't  is  doom'd  to  know  the  worst, 

And  break  at  once — or  yield  to  soqg. 


I  SAW  THEE   WEEP. 

* 

I  SAW  thee  weep — the  big  bright  tear 

Came  o'er  that  eye  of  blue ; 
And  then  mcthought  it  did  appear 

A  violet  dropping  dew  : 
I  saw  thee  smile — the  sapphire's  blaze 

Beside  thee  ceased  to  shine, 
It  could  not  miitcli  the  living  rays 

That  fill'd  that  glance  of  tliine. 

As  clouds  from  yonder  sun  receive 

A  deep  and  mellow  die. 
Which  scarce  the  shade  of  coming  eve 

Cm  banish  from  the  sky, 
Those  smiles  unto  the  moodiest  mind 

Their  own  pure  joy  impart; 
Tlieir  sunshine  leaves  a  glow  behind 

That  lighteils  o'er  the  heart.         ' 


THY  DAYS  ARE  DONE. 

Thy  days  are  done,  thy  fame  beguu  j 
Thy  country's  strains  rcconi 


The  (riamphs  of  her  chosen  son. 
The  slaughters  of  hi«  sword! 

The  deeds  he  did,  tfie  fields  he  won. 
The  freedom  he  restored! 

Though  thou  art  fdU'n,  while  we  are  free 
Thou  slialt  not  taste  of  death ! 

The  generous  blood  that  flow'd  from  tfaee 
Disdain'd  to  sink  beneath : 

Within  our  veins  itt  currents  be. 
Thy  spirit  on  odPbrcath  : 

Thy  name,  our  charging  hosts  along. 

Shall  be  the  battle-word  ! 
Thy  fall,  the  theme  of  choral  song 

From  \irgin  roices  pour  d ! 
To  weep  would  do  thy  glory  wroug ; 

Thou  shale  not  b£  deplored. 


SONG  OF   SAUL  BEFORE  HIS  LAST  B 

Warriois  and  chie^  !   should  the  shaft  ortke 
Pierce  me  in  leading  the  host  of  the  liord. 
Heed  not  the  corse,  though  a  king's,  in  your  p 
Bury  your  steel  in  the  bosoms  of  Gath  ! 

Thou  who  art  bearing  my  buckler  and  bow, 

tiould  the  soldiers  of  Saul  look  away  from  tb 
retch  me  that  moment  in^  blood  at  thy  feet! 
Mine  be  the  doom  which  they  dared  not  to  me 

Farewell  to  others,  but  never  -we  part, 
Heir  to  my  royalty,  son  of  my  heart! 
Bright  is  the  diadem,  boundle&s  the  sway. 
Or  kingly  the  death,  which  awaits  us  to-day! 


SAUL. 

Thou  whose  spell  can  raise  the  dead, 
bid  the  prophet's  form  appear. 

u  Samuel,  raise  thy  buried  head  ' 
King,  behold  the  pl&autom  &cer!» 
Earth  yawn  d  ;  he  stood  the  centre  q^a  cloud 
Light  changed  its  hue,  retiring  from  h^  «hroi 
De.ilU  stood  all  glassy  in  his  fixed  eye; 
His  hand  was  willicr'd  and  his  veins  were  drt 
His  fool,  in  bony  whiteness,  glittcr'd  there, 
Shrunken  and  sinewle&s,  and  ghastly  bare : 
From  lips  that  moved  not  and  unbreathiogfr 
l/ike  cavorud  winds,  the  hollow  accents  ranw 
Siuil  saw,  and  fell  to  earth,  as  falls  tin*  oak. 
At  onic,  and  blasted  by  the  thunder-stroke. 

«  Why  is  my  sleep  disquieted  I 
Who  is  he  that  calls  tlie  dead  ? 
Is  it  thou,  oh  king?    Behold, 
Bloodless  arc  tliese  limbs,  and  cold : 
Such  are  mine;  and  such  sliaU  be 
Thine,  to-morrow,  when  with  me  : 
Ere  th«;  coming  day  is  done. 
Such  sitalt  thou  be,  such  thy  son. 
Fare  thee  well,  but  for  a  day; 
Then  we  mix  our  mouldering  clay. 
Thou,  thy  race,  lie  palo  and  low. 
Pierced  l>y  shafts  of  many  a  bow  : 


IIEHRKW  MELODIES. 


r>ii 


And  flic  Falrbioii  by  thy  khIc 
To  tliy  liiMrt,  lliv  li.iiid  slinll  (•iiidr: 
Oownli'*.*.,  Itr^,iilil(*«t«,  licadlrvi  fall, 
Son  and  sire,  ihr  house  of  Saul!* 


AIJ.  IS  VAMTY,  SAII'II  THK  PRKACilEU.- 

I'lMK.  wiHilom,  lo\i',  and  ptiwiT  wrrr  inine, 
And  iitalih.ind  youth  poMi'M'd  me ; 

Mv  i;!!!!!)!-;  hhuhd  fntni  rtrry  vine, 
\uil  InM-Jv  form's  i"ari's*"d  mc; 

I  oiiiiiiil  riiv  hi- ii't  in  hr.intVH  <■%■(•«, 
Ailil  tell  iiiv  '^itiil  I'.rnw  ti  iui«'r  ; 

All  I  II ill  iMn  []'\\t\  nr  nutrtil  priic, 
NV.iN  iiiiiif  iif  rr(;.il  splrudour. 

I  >>lri\i>  ti>  iiiiiiihor  urr  ^hat  days 

Ili-iin'iiiliiMuri*  ran  diNt'ot<'r, 
Whii-h  .ill  that  lift'  ur  iMrth  dik|»Liy^ 

WniiM  lure  nil*  to  live  over. 
Thru-  lo.i-  iHMiav.  ihrrr  rolld  iio  hour 

Ol  pi'  iNiirr  iiiirniLiiliT'd; 
And  nut  I  ii.i|i|iin|;  dcrk'd  niy  power 

Th  It  i;.ill  d  not  whilr  it  j'htter'd. 

The  serpent  of  the  ti«-ld,  hy  nrt 

And  >.pi*IU,  i<>  won  from  harming  ; 
lint  (hat  v%liicli  coils  around  the  heart, 

Oh  !  who  hath  power  of  charming? 
It  Mill  not  list  to  winiioin's  lore, 

Nor  nuisif's  \i>irt>  r  in  lure  it; 
hu(  thrrrit  stin^^s  forr\«Tiuorr 

Thi'  >«uil  that  must  cuilurc  it. 


I 

viiFN  coi.nxFss  wiiAPs  THIS  si:ffkrin(; 

TLAY.     - 

WiiFN  r(d«lni''4>  wraps  thift  huffrring  cbv, 
Ah.  wliiilitT  sirayfi  tlia  immortilmind? 

It  <  .iiiiiiii  fill-,  it  i.innot  slay, 

I'liit  lra\«-.  its  darken  d  dust  behind. 

Tlu'ii.  uiii'iiiliudird.  doth  it  irarr 
ll\  st4-ps  each  planet's  heavenly  way  ? 

Or  (ill  .It  oiK-f*  the  rcalniai  of  «pacc, 
A  ihini;  of  cyi^s,  ih.it  all  Mirvqf? 

Ktcrnal.  houmllens,  uidecay* d, 

A  thoii{',ht  unseen,  but  teeing  all. 
All.  all  in  r.irth,  or  <>kie«  di«play'd. 

Shall  it  Mtrtey,  shall  it  rreal: 
Rat  h  fainter  trace  that  memory  hold*. 

So  d.irkly  of  departed  years. 
In  oiii>  broad  (jiauee  the  soul  belioldii. 

Anil  all,  that  ^as,  at  oure  appeart. 

f 

Itefore  ere  It  ion  peophit  rarth, 

I:<ieve  «liall  roll  throui;h  eliao*  hack; 
Aiiil  \tliere  the  fiirilie^t  he.i%ra  had  liirth. 

Till*  spirit  traee  jiHrisiiii;  trirk. 
And  where  ihe  future  iuar»  or  uiakeh, 

lt«  f.laiieeililale  ori'all  to  Im', 
^Vhile  siiii  is  c|iiriieh'd  or  <>ysteni  breaks, 

I'ix  d  in  its  own  eleniitv.  * 

Al»o\e  orlo\e.  hope,  hate,  or  fi*ar. 

It  lives  all  passionless  and  pure  : 


Ad  nge  shall  fleet  like  earthly  year; 

Il<  vears  as  moments  shall  endure. 
Avtav,  av^ay,  vtithout  a  wini;. 

O'er  all.  ihrout;h  all.  its  thoughts  shall  fly; 
A  uaineless  and  rtrrnal  thin(*, 

Fori;ettin|;  what  it  was  to  die. 


VI.^ION  OF  Kii^ii.v/z.vn. 

Tnr  kin(*  w.is  on  his  throne. 

The  satr.ips  ihroni;'d  the  hall ; 
A  thousuiil  bri|;lii  lam|H  shoue 

Oer  th.it  hi^;li  frsiixal. 
A  tliniisiiid  eiipsof(;old. 

In  Jiiii.ih  det  111  d  tiitiue — 
Jeho\ah's  \eHsris  holtl 

The  (jtidli  Hs  heathen's  wine  ! 

In  that  s.ime  hour  and  ball. 

The  liii(;rrs  of  a  baud 
(I;iuie  birth  a(;aiiist  the  wall. 

And  wrote  as  if  mi  sand: 
The  lini;er«  <»f  a  uiau;  — 

A  sidiiary  hind 
Ali»n^;  ihe  letters  lan. 

And  traced  them  like  a  wand. 

The  monarrh  «aw,  and  shook. 
And  bade  no  morerrjoiee; 
All  bloTMllfHS  wax'd  his  look 
And  tremulous  his  voire. 
M  Let  the  men  of  Ion'  appear, 

The  wisest  of  the  earth. 
Ami  ex|Miiiud  the  wonis  of  fear. 
Which  mar  our  royal  mirth. i* 

Chaldea's  M'ers  ,in*  t;o<»d, 

Ihit  here  they  Iia\e  no  skill  : 
And  the  unknown  letters  stood, 

Tntold  and  awful  «till. 
Ami  K.ilirls  men  nf  a;;e 

.\rr  wise  and  ileep  III  lore; 
But  now  tbi-y  were  not  s;ige, 

They  saw  —  but  km-vi  no  more. 

\  eapti\e  in  the  land, 

A  stran(;er  and  a  youth, 
He  heard  the  king's  command, 

lie  S.IW  that  v^ri ting's  truth. 
The  lamps  around  were  bright. 

The  prophecy  in  view  ; 
lie  read  it  on  that  night, — 

The  morrow  pro\ed  it  true. 

>t  ltelslM//ar's  (;ra\e  is  made, 

Ilis  kingdom  p,ish'd  .iway, 
He  in  the  li.ilame  wfigh'd. 

Is  light  ami  worthless  clay. 
The  shroud,  his  robe  of  state, 

His  cinopy.  the  stone ; 
The  Me<ir  Is  .It  Ills  I'ate! 

Thr  I'l-rsiaii  on  bis  throne !» 


SIN  OF  THF  .sii:fpijvs! 

Si:n  of  the  sleepb-ss!   iiiel.iin  holy  st  ir ! 
Whose  tearl'ul  Immui  ijIowh  tieuinloiisly  far, 


/ 
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That  show*8t  the  dadLoess  thou  canst  not  dispel, 
Hoir  like  art  thoa  to  joy  remembered  well! 
So  gleams  the  past,  tfie  li(;ht  of  other  days, 
Whicli  shines,  but  warms  not  with  its  powerless  ra3^ ; 
A  night-beam  sorrow  watcheth  to  behold. 
Distinct,  but  distant — clear — but,  oh  how  cold ! 


WERE  xMY  BOSOM  AS  FALSE  AS  THOU  DEEM'ST 

IT  TO  BE. 

Wiia  my  bosom  as  false  as  thou  deem'st  it  to  be, 

I  need  not  have  wander  d  from  far  Galilee  ; 

It  was  but  abjuring  my  creed  to  efface 

The  curse  which,  thou  says't,  is  the  crime  of  my  race. 

If  the  bad  never  triumph,  tlien  God  U  with  thee ! 
If  the  slave  only  sin,  thou  art  spotless  and  free ! 
If  the  exile  on  earth  is  an  outcast  on  high. 
Live  on  in  thy  faith,  but  in  mine  I  will  die. 

I  have  lost  for  that  6sith  more  than  thou  canst  bestow. 
As  the  God  who  permits  ihcc  to  prosper  doth  know ; 
In  his  hand  is  my  heart  and  my  hope — and  in  tliine 
Tlie  land  and  the  life  which  for  him  I  resign. 


HEROD'S  LAMENT  FOR  MARIAMNF. 

Ob.  Mariamne!  now  for  thee 

The  heart  for  which  thou  bled'st  is  bleeding ; 
Revenge  is  lost  in  agony. 

And  wild  remoisc  to  rage  succeeding. 
Oh,  Mariamne!  where  art  thou  7 

Thou  canst  not  hear  my  bitter  pleading : 
All,  couldst  thou — tliou  wouldst  pardon  now. 

Though  Heaven  wore  to  my  prayer  unheeding. 

And  is  slie  dead  7 — and  did  they  dare 

Obey  myfreiuy's  jealous  raving? 
ify  wrath  but  doom'd  my  own  despair: 

The  sword  that  smote  her 's  o'er  me  waving.— 
Rut  thou  art  cold,  my  murder  d  love !      , 

And  this  dark  heart  is  vainly  craving 
For  her  who  soars  alone  above. 

And  leaves  my  soul  unworthy  saving. 

She  's  gone,  who  shared  my  diadem ! 

She  sunk,  with  her  my  joys  entombing ; 
I  swept  that  flower  from  Judah's  stem 

"Whase  leaves  for  me  alone  were  blooming. 
And  mine  's  the  guilt,  and  mine  the  hell. 

This  bosom's  desolation  dooming  ; 
And  I  have  carn'd  those  tortures  well. 

Which  unconsumed  are  still  consuming ! 


ON  THE  DAY  OF  THE  DESTRUCTION  OF 
JERUSALEM  BY  TITUS. 

FaoM  the  last  hill  that  looks  on  tliy  once  holy  dome 
I  beheld  thee,  oh  Sion !  when  render  d  to  Rome  : 
T  was  thy  last  sun  went  down,  and  the  flames  of  thy  fall, 
Flash'd  back  on  the  last  glance  I  gave  to  thy  wall. 

I  look'd  for  thy  temple,  I  look'd  for  my  home. 

And  forgot  for  a  moment  my  bondage  to  come; 

I  beheld  but  the  death-fire  that  fed  on  tliy  fane, 

And  the  hst-fetter'd  hands  that  made  vengeance  in  vain. 


On  many  an  ere,  the  lii^  spot  whence  1 
Had  reflected  the  last  beam  of  day  as  it  I 
While  I  stood  on  the  height,  and  beheld 
Of  the  rays  6rom  the  moimiaia  thatsboDi 

And  now  on  that  mountaiu  I  stood  on  tl 
But  I  mark'd  not  the  twili|;ht  beam  roeli 
Oh!  would  that  the  lightning  had  glarrd 
And  the  thunderbolt  burst  on  the  con4|B 

Out  the  gods  of  the  Pagan  Khali  never  pi 
The  shrine  where  Jehovah  disdain'd  not 
And  scatter'd  and  srorn'd  as  thy  ptvjple  i 
Our  worship,  oh  Father  !  is  only  for  thc< 


BY  THE  RIVERS  OF  HAB^XON  \V| 

AND  WEPT. 

We  sat  down  and  wept  by  the  W3t< 
Of  Babel,  and  thought  of  the  da; 

When  our  foe,  in  the  hue  of  hi«  sh 
Made  Salem's  high  places  Im  prr 

And  ye,  oh  her  desolate  dau(;hter%! 
W^ere  scatter'd  all  weepinj;  away. 

While  sadly  we  g.izcd  on  the  river 
Which  roH'd  on  in  freedom  belo 

Tliey  demundr^d  the  song;   but,  oh 
That  triumph  the  stranger  shall 

Hay  this  right  hand  be  iftitherd  fm 
Ere  it  string  our  high  harp  for  th 

On  the  willow  that  liarp  is  su<(pend 
Oh  Salem !  its  sound  should  be  i 

And  the  hour  when  thy  glories  wer 
Rut  left  me  that  token  of  thee  : 

And  ne'er  shall  its  soft  tones  be  ble 
With  the  voic^  pf  the  spoiler  by 


THE  DESTRUCTION  OF  SENN 

The  Assyrian  came  do^n  Jike  tike  wolf  i 
And  his  cohorts  werc^jlcaining  iu  purp 
And  the  sheen  of  their  spears  was  like  s 
When  the  blue  wave  rolls  nightly  on  de< 

Like  th«  leaves  of  the  forest  when  sumc 
That  host  with  their  banners  at  sunset  ^ 
Like  the  leaves  of  tlie  forest  when  autui 
That  host  on  the  morroxjiiy  wit^er'd  aj 

For  the  angel  of  death  sproMlK  wings 
And  breathed  in  the  face  of  the  ft*e  as  h« 
.And  thi»  eyes  of  the  sleepers  wax'd  deadl 
And  their  hearu  but  once  beared,  and  fbi 

And  th^Tc  lay  the  ste«jd  with  his  nostril  ; 
Rut  through  it  there  roH'd  not  the  breat 
And  the  foam  of  his  gasping  lay  white  c 
And  rold  as  the  spriy  of  the  rock-beatii 
And  there  lay  the  rider  distorted  and  paJ 
With  the  dew  on  hu  brow  and  the  rust « 
.Vud  the  tents  vwre  all  silent,  the  banner 
TUa  lances  unlifted,  the  truihpct  unhkr«i 

And  the  widows  of  Ashur  are  loud  in  th« 
Aud  the  idols  are  broke  in  the  temple  of 
.\nd  thf  might  of  the  («rutile,  uusmote  I 
Hath  iiielrcfJ  like  snow  in  the  glnnct:  of  i 
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FROM  J0& 

k  triiiT  patt'd  before  me :  I  bebeld 

rhe  hct  of  immortality  unveiTd— 

Oeep  sleep  came  down  on  every  eye  M?t  mine — 

lod  tbere  it  stood, — all  formless — bat  divine : 

%loag  my  bones  the  creeping  fletb  did  qnake; 

Ind  as  my  damp  hiir  sliffen'd,  that  it  ipnkt : 


« Is  man  more  juti  than  Godt    It 
Tlian  he  who  deent  etta  itrapbt  iMeeortT 
Creatures  of  clay — Tain  dwellcrt  in  the  diMtl 
The  moth  survives  yon,  and  are  ye  more  jattt 
Things  of  a  day!  you  wither  ere  the  night. 
Heedless  and  bBnd  to  witdom't  wasttd  light!- 


poff* 


MinttUaneouH  ^otm» 


ODE 


NAPOLEON  BUONAPARTE. 


f 


iOmiAIs  SmU.  X. 


r^lMM.  sai  hf  iW  prMtiMMb  •#  Ommit  Im  MMbI  ■Itmiw  ami  aili- 
lary  ulcau  war*  l*milj  ctMniaii  mi  tkma  «k*  4mhti  mj  privaie 
kTMSi  tnm  kU  foMraaMBt  —■>■■••<  im  fMfUlb  MraiM  lk«  nm*- 
tBtwa  •#  pabli*  falirilj. 


Ij  ikit  akaaaral  sliikBliM.  k«  fM^ntlmi  Ma  WW  •  fcv  yaata,  im  a 
rary  aabifaoaa  tiau.  katwata  aa  aaipafar  aad  a«  Mila.  1*11— —• 
GIBBOirt  DmKm  mmi  FkH,  ral.  ai.  p.  iio. 


ODE  TO  NAPOLEON  BUONAPABTR. 

T  IS  donf — bat  yetlerday  a  kiaf ! 

And  arm'd  with  kings  to  itrivo— 
And  DOW  ihou  art  a  namelett  thing 

So  abject— yet  alive! 
Is  this  the  man  of  thoostad  thrQB«» 
Who  strew'd  our  earth  with  hoiCik  booet? 

And  can  he  thus  tarviveT 
Since  he,  miscall'd  the  moming  ttar. 
Nor  man  nor  6end  bath  fiiUen  to  fcr. 

Ill-minded  man !  why  aeooift  thy  kiad, 

W1k>  bow'd  to  low  tb«  kaott 
By  gazing  on  thyself  grown  blind. 

Thou  laugkt'tt  the  ritt  to  tat. 
With  might  noquettioo'd,— powtr  lo  tavo— 
Thioe  only  gift  hath  been  tht  gravt 

To  thote  that  worshipp'd  thco; 
Nor,  till  thy  fidl,  coald  mortalt 
Ambition's  Itit  than  littlanm! 


Thankt  for  that  Ictton— It  ^rfll 
To  after-warriors  morv      ' 

Than  high  philotophy  can  praneh, 
Ai^vainly  preach'd  before. 

ThatlpU  npon  tho  mindt  of  awa 

Breaks  never  to  unite  agiia. 
That  led  them  to  adore 

Thote  paged  things  of  tabre-tway, 

With  fronu  of  brast,  aad  foot  of  day. 


f 


The  triumph,  and  fha  vmily. 
The  raptore  of  the  ttriCt^-  • 

The  eartkqaake  thoat  of  Vielory, 
To  thee  the  breath  of  lifo; 

The  sword,  the  sceptre,  and  that  away 

Which  man  seem'd  asada  bat  lo  obey, 
Wherewith  renown  wat  rife — 

All  quell'd !— Dark  spirit!  what  matt  be 

The  madness  of  thy  memory! 

The  detolator  desolate! 

The^victor  overthrown! 
The  arbiter  of  otkert*  fite 

A  tnppliant  for  hit  owa! 
Is  it  some  yet  ioiperial  hope 
That  with  such  changt  can  eakaly  eope? 

Or  dread  of  death  alonet 
To  die  a  prince— or  Kve  a  slave— 
Thy  choice  is  most  ignobly  brave ! 

He*  who  of  old  would  rend  the  oak 
Drearo'd  not  of  the  rrbonnd; 

Chain'd  by  the  trunk  ho  valaiy  broka,— 
Alone— how  look'd  ho  laaad}— 

Thoa,  in  the  tiamneti  of  thy 

An  equal  deed  hast  done  at 
And  darker  fate  hast  fbnnd : 

He  fell,  the  forest-prowlers*  prey; 

But  thou  mutt  eat  thy  hetrt  away! 

The  Roman,'  when  his  burning  haart 

Was  slaked  with  blood  of  Bomo, 
Threw  down  'the  dagger    dared  depart, 

In  tavage  grandanr,  booio. 
He  dared  depart,  ia  atltr  teorn 
Of  men  that  sneh  a  yoke  had  bonM, 

Yet  lefk  him  such  a  doom ! 
His  only  glory  was  that  hoar 
Of  self-upheld  abandoa'd  power. 

The  Spaniard,^  when  tho  hMt  of  away 
Had  tost  iu  qnickeaiaf  tptU, 

Cast  crownt  for  rotariti 
Aa  empire  for  a  oaH; 

A  ttrici  aaeonataat  of  hit 

A  subtle  disputant  on  craadt. 
Bit  douge  trifled  well : 


'  Cartaoiiaia  §tmdia,  ika  aiprtwiaa  af  AliHa,  *•  kia  Wnagaa  la  kU 
anay.  praataat  la  riM  kMtIa  af  Ckalaaa,  givaa  hi  GMalailafa^ 

*  Mila. 

*  Syfta. 

*  CiMrka  T. 
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A  bigai'i  ihriiw,  oor  deipet'*  thrana. 
Bdi  ihou— fniB  ihy  cducUBi  lund 

Tlic  lliunJFrhDll  'I  v>ruuQ~ 
Ton  1>lr  ibo.i  IniTMi  ilic  high  i^ommin 

To  vhich  iby  wnknaa  cIudi'; 
All  e.U  .pirii »  thou  art, 


l'iil»h  lik<7  be  of  Babylon. 

Ail  unie  ia  with  ih;  Kepire  gmw, 

Th»l  ipiiil  pouril  f6  KiJely  foKh— 
So  hnE  Dbfvd— «.  Jlnic  worii. 
Or  like  ibe  ifawf  of  Br*  fram  bcafR 
Will  iluiu  HLil»un<t  ifac  ibockl 

lln  vDli|ire  aad  bis  rack) 
FDndDomd  by  Cod— by  man  mam 
■    ■  ■      ■  l.i».(l,T«< 


in  hit  fill 


ry  fiend  I 


Th}  triumplii  ulJ  of  time  m  more, 

rtrJMpeni'Vrfy>u,n. 
If  Iliou  liAdtl  :li.;d  ai  liDDDUrdiM, 
Some  arw  .N.i|>iil''<>a  mli-lii  iiri>e. 

To  ibiiH  ihe  woild  again — 
Bui  wlio  vould  uv  iha  lolar  litj|hi 
To  Kl  in  Hich  ■  aiarlm  ii!(hi1 

Wtijhd  in  ihe  Lihnce, hero  dnil 


'Ul,  had  u  prmidif  dii 

MONODY 

AdeATII  of  the  bight  HON.  R.  R 


Wii,B  tlie  lail  nua-tliiDe  of  eipinD);  day 
In  iumincri  railigfat  miipt  iu«|f  nwaT. 
Wlio  hxh  DDi  Ml  il.c  uifinm  of  ilic  iioi 
Sak  on  tlif  hart,  u  dew  jilaag  ilic  Itow. 
Wiih  piirt  ht\inf  vl.ich  shtorbt  and  • 
While  Miiurr  jniket  Ibni  meUnclioly  pv 
Her  hrenlliiDg  momenl  nn  U>e  bhder  vb 
Of  liglit  and  dirkum  fbrmg  u  areli  laU 

Til.  -olcrlMs  Lauel.[  wlUch  would  not  q 
A  hoi,  «ocDrd-.nd  4i  bHsl.i  rrB^t 
A  (jlnndus  lympalhy  -with  auH  UiaI  imT 


lUe  hearu  bdo* 
bn  hiU  and  da 
rpareut  I 


ne'n-ni  ruled  by  ibeel 
ace  wllbihine  all  idle  buHl, 
ilering  maoil,  upoD  ihc  eaad, 


imiid  niibvorldly  grief  or  iriruhil^ 


irbei 


I  eye* 


|Uly  spirit  it  etlipuj — a  powe 
Hull  patsd  frgin  day  to  ilirkpcu — 
Of  li^h  no  liki^Dcu  U  b«iueaib'd-^ 
ratmst-onet  alllhe  nyt  oFfam. 
Iitb  <if -wM— ihe  Trnght  intdlie 
cam      unE—lhcUiueflf  eloquence 


iiltprsduci-aFimi 

acninllAArd  andgloriouinDoa, 

ilinj!  uGmrnls  of  thai    irrliog 
mbraccd— BodliglKeii'd  BYPrall 

urm'd  rouncil  la  ihe  finiiTc  boi 
ecliiiBs  Ilic  unliaundcd  lord 


Hind 


Ofhumf 
1n*0H 

The'prDi 
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Ike  loud  cry  of  trampled  ilindostan  * 
to  Heaven  in  her  appeal  from  man, 
s  the  thunder — hh  tlie  avenging  rod, 
raih—  the  drlrgated  voice  of  God ! 
shook  the  nations  through  his  lipi — and  blaied 
nquish'd  Kcnatct  trembled  as  they  praised. 

ire,  oh  I  here,  where,  yet  all  young  and  wiuto, 
y  rrrations  of  his  spirit  charm, 
atchlcfts  dialot;uc — the  deatlilcts  wit, 
knew  not  what  it  was  to  intermit; 
twing  portraits,  fresih  from  life  tliat  bring 
to  ourlirarls  the  truth  from  which  they  spring; 
woQdrou«  l>eiug«  of  l|a  fdncy,  wrought 
less  bf  the  iiat  of  hit  thought, 
I  thrir  (imabod<'  you  .still  may  moot, 
with  the  huc«  of  his  Promethean  heat; 
of  the  li(;ht  of  other  day% 
still  the  splendour  of  its  orb  betnys. 

>uld  there  be  to  whom  the  fatal  blight 
ng  wisdom  yields  a  base  delight, 
lo  exult  when  minds  of  heavcnlT  tone 
[ho  music  which  was  born  their  own, 

ihrm  pause — Ah !  little  do  they  kiMW 
hat  to  tht^m  M-rm'd  vice  might  be  bat  woe. 

his  fair  on  wliom  the  publir  gaie 
for  ever  lo  detract  or  praise; 
dcnii'S  hiT  rc(|uiem  lo  his  name, 
lly  loves  the  martyrdom  of  Fame, 
ret  enemy  whose  sleepleas  eye 
sentinel — accuser— judge — and  spy, 
— the  foolr-the  jealous — and  the  vain, 
'ious  who  but  breathe  in  others*  pain, 
the  host!  delighting  to  deprave, 
ack  the  steps  of  glory  to  the  grave, 
e\rry  fault  that  daring  genius  owes 
the  ardour  which  its  birth  bestowa, 
the  truth,  accumulate  the  lie, 
r  the  pyramid  of  calumny! 
re  his  portion — but  if  joiu'd  to  these 
*ovrrty  should  league  with  deep  Disease, 
it^li  spirit  must  forget  to  soar, 
>np  to  strive  with  misery  at  the  door, 
he  indignity — and  fiire  lo  face 
rdid  rage — and  wrfstle  with  disgrace, 
in  hope  but  the  renew'd  carets, 
seot-fold  of  further  faithlessness, — 
may  be  the  ills  whieh  men  aiaail^ 
larvel  if  at  last  the  mightiest  fiiilT 
to  whom  all  the  strength  of  feeling  given 
iris  electric — charged  with  6re  from  heaven, 
i(h  the  rude  rolli<iion.  inly  torn, 
Is  surrounded,  and  on  whirlwinds  borne, 
)>r  the  lowering  atmosphere  that  nurst 
ts  which  have  turn'd  to  thunder — scorch— and 

bui'9t. 
from  us  and  from  our  mimie  seeiie 
ings  should  be— if  such  hate  met  bten ; 
the  gentler  wish,  the  kinder  task, 
the  tribute  Glory  need  not  ask, 
rn  the  vani&h'd  beam — and  add  onr  mite 
e  iu  payment  of  a  long  delight. 

*t,  Burk'.  mat  PiU't  ettl*|f7  ea  Mr  iHiwidaii't  tptMh  ••  ihr 
bi!iiirJ  Ag^intc  Mr  Haiiiugi  •■  lk«  Uobm  at  CaaiawM.  Mr 
ii*.l  I  be  lIuuM  to  adjovra,  to  givo  liao  far  ■  c«laicr  toa- 
quftiivB  ilitn  ioulJ  ihtn  <Hcur  afur  the  imwodiai^ 


Miara 


•ralioii. 


Ye  orators !  whom  yet  our  eoundJ  yield. 
Mourn  for  the  veteran  hero  of  your  field! 
The  worthy  rival  of  the  wondrous  Three!* 
Whose  words  were  sparks  of  immortality ! 
Ye  bards!  to  whom  tlie  Drama's  Muse  is  dear. 
He  was  your  master— emulate  him  here  ! 
Ye  men  of  wit  and  social  eloquence ! 
He  was  yonr  brother— bear  his  ashes  hence! 
While  powers  of  mind  almost  of  boundless  range. 
Complete  in  kind— as  various  in  their  change, 
While  eloquenre-wit— poesy — and  mirth, 
That  humbler  harmonist  of  care  on  eartl^ 
Survive  within  our  soiUs — while  lives  our  iRiie 
Of  pride  in  merit's  proud  pre-eminence. 
Long  •^liall  wi;  seek  his  likeness — long  in  vain, 
And  turn  la  all  of  him  which  may  remain. 
Sighing  thai  Nature  fbrm'd  but  one  sucli  man, 
Aud  bcukc  the  die— in  moulding  Sheridan ! 


TI1K  IRISH  AVATAR. 

Rrb  the  Daughter  of  Brunswick  is  cold  in  her  grave. 
And  her  ashes  still  float  to  their  home  o'er  the  tide, 

I.o!  Gkorgk  the  triumphant  speeds  over  the  wave. 
To  the  loug-cherish'd  Ulc  which  he  lo\cd  like  liis — 
bride. 

True,  the  great  of  her  bright  and  brief  era  are  gone, 

Tlie  rainbow-like  epoch  where  Freedom  could  pautr 
For  the  few  little  years,  out  of  centuries  won, 
Which  be  tray 'd  not,  or  cru&h'd  not,  or  wept  not  her 
cause. 

True,  the  chains  of  tlie  Citholic  clank  o'er  his  rags, 
The  castle  still  stands,  and  the  senate  '§  no  more, 

.Vnd  the  famine,  which  dwelt  on  her  frcedomless  crags 
Is  extending  its  steps  to  her  desolate  shore. 

To  her  desolate  sliore — ^where  the  emigrant  stands 
For  a  moment  to  gaae  ere  he  flies  from  his  hearth ; 

Tears  foil  on  his  chain,  though  it  drops  from  hb  hands, 
For  the  dungeon  he  quits  is  the  place  of  his  birth. 

But  he  comes!  the  Messiah  of  royalty  comes! 

Like  a  goodly  Leviathan  roll'd  from  tlie  waves ! 
Then  receive  him  as  best  such  an  advent  become*. 

With  a  legion  of  cooks,  and  an  army  of  slates! 

He  comes  in  the  promise  and  Uoom  of  ihree-ieore. 
To  perform  in  the  pageant  the  sovereign's  part—- 

But  long  live  the  Shamrock  which  shadows  him  o'er ! 
Could  the  Green  in  his  hat  be  transfierr'd  to  his  heurt! 

(lould  that  lung-wither  d  spot  but  be  verdant  again. 
And  a  new  spring  of  noble  affections  arise — 

Tlien  might  Freedom  forgive  tliee  this  dance  in  thy  chain, 
And  this  »hout  of  thy  slavery  which  saddens  the  skies. 

is  it  madness  or  meanness  wMch  clings  to  thee  miw ! 

Were  he  God — as  he  is  bnt  the  commonest  clay. 
With  scarce  fewer  wrinkles  tlian  sins  on  his  brow — 

Such  servile  devotion  might  sliame  him  away. 

Ay,  roar  in  his  train!  let  thine  orators  lash 
Their  fanciful  spirits  to  pamper  his  pride — 

Not  thus  did  thy  GaiTTAX  indiguautly  flash 
His  soul  o'er  the  freedom  implored  and  denied. 

*  F»«.  pill.  Ituikr. 


\ 
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Ever  glorioiu  Giattah:  tlie  baa  of  Um  food! 

So  Hiniile  in  hoait,  to  tablinM  io  Um  r«cl 
With  all  wliich  DemMiliciiaa  waoted,  aadlicd, 

Aod  his  rival  or  victor  ia  all  he  poatcat'd. 

Ere  TuLLT  arose  in  the  woilh  of  Roma, 

Tliough  unequall'd,  prrccded^the^cask^waa  beBun-- 
But  Gbattar  ipruog  ap  like  a  god  from  tha  tomb 

OfM§t»,  Uia  first,  last,  tha  saviour,  tha  Om/ 

AVith  the  skill  of  an  Orpheos  to  soften  the  bmte  ; 

With  the  fire  of  Prometheus  to  kindle  mankind; 
Even  Tyru^  listening  sate  melted  or  mure. 

And  Corruption  ahmnk  scorch'd  from  the  glance  of 
bis  miod. 

But  back  to  our  theme!  Back  to  despots  and  slaves! 

Feasts  fbrnisird  by  Famine !  rejoicings  by  Pain! 
True  Freedom  but  welcoaiet,  while  skverj  still  ravet. 

When  a  week's  Saturnalia  hath  looseo'd  her  chain. 

Let  the  poorjsqualid  splendour  thy  wreck  can  afford 
(As  the  bankrupt's  profusion  his  ruin  would  hide) 

Gild  over  the  pahce,  Lo!  Eaiii,  thy  lord! 
Eiu  his  foot  with  thy  blessings  denied! 

Or  (^freedom  past  hope  be  eitorled  at  last. 

If  the  Idol  of  Brass  find  his  feet  are  of  chiy, 
Must  what  terror  or  policy  wring  forth  be  dass'd 
•With  what  monarehs  ne'er  give,  bat  as  wolves  yield 
their  preyT 

Each  bmte  hath  iu  nature,  a  king's  is  to  rejf  n, — 
To  reign!  in  that  word  see,  ye  ages,  comprised, 

The  cause  of  the  curses  all  annals  contain, 

From  CsSAi  the  dreaded,  to  Gioaoi  the  despised! 

Wear,  Fihoal,  thy  trapping!  O'Cornill,  proclaim 
His  aceomplishmants!  HUH!  and  thy  country  con- 
Tinca 

Half  an  ago  s  contempC  was  an  arror  of  Fame, 
And  that «  Hal  is  the  rascaliest  sweetest  yung  Prince  U 

Will  thy  yard  of  blue  riband,  poor  Finoal,  recal 
The  fotteri  from  millions  of  Catholic  limbs? 

Or,  has  It  not  bonnd  thee  tlie  fiutest  of  all 
The  slaves,  who  now  hail  their  betrayer  withhymm? 

Ay!  « Build  him  a  dwalUng!*  lat  each  give  his  mite! 

Till,  like  Babel,  the  now  royal  dome  bath  arisen ! 
Let  thy  beggars  and  Halois  Iheir  piiunce  unite — 

And  a  palace  bestow  for  a  poor«house  and  prison ! 

Spread — spread,  for  Yitbllius,  the  royal  repast. 
Till  the  gluttonous  despot  be  stufPd  to  the  gorge! 

And  the  roar  of  his  drunkards  proclaim  him  at  la«t 
The  Fourth  ofthe  fools  nnd  oppressors  caird«GBOBOB!i* 

Let  tiM  lablat  ha  loaded  with  feasU  till  ihay  groan! 

nil  they  §romn  lika  thy  people,  throu^  ages  of  woe ! 
Let  the  wina  flow  around  the  old  Bacchanal's  throue. 

Like  their  blood  which  has  flow'd,  and  which  yet  has 
to  flow. 

But  let  not  kit  name  be  thine  idol  alone~ 
On  his  right  baud  behold  a  Su Alius  appears! 

Thine  own  Gastlbbbaok  !  let  him  still  be  thine  own ! 
A  wretch,  never  namM  but  with  corses  and  jeers! 


Till  now,  wba  ite  fak 

Deep,  deep,  an  ika  fon  which  ht 
Seems  prood  of  the  rcplil*  which  crawrd  fri 

And  for  murder  vepafi  bim  with  ihowi 


UnAfarhiMK  .J 
Aadankr^lfl 
vrdfiwaWml  I 
ihoMiHiirtI     1 


Withoui  one  suglc  my  of  her 

The  bney,  the  nanabood,  the  lire  of  her  i 
The  raiscranBi  who  wcH  adj|bi  plan^  lata  ia  taH 

If  Ae  ever  fare  birth  lo  n 


beUi 
Bam  m  RpA  ■! 


If  she  did— lac  ha 

Which  proeUoBs  ihac 
spring— 
See  the  cold-Mooded  nniy.  with  venom  Ml  Ml 

Siill  warming  iu  fnUb  Eo  the  brawl  «f «  K^l 

Shout,  drink,  feoac,  and  Oacier !  Oh!  Eaii.  ha«  bv 
Wert  thou  sunk  by  mUforiame  and  tynaav,  dl 

Tliy  welcome  of  tyraala  bach  plani^  thee  khv 
The  depth  of  thy  deep  imm.  deeper  galpk  ikL 


My  voice,  though  baC  hnaable,  w« 
My  vote,  as  a  freeman'a,  atill  voiod  Cbee  fm. 

This  hand,  though  but  feeble,  would  ana,  ia  *t^  | 
And  tUh  heart,  thought  uutwoia,  had  a  Maij 
totfkMf 


\ 


Yet,  I  loved  thee  and  thioc, 
land, 

I  have  known  uebleheartaaad  great  aoabia  iff  ■ 
And  I  wept  with  the  worUI  o'er  the  patriai  kmi 

Who  are  gone,  but  I  weep  cbeui  am  lavgeraM 

For  happy  are  they  now  reposing  a^,— 
Thy  GaATTAn,  thy  CuaaAH,  thy  SvnwAR.al 

Who.  for  years,  were  the  chiefs  in  the  do^oatK 
And  redeem'd«  if  tbey  liave  not  retarded,  ifcvll' 

Yes,  happy  are  tbey  In  their  cold  BngUih  grpo! 

Their  shades  cannot  start  to  thy  ahonls  af  isdf-j 
Nor  the  steps  of  enslavers  and  chaia-kiasing  ds«a 

Be  sump'd  in  the  torf  o*er  their  fetterless  chv. 

Till  now  I  had  envied  thy  aana  and  their  sban. 

Though  their  virtoas  were  banted,  their  libmiaft^  | 
There  was  lomethiag  so  wana  and  aublimc  ia  ^* 

Of  an  Irishman's  heart,  that  I  envy— ihydsai 

Or,  if  aught  ia  aiy  boaoaa  can  quench  far  aa  bi«   jl 
My  contempt  for  a  aaiian  ao  servile,  thseghmt  j 
Which  though  trod  like  the  warm  wiU  net  Mi^" 
Power, 
T  is  the  glory  of  Giattah,  and  genias  of  Ii^ 

StpL  a6«ft,  ifaL 

THE  DREAM. 

f. 
Ods  life  is  twefeld;  sleep  hath  iuowq  worU, 
A  boundary  bttwsM  the  ihiagi  misnewad 
Death  and  esiatenoi:  sleep  bath  ica  own  vorii. 
And  a  wide  realm  af  wild  reality. 
And  dreams  ia  thair  deveUpcoMnt  have  bnnK 
And  tears,  and  tarturta,  and  the  touch  of  joy; 
Tbey  leave  a  weight  npan  onr  waking  tbeogbu, 
They  uke  a  weight  from  off  onr  waking  irih. 
They  do  divide  our  being;  tbey  become 
A  pordoo  of  ourselves  aa  of  our  time. 
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I  like  heralds  of  efernily  1 

w  like  spiriu  of  the  pa»i,-^lbry  1 

tit  of  ibe  future;  Uiey  have  power— 

jiny  of  pleasure  aod  of  pain; 

ike  u«  wliat  we  were,poc— wbal  they  will, 

ke  uft  Willi  the  viftion  that  •  gooe  by, 

lU  of  vaiiisUVrftliaciowk — Are  they  so? 

e  past  all  kliadow ?     What  are  thfljU 

!«  of  the  miod? — The  mind  can  aflt 

:e,  and  people  planets  of  its  own 

in(^  hri||;hter  thau  have  been,  and  ^vt 

I  to  forms  which  mo  outlive  all  flesh. 

recal  a  virion  wliich  I  dream'd 

ce  in  &leep— for  in  itself  a  thought, 

lerini;  thought,  is  capable  of  yean, 

dies  a  loug  life  into  one  hour. 

II. 
'o  beings  in  the  hues  of  youth 
I  upon  a  hill,  a  f  eocto  bill,     * 
Ml  of  mild  declivity,  the  UiC 
re  the  cape  of  a  long  ridge  of  aach, 
i  there  was  ma  sea  to  lave  its  base, 
ost  living  Lindscape,  and  the  wave     ^ 
\s  and  corn-fields,  ao^  Ihe  abodes  of  flNn 
I  at  intervals,  and  wreathing  smoke 
from  such  rustic  ruofi  ;-»llic  lull 
wu'd  with  a  peculiar  diadem 
,  in  circular  array,  so  fii  d, 
be  sport  of  nature,  bftt  of  man : 
ro,  a  maiden  and  a  youth,  were  thfsra 
-the  oue  on  all  that  was  beneath 
lerself— bnl  the  boy  gated  on  her; 
h  were  young,  and  oue  was  beauiifnl : 
h  were  young,  yet  not  alike  In  yonlh. 
wee  I  moon  on  the  horiaon's  verge, 
id  Will  on  tlie  eve  of  womanhood;    A 
had  fewer  summers,  but  bb  baart 
outgrown  has  years,  and  lo  hit  a|p 
as  but  one  beloved  iaee  00  earth, 
t  waft  shining  on  him;  ha  had  look*4 
till  it  could  not  pass  away ; 
DO  breath,  no  being,  bul  in  bars; 
hit  voice ;  be  did  not  speak  to  her, 
abled  on  lier  worda;  she  was  his  siglM, 
•ye  follow'd  hers,  and  saw  mkk  bcra, 
rolour  d  all  bis  objecia  ;«-ba  md  oana4 
viihin  himaalf ;  she  was  his  life, 
tn  10  the  river  of  his  tbongbls, 
ermioated  all :  'upon  a  lone, 
of  hers,  bis  Mood  would  ebb  and  flow, 
cheek  change  tempealiionsly'— >bts  taart 
in)*  of  its  cause  of  agony, 
in  these  fond  fi  ilinp  had  no  share; 
s  were  not  for  him :  to  her  be  was 
a  brother — bul  no  more;  't  was  much, 
herleas  she  was,  mve  in  iba  naoM 
Of  friendship  had  baalow'd  on  him ; 
he  solitary  scion  lefk 
le-honour'd  faee.->It  was  a  nama 
leased  him,  and  ycl  plaaaad  him  nnl«-aod  1 
aght  him  a  deep  answer->when  she  lotad 
;  even  now  she  loved  another, 
the  summit  of  that  hill  she  stood 
afsr  if  yet  her  lover's  steed 
:e  with  her  expectancy,  and  flew. 


# 


III. 
A  change  cane  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
There  was  an  ancient  mansion,  and  befian 
ItA  walls  there  was  a  steed  caparison'd : 
Within  an  antique  oratory  stood 
The  boy  of  whom  I  spake  ;— he  was  alona, 
And  pale,  and  pacing  to  and  fro ;  anon 
lie  sate  him  down,  and  seised  a  pen,  and  traced 
Words  which  I  could  not  guess  of:  then  he  lean'd 
His  bow'd  head  on  bit  bands,  and  shook  as  't  were 
With  a  coiivuUon— then  arose  again. 
And  with  his  teeth  and  quivering  hands  did  tear 
Wliat  he  had  written,  but  he  shed  no  tears. 
]^od  he  did  calm  himself,  and  fii  his  brow 
Into  a  kind  of  quiet :  as  he  paused. 
The  lady  of  his  love  re-enter d  there; 
She  was  serene  and  smiling  then,  and  yet 
She  knew  she  was  by  him  beloved, — she  knew. 
For  quickly  comes  snch  knowledge,  that  bis  heart 
Was  darken'd  with  her  shadow,  and  she  saw 
That  he  was  wretched,  but  she  saw  not  all. 
lie  rose,  and  with  a  cold  and  gentle  grasp 
He  took  her  hand;  a  moment  o'er  his  fisee 
A  ubiet  of  nnutterable  thouglits 
Was  traced,  and  then  it  fiideil  as  it  came; 
He  dropped  the  band  he  held,  and  with  slow  steps 
Retired,  but  not  as  bidding  her  adieu, 
.For  they  did  part  with  mutual  smiles:  he  pass'd 
From  out  the  massy  gate  of  that  old  hall. 
And  mounting  on  his  steed  ba  went  bia  way. 
And  ne'er  repaas'd  that  hoary  thrcslloU  more. 

IV. 

A  change  came  o  er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  boy  was  sprung  to  manhood :  in  the  wilds 
Of  fiery  cUmes  he  made  himself  a  home. 
And  bis  soul  drank  their  snubeams ;  he  was  girt 
With  strange  and  dusky  aspecU;  be  was  not 
Himself  like  what  be  had  been;  on  ibc  sen 
And  on  the  shore  he  was  a  wanderer; 
There  was  a  mass  of  many  images 
Crowded  like  waves  upon  me,  but  he  was 
A  part  of  all ;  and  in  the  last  he  by 
Reposing  from  the  noon-tide  Miltriuesa, 
C>>ucird  imoog  fallen  columns,  in  the  shade 
Of  ruin'd  walls  that  had  survived  the  names 
Of  those  who  reard  them;  by  his  sleeping  side 
Scnod  camels  graiing,  and  some  gnodly  stneds 
Ware  fssien'd  near  a  fountain ;  a^  a  man 
Qad  in  a  flowing  garb  did  watch  the  while, 
i  While  many  of  liis  tribe  slnmber'd  around : 
I  And  they  were  canopied  by  the  blur  sky, 
{  So  cloudless,  clear,  and  purely  beautiful. 
That  God  alone  was  to  be  seen  in  heaven. 


A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  nf  my  dream. 
j  The  lady  of  bis  love  was  wed  with  one 
'  Who  did  not  love  her  better:  In  her  home, 

A  thousand  lengnes  from  his, — her  native  home, 
rliy?   She  dwelt,  begirt  with  growing  Infoney, 

'  Daughters  and  sons  of  beanly,— but  behold  t 
;  l-pon  her  foce  there  was  the  tint  of  grief, 
[  The  settled  shadow  of  an  inward  strife, 

And  an  unquiet  drooping  of  the  eye. 

As  if  iu  lid  were  charged  with  unshed  tears. 
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What  could  her  i;rief  be  ?— slie  had  mil  she  loved, 
And  be  who  had  »o  loved  her  was  not  there 
To  trouble  villi  bad  hopes,  or  evil  wish, 
Or  ill-repress  d  affliction,  her  pure  thoughti. 
What  could  her  grief  be  ? — she  liad  loved  him  not, 
Nor  (jiven  him  cause  to  deem  himself  beloved, 
7$or  could  he  be  a  part  of  that  which  prey'd 
Upon  her  miud —  a  spectre  of  the  past 

vr. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 

The  wanderer  iras  return'd. — \  saw  him  stand 

Before  an  altar — with  a  gentle  bride ; 

llcr  face  yvas  fair,  but  was  not  that  which  made 

The  star-light  of  his  boyhood; — js  he  stood 

Even  ut  the  altnr,  o'er  his  brow  there  came 

The  selfsame  aspect,  and  the  quivering  shock 

Tliat  in  tlie  antique  oratory  shook 

His  bosom  in  its  soUlude ;  and  then — 

As  in  that  hour — a  momvut  o'er  his  face 

The  tablet  of  unutterable  thoughts 

Was  traced, — and  then  it  faded  as  it  came, 

And  he  stood  calm  and  quiet,  and  he  spoke 

The  fitting  vows,  but  hoard  not  his  own  words, 

And  all  things  reel'd  around  him ;  he  could  see 

Not  that  which  was,  nor  that  which  should  have  been — 

Uut  the  oKI  mansion,  and  the  accustom'd  hall. 

And  the  remember'd  chambers,  and  the  place. 

The  day,  the  hour,  tlic  sunshine  and  the  shade, 

All  things  pertaining  to  that  place  and  hour. 

And  her  who  was  his  di-stiny  came  back. 

And  thrust  thrmscl\c>  hctwern  liini  and  the  light: 

What  business  had  tlicv  there  at  such  a  time  ? 

VI  r. 

A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  lady  of  his  love  ; — uh  !  site  was  changed 
As  by  the  sickness  uf  the  soul ;  hrr  mind 
Had  waiider'd  from  its  dwelling,  and  herjeyes, 
They  had  not  their  own  lustre,  but  the  look 
Which  is  not  of  the  earth;  she  was  become 
The  queen  of  a  fantastic  realm;  her  tlioufjhts 
Were  combinations  of  disjointed  things ; 
And  forms,  impalpable  and  unpcrceived 
Of  others'  sight,  familiar  were  to  heri». 
And  this  (he  world  calls  frenzy:  but  the  wise 
lia\e  a  far  deeper  madnes«,  and  the  glance 
Of  melancholy  is  a  fearful  gift ; 
What  is  it  but  the  telescope  of  truili  T 
Which  strips  the  dii^tancr  uf  iis  phantasies. 
And  brings  life  neiiriu  uttrrnakedness, 
Making  the  cold  reality  too  real ! 

MIL 
A  change  came  o'er  the  spirit  of  my  dream. 
The  wanderer  was  alone  as  heretofore. 
The  beings  which  surrounded  him  were  gone. 
Or  were  at  war  with  him;  he  was  a  mark 
For  blight  and  desolation,  compass'd  round 
Witlt  hatred  and  contention ;  pain  was  mix'd 
In  all  which  was -served  up  to  him,  until. 
Like  to  the  Pontic  monarch  of  old  days/ 
lie  fed  on  poisons,  aud  they  had  no  power, 
Ihit  were  a  kind  of  nuirimeut ;  he  lived 
Through  that  which  had  Jjcen  death  to  many  men, 
And  made  him  friends  of  mituntaios:  with  the  kiars 

'   MiibiiMitei  nf  Poaiu>. 


And  the  quick  spirit  of  the  univene 

He  held  his  dblogues*;  and  they  did  icack 

To  him  the  magic  of  their  mysteries; 

To  him  the  book  of  night  was  open'd  wide. 

And  voices  from  the  deep  abyss  reveaTd 

A  marvel  and  a  seeret'^Be  it  so. 

IX. 

My  dream  tfjka  past ;  it  had  no  further  cha^. 

It  was  of  a  Mranje  order,  that  the  doom 

Of  these  two  creatures  should  be  thus  traced  « 

Almost  like  a  reality — the  one 

To  end  in  madness— both  in  misery. 


ODK. 

I. 

Oh  Venice!  Venice !  when  tliy  marble  walk 
Are  level  with  the  water.4,  there  shall  be 
A  cry  of  nations  o'er  thy  annkea^lh, 
A  loud  lament  alon^  the  sweeping  sea ! 
If  I,  a  northern  wanderer,  weep  for  thee. 
What  should  thy  sons  do  ? — any  thing  bnt  weep: 
Aud  yet  i|»j  only  murmur  in  tlieir  sleep, 
la  contrast  with  tlieir  faAers — as  the  sKrae, 
ns  dull  green  ooxe  of  the  receding  deep. 
Is  with  the  dashing  of  die  spriog-lifle  fMm, 
That  drives  the  sailor  shipless  to  his  home, 
Are  they  to  those  that  were;  and  thus  tbeyfivjL 
Cronrhing  and  crab-like  rtirough  their  cappii|  m* 
Oh  !  agony — that  centuries  should  reap 
No  mellower  harvest!  Tliirtef>n  hundred wsn 
Of  wealth  and  glory  turu'd  to  dust  and  Iran; 
And  every  monument  the  stranger  meets. 
Church,  palace,  pillar,  as  a  mourner  girets; 
And  even  the  Lion  all  subdued  af^arsr 
And  ihs  ksrsh  round  of  the  ^urliariandruia. 
With  dull  and  daily  dissonance,  repeals 
The  echo  of  Iky  tyrant's  voire  aloa^ 
The  soft  waves,  once  all  musical  to  song. 
That  heaved  beneatli  the  inoon-ligbt  with  lke#ii| 
Of  gondolas — and  to  the  busy  hum 
i^f  cheerful  creatures,  whose  most  sinful  deeds 
Were  but  the  overbeatio(*  of  the  tienrl, 
.Vnd  Mow  of  loo  much  happiness,  which  Deed* 
The  aid  of  age  to  turn  its  course  a|>arl 
From  theluiuriaat  and  voluptuous  flood 
Of  sweet  sensations  battling  with  the  blood. 
But  these  are  better  tbao  llie  gloomy  errors. 
The  weeds  of  nations  in  tlieir  last  decay. 
When  vice  walks  fortli  with  her  unsoflen'd  tenm 
And  mirth  is  madness,  and  but  smiles  to  slay; 
And  hope  is  nolhiug  but  a  false  delay, 
Tlie  sick  mau's  lightning  half  an  hour  ere  deiik 
When  faintness,  the  last  mortal  birth  of  psia. 
And  apathy  of  limb,  tlie  dull  begiuuing 
Of  the  cold  staggering  race  which  death  is  wiasias. 
Steals  vein  by  vein  and  pulse  by  pulse  away; 
Vet  so  relieving  the  o'errortured  clay. 
To  him  appears  reuewal  of  his  breath, 
And  freedom  the  mere  numbness  of  his  chaia;' 
And  then  he  talks  of  life,  and  how  again 
He  feels  hii  i^ptrils  soaring-r- albeit  weak. 
And  of  the  fresher  air,  which  he  would  seek; 
Aud  at,  he  whi:>pcrs  knows  not  tliat  he  gasp>, 
j  That  his  iliin  finger  feels  nut  \^h.n  it  cLisp^. 
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n  comet  oVr  him — and  Uie  dizzy 

IS  round  and  round— ind  sbadowi  biuy 

ainly  catrhM,  flit  and  gleam, 

itde  rhokn  the  strangled  scream, 

ind  blarkness, — and  |||e  earth 

was  the  moment  ere  oor  birth. 

ir. 

»pe  for  nations  i  Searrh  the  page 
ousand  years — the  daily  scene, 
rbb  of  each  recurring  agip, 
lini;  to  be  which  hmth  Wrn, 
I  us  nought  or  little:  |f|l  we  lean 
t  rot  beneath  our  weight,  and  wear 
:iway  in  wrestling  with  the  air; 
(.iture  <iirikes  us  down :  the  beasts 

I  hourly  hecatorfibs  for  feasts 
li  an  order — they  must  go    _ 

eir  driver  goadh  theal^oughTO  sbughtrr. 
pour  your  blood  for  kings  as  water,* 
cy  (;ivou  your  children  in  return! 
servitude  and  woes, 
uudagn  where  your  hire  is  bluWfc 
.  yet  the  rcd>hot  plouglishares  bam, 
u  stumble  in  a  filse  ordeal, 
s  proof  of  loyalty  tlie  real ; 
ind  that  guides  you  to  your  scars, 
asyau  tread  the  glowing  ban? 
sires  have  left  you,  all  that  tM^ 
free,  aad  history  of  sublime, 
a  diffcnnt  (heme!— Ye  see  and  read, 
tigh,  and  then  succumb  and  bleed ! 
spirilN,  who,  despite  of  all, 
:in  all.ihe  hudden  crimes  engender'd 
-ihuiMlcring  of  the  pri%on*wall, 
swallow  (he  sweet  wdtcrs  tendo'tf, 

II  frvcdam's  fountains — when  the  crowd, 
ill  ceuiurics  of  drought,  are  loiid, 

on  cjch  other  to  obtain 
eh  hrin^i  oblivion  of  a  chain 
>rr,— ill  which  long  yoked  tliey  ploogh'd 
ir  if  ihi-rr  sprung  tlie  yellow  grain, 
ir  (hem.  thrir  necks  were  too  much  bow'd 
ill!  p.il.itci  clicw'd  the  cud  of  pain: — 

jtpiriK — who,  despite  of  deeds 
abhor,  confound  not  with  the  cause 
■ntary  Htaru  from  nature's  laws, 
the  pestilence  and  eartliquake,  smite 
111,  then  pass,  and  leave  the  earth 

^e.uoUH  lo  repair  the  blight 
minmcrs  and  again  put  forth 
nerations— fair,  when  free — 
)',  there  blooms  do  bud  for  thee! 

III. 
mpire!  once  upon  these  lowen 
^om— god-like  triad !  how  ye  sate ! 
of  mi|;htie^t  nations,  in  those  hours 
uire  wa<(  an  envy,  might  abate, 
lot  quench,  her  spirit— in  her  fate 
wrapp'<l :  the  feasted  monarchs  knew 
J  their  hoktcss,  nor  could  hfam  to  hate, 
ley  humbled— with  the  kingly  few 
rlt,  for  from  all  days  and  climef 
s  voyager's  worship  ;—eTen  her  crimes 


Were  of  the  softer  order — born  of  love, 
Sfie  drank  no  blood,  nor  fotteo'd  on  tho  dead. 
Rut  gladden'd  where  her  harmless  cooquet^  spread ; 
For  these  restored  the  cross,  that  from  above 
Uallow'd  her  sheltering  banners,  which  incessant 
Flew  between  eartJi  and  the  uolioly  crescent. 
Which,  if  it  waned  and  dwindled,  earth  may  thank 
The  city  it  has  clothed  in  chains,  which  clank 
Now,  creaking  in  the  ears  of  those  who  owe 
The  name  of  freedom  to  her  glorious  straggles ; 
Yet  she  but  shares  with  them  a  common  woe. 
And  call'd  the  «  kingdom*  of  a  conquering  fo^ 
But  knows  what  r.U— and,  moat  of  all,  we  know — 
Wkh  what  set  gilded  terms  a  tyrant  j  uggles ! 

The  name  of  commonwealth  is  past  and  gone 

O'er  the  three  fractions  of  the  groaning  globe ; 
Venire  is  crush'd  and  Holland  deigns  to  own 

A  scepire,  and  endurea  tlie  purple  robe; 
If  the  free  Swifrer'yet  bestrides  alone 
flu  rhaiiilcss  mountains,  't  is  but  for  a  time. 
For  tyranny  of  l.iir  is  cunning  grown. 
And  in  its  own  t;oo<l  season  tramples  down 
The  sparkles  of  our  ashes.     One  great  clime. 
Whose  vigorous  offspring  by  dividing  ocean 
Are  kept  apart  and  nurM^l  in  th**  devotion 
Of  freedom,  which  thrir  fathers  fought  for,  and 
Bequeath'd — a  heritage  of  heart  and  hood, 
And  proud  distinction  from  each  other  land. 
Whose  sons  must  bow  them  at  a  monarch's  motion. 
As  if  his  senseless  sceptre  were  a  wand 
Full  of  the  magic  of  exploded  science — 
Still  one  great  clime,  in  full  and  free  defiance. 
Yet  rears  her  crest,  unconquer'd  and  sublime. 
Above  the  far  Atlantic!— Slie  has  taught 
Her  Esau-brethren  that  the  haughty  fbg. 
The  Moating  fence  of  Albion's  feebler  crag, 
Blay  strike  to  tliose  whose  red  right  hands  have  bought 
Rights  cheaply  earn'd  with  blood.     Still,  still,  for  ever 
Retter,  though  each  man's  life-blood  were  a  river, 
That  it  should  Mow,  and  overflow,  than  creep 
Through  iliousand  lazy  channels  in  our  veins, 
Damm'd  like  the  dull  canal  with  locks  and  chains. 
And  moving,  as  a  sick  man  in  his  sleep. 
Three  paces,  and  then  faltering  :— better  be 
Wh^ffe  the  extinguish'd  Spartans  still  art  free. 
In  ^pir  proud  cluirnel  of  Thermopylae, 
Than  stagnate  in  our  marsh, — or  o'er  the  deep 
Fly,  and  one  current  to  the  ocean  add, 
One  spirit  to  the  souls  our  fiithers  luui. 
One  freeman  more,  America,  to  thee ! 


WRITTEN  IN  AN  ALBUM. 

As  o'er  the  cold  sepulchral  stone 

Some  name  arrests  the  passer-by; 
Thus,  when  thou  view'st  this  page  alone, 

May  mine  attract  tliy  peusite  eye! 

And  wlien  by  thee  tliat  name  is  read. 
Perchance  in  some  succeeding  year, 

RcMect  on  me  as  on  the  dead, 

And  think  my  lieart  is  buried  here. 

September  i4lh,  1809. 
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R0I4ANCE  MUY  DOLOROSO 

DIL 

smO  T  TOMA  DE  ALHAMA, 
EL  CtJAL  DECU  EN  AKABICO  ASI. 


pASBAtin  el  lief  mofp 
Por  hi  dodad  de  Granada, 
Desde  la  puerta  de  Elvira 
Haala  la  de  Bivarambla. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhaina ! 

Ccrtat  le  fueron  venidas 
y«e  Alhaou  era  ifioada. 
Iju  cartas  ecbd  en  el  fuego, 

Y  al  maoaagero  anaian. 

Ay  de  mi,  Attiama ! 

Dctcavalga  de  una  mula, 

Y  ea  un  caballo  cavalfa. 
Por  el  Zacatin  arriba 
Subido  le  habia  al  Alhambra. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

Gomo  en  el  Albambra  etmvo, 
A I  mitmo  panto  mandaba 
Que  se  toquen  las  trompecas 
Con  auaflles  de  plata. 

Ay  de  mi,  Albama! 

Y  qoe  atambores  de  guerra 
Apriesa  toqnen  aJarma; 
For  que  lo  oifan  sua  Moros, 
Los  de  la  Vega  y  Granada. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhaau! 

Los  Moros  que  el  son  oyeron, 
Que  al  sangrienlo  Mane  Uama, 
Uno  k  uno,  y  dos  i  dos, 
Un  gran  cscuadron  fbrmaban. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama ! 

AlH  babl6  un  Moro  viejo ; 
De  esta  manera  hablaba: — 
« I  Para  que  nos  llamas,  Rey? 
i  Para  qu<  es  esta  llamada? 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama! 

u  Ilabeis  de  mber,  amigos, 
Una  nueva  desdichada: 
Que  crUiiaaos,  con  braveza, 
Ya  nos  han  tomado  Alluima.w 
Ayde  mi,  Alhama! 

Alii  habld  on  viejo  Alfiiqai, 
De  barba  crecida  y  cana:— 
«  Bien  se  ta  emplea,  bnen  Key; 
Buen  Rey,  bien  se  ta  emplcaba. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhamal 

«  Mataste  los  Bencerrages, 
Que  eran  la  flor  de  Granada; 
Cogisie  los  tomadisos 
De  C6rdova  la  nombrada. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alhama! 


A  VERY  MOURNFUL  1 


on 


SIEGE  ABD  CONQUEST  OF  AL 
triiuK  >>•  ^t  jirmHe  Imt^fmrnge^  is  fa 


[Tha  cflMt  M*  ofifiml  htUmd  (vkich  «SM«J  hm 
JirMe)  «M  Mak  ilM  to  «M  fiirtiHia  i«  W  Mif  I 
pMB  of  d— ih,  «iiUa  Ow<«-3 

Tai  Moorish  kinf  ridaa  vp  aftd  da« 
Through  Gmuida'a  tofai  town; 
From  ElfM^  gaiaa  t 
OfBitaraJBaoailsa 

Letters  to  the  monarch  Cell 
How  Albama's  dty  fen ; 
In  thllfire  dm  acroll  be  threw, 
.  And  the  nMBboer  he  slew. 

Woe  b  aae,  Alhama! 

He  quits  bb  male,  ttad  ■KMrats  his  k 
AMI  thro«gh  the  atwal  direcu  hk  o 
Through  the  screac  of  Eneatia 
To  the  Alhambm  wpmniag  w. 

Woe  ia  me,  Alhama! 

Whan  the  Alhambra  walla  he  gain'd, 
(H&Jh«  BBoaent  b«  oalaia  d 
TbR  the  trumpet  atrai|^  aboald  lai 
With  tha  silver  darioo  rom^ 

Woe  ia  aaa.  Alhama! 


And  when  the  hollow  dnuns  of  war 
Beat  the  loud  alarm  afar, 
Tl^t  the  Moors  of  town  and  plaia 
Might  answer  lo  the  martial  straia. 
Woe  is  me,  AHUma! 


Then  the  Moors,  by  this 
That  bloody  Man  recalTd  them  then 
One  by  one,  and  two  by  two. 
To  a  mighty  squadron  grew. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhema ! 

Out  then  spake  an  aged  Moor 
In  these  words  the  king  before, 
«  Wherefore  call  on  ns»  oh  king? 
What  may  mean  this  gathering  ?» 
Woe  is  me,  Alhama ! 

«c  Friends !  ye  have,  alas !  to  know 
Of  a  most  disastrous  blow. 
That  tlie  Christiana,  atern  mod  bold. 
Have  obuin'd  Alhama's  bold.* 

Woe  is  me,  Alhama! 

Out  then  spake  old  Alfaqui, 
With  his  beard  so  white  to  see, 
«  Good  king,  thou  art  justly  sailed. 
Good  king,  this  thoa  hast  deaervcd. 
Woe  ia  me,  Alhanaa! 

«  By  thee  were  slain,  in  evil  boar. 
The  Abeneerrage,  GraAuda's  flowar; 
And  strangers  weie  received  by  thee 
Of  Gordera  the  chivalry. 
Woe  Is 
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Por  <Ko  lnr^^ces,  Rey, 
Uaa  peiia  bien  doblada; 
yiir  tc  picrdaK  tii  y'd  reino, 

Y  que  se  piorda  Granada. 

Ay  de  mi,  AlMima ! 

Si  no  se  rospeian  Iryes, ' 
Es  ley  que  lodo  f>e  pierda; 

Y  que  se  pirrda  Gmoada, 

Y  que  te  pirrd<i&  ea  ella. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alliama ! 

Fuego  por  los  oj<»s  vMile, 
Kl  R«'y  que  e<.io  uyera, 

Y  eomo  el  utro  do  leyes 
De  leyes  tiinihirn  h.lMaba. 

Ay  de  mi,  Aihama! 

Sahe  un  Rey  que  no  liny  leyn 
De  darle  «i  Reyes  diigiuio. — 
E40  dice  el  Key  moro 
Kelinciidiido  de  edlera. 

Ay  da  mi,  Alliama! 

Nov  Alfaqui,  Moro  Alfaqui, 
£1  de  la  vellida  barba, 
El  Rey  te  niauda  prender, 
Por  la  pt'rdida  de  Alliama. 

Ay  de  mi,  Aihama  1 

Y  cortarle  la  c.ibeza, 

Y  poncrl.1  en  el  AUiambra, 
Pur  que  a  li  caoiigo  &ea, 

Y'  otros  Uemblen  en  miralla. 
Ay  de  mi,  AUjama! 

Caballeros  hombret  buenos, 
Decid  de  mi  parte  al  Rey, 
A I  Rey  moro-de  Griinada, 
Como  uo  le  devo  nada. 

Ay  de  mi,  Alliama! 

De  al>er«e  Alliama  perdido 
A  mi  me  pe«a  en  el  alma ; 
^)ue  M  el  Rey  penlid  ru  tierra 
Otro  muelio  mA%  perdiera. 
Ay  de  mi,  Aihama! 

Perdieran  hijm  padres, 

Y  e.is.idoft  la*  ea^das : 
Lax  c(>Ki«  que  mas  amara 
Perdio  uno  y  otro  fama. 

Ay  do  mi,  Aihama ! 

Perdi  una  hija  doncella 
Que  era  li  (lor  d'  esta  lierra; 
Cien  doblas  daba  per  ella, 
Ko  me  las  esiimo  en  nfda. 

Ay  de  mi,  Aihama ! 

Diciendo  asi  al  liacen  Alfiiqui, 
Le  cortaron  In  cnl>exa, 

Y  la  elevan  al  Alliambra, 
A&i  como  el  Rey  lo  onanda. 

Ay  de  mi,  Aihama! 


«  And  for  this,  oh  kiiif !  is  seot 
On  thee  a  double  chastisement, 
Thee  and  thine,'  thy  erown  and  realm. 
One  last  wreck  frhall  overwhelm. 
Woe  is  me,' Alliama! 

«  He  who  holds  no  bws  in  aire, 
He  mu^t  perish  by  the  law; 
And  Granada  must  be  von. 
And  thyself  with  Wr  iindoae.* 

Woe  is  me,  Alhaou! 

Fire  flasli'd  from  out  tlie  old  MoorAyet, 
The  mouarch'b  wrath  be^jian  to  rise, 
B<cause  he  aus«rr d,  and  because 
He  hpake  czcerdin(;  well  of  laws. 
Woe  is  me,  Aihama ! 

«  There  is  no  law  to  say  such  thiap 
As  may  disgust  the  ear  of  kings  :• — 
Thus,  snortini;  viih  his  choler,  «aid 
The  Moorish  kiiit;,  and  doom'd  him  dead. 
Woe  is  me,  Aihama ! 

Moor  Alfaqui!  Moor  Al^qui! 
Though  thy  beard  so  hoary  be, 
Tlie  king  hath  sent  to  have  thee  seiied, 
For  Aihama  s  loss  displeased. 

Woe  is  me,  Alliama! 

And  to  fix  thy  head  upoo 
High  Alhamhra's  loftiest  stone ; 
That  this  for  thee  should  be  the  law. 
And  others  tremble  when  they  saw. 
Woe  is  me,  Aihama ! 

«  Cairalier !  and  man  of  worth ! 
Let  iheste  words  of  mine  fo  forth; 
Let  the  Moorish  monarch  know. 
That  to  him  I  nothing  owe: 

Woe  is  me,  Alliama ! 

«  But  on  my  soul  Aihama  weighs. 
And  on  my  inmost  spirit  preys; 
And  if  the  king  his  land  hath  loaC, 
Yet  others  may  liave  lost  the  mq^. 
Woe  isroe,  Alliaau! 

«  Sires  have  lost  tlieir  chiklrm,  wives 
Their  lords,  and  Talianl  men  their  lives; 
One  what  best  his  love  might  claim 
Haih  lost,  another  wealth  or  fame. 
Woe  is  me,  Aihama ! 

« I  lost  a  damsel  in  that  hour. 
Of  all  the  land  the  loveliest  flowery 
Doubloons  a  hundred  I  would  pay^ 
And  tliiuk  her  ransom  cheap  that  day.* 
Woe  is  me,  Aihama! 

And  as  these  things  the  old  Moor  said. 
They  M'ver'd  from  ihe  trunk  liis  head; 
And  to  the  Alhamhra's  wall  viih  speed 
T  was  carried,  as  the  king  decreed. 

Woe  is  me,  Aihama !         • 
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•«atl  ana 


Hombret,  nidot  y  moferti, 
Uonn  lan  gnuid*  pMkk. 
Uoraban  todas  lu  damas 
Cuanus  en  Granada  habia. 
Ay  de  mi,  Alhama! 

For  laa  callet  y  venlanas 
Mucho  luto  parecia ; 
Llora  el  Rey  como  Cembra, 
Qu  t»  mucbo  lo  que  perdia. 
Ay  de  mi,  Albania! 


SONETTO  Dl  VITTORELU. 

PER  MONACA. 

p»tM  la  aoBio  ii  an  gaaitara,  ■  cai  ttm  aorta  poco  hi- 
tfHa  •fp«>a  Buriuu;  •  dirctie  al  gaaiiora  d«lU  Mm 


Dl  due  vaglie  donielle,  oneste,  accorte 
Lieti  e  miseri  padri  il  ciel  nc  feo ; 
II  ciel,  che  degne  di  piik  nobil  sorte, 
L'  Qoa  e  r  altra  veggendo,  ambo  cbiedo. 

La  mia  fu  tolta  da  veloce  morte 
A  le  fumanti  lede  d'  Imeneo : 
La  tua,  FranceMo,  in  tuf^llaCe  porte 
Etema  prigioaiera  or  «  rendeo. 

Ma  tu  almeno  potrai  de  la  geloia 
Irremeabil  soglia,  ore  s'  ascondt 
La  sua  tenera  udir  voce  pietota. 

lo  veno  UD  fiume  d'  amarissim'  onda, 

Gorro  a  quel  marmo  io  cui  la  figlta  or  pota, 
Batto  e  ribalto,  ma  neuun  risponde. 


STANZAS 

WRITTBIV   IN  PASSING  THE  AMBRACIAIf  GULPH, 

a 

NOTEMBER    l4f    1809. 

TaaouoE  cloudiest  tkie»,  in  tilvery  theen. 
Full  beams  tiie  moon  on  Actium's  coast, 

And  on  these  waves,  for  Egypt's  queen. 
The  ancient  world  vas  won  and  lost. 

And  now  upon  che  scene  I  look. 
The  asure  grave  of  many  a  Roman; 

Where  stem  Ambition  oner  forsook 
His  wavering  crown  to  follow  woman. 

Florence !  whom  I  will  love  bk  well 

As  ever  yet  was  said  or  sung 
(Since  Or|^us  sang  his  spouse  from  hell). 

Whilst  thou  art  fair  and  I  am  young; 

Sweet  Florence!  those  were  pleasant  times,     . 

When  worlds  were  slaked  for  ladies*  eyes : 
Ilad  bards  as  many  realms  as  rhymes. 

Thy  charms  miglit  raise  new  Antlionies. 

Though  Fate  forbids  such  things  to  be. 
Yet,  by  thine  eyes  and  ringlets  curl'd ! 

I  cannot  lose  a  world  for  thee, 

But  would  not  lose  thee  for  a  world. 


And  men  aod  infants  therein  weep 
Their  losa^  ao[^eaTy  and  so  deep^ 
Granada's  ladies,  nil  alie  rears  - 
Within  Iter  walls,  burst  into  tean. 

Woe  is  me,  Alhams ! 

a 

And  from  the  windows  o'er  the  wtlli 
The  sable  web  of^mouming  Mb! 
The  king  weeps  as  a  woman  o'er 
His  loss,  for  it  9  macb  and  sore. 
Woe  is  me,  Aihama! 


TRANSLATION  FROM  VITTORE 


O.N  A    MUX. 


Soaael  cooipoMd  ia  tbc 
di«4  •bortly  «ftw  her 
aba  bai  Utaly  ukca  iIm  veil 


a  of  a  fat  bar,  vbaac  4aafha 
iriaga  (   aa^  a44ma«4  M  dH 


Op  two  hW  virgins,  modest  though  admired 
Heaven  made  us  happy,  ^||  now,  wrrichi 
Heaven  for  a  nobler  doom  their  worth  dei 

And  gazing  upon  eiCAer,  hoth  required.*^ 

Mine,  while  the  torch  of  Hynaen  newly  Gred 
Becomes  rxiinguish'd,  soon — Coo  soon  rrp 
Rut  thine,  within  the  closing  grate  retired 
Eternal  captive,  to  her  God  aspires. 

But  Am  at  least  from  out  the  j^ous  door, 
Wfljb  shuU  between  your  never-meeting 
May'st  hear  her  sweet  and  pious  voice  ooc 

/  to  the  marble,  where  my  daughter  lirv, 
Rush, — the  swoln  flood  of  bitterness  I  pot 
And  knock,  and  knock,  and  knock — but  a 


STANZAS. 


Composed  Ortober  iitb.  1S09.  iuwiug  tb«  aigbt.  ia  « tl 
«bra  ib«  guidn  bad  lo«t  iL«  raad  10  Zttia,  arar  ibe  n 
laiat  formarly  rallad  Piadat,  ia  Albaaia. 

Chill  and  rairk  is  the  nightly  bbsl. 
Where  Find  us'  mountains  rise. 

And  angry  clouds  are  pouring  fast 
The  vengeance  of  the  skies. 

Our  guides  are  gone,  our  hope  is  lost. 
And  lightnings,  as  they  play. 

But  show  where  rocks  our  path  have  en 
Or  gild  the  torrents  spray. 

Is  yon  a  cot  I  saw,  though  low? 

When  lightning  broke  the  gloom- 
How  welcome  were  its  shade! — ah!  no 

T  is  but  a  Turkish  tomb. 

Through  sounds  of  foaming  waterfolls, 

I  hear  a  voice  excbim-^ 
My  way-worn  countryman,  who  calls 

On  distant  England's  name. 

A  shot  is  Kred — by  foe  or  friend  ? 

Another — ^'t  is  to  tell 
The  mountain  peasants  to  descend. 

And  lead  us  where  they  dwell. 
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Oh !  who  in  such  a  ni|{ht  will  dare 

To  trmpt  th«?  wildcrumnl 
And  wIk)  'mid  thundrr-pcals  can  bear 

Our  signal  of  distrcj^sT 

And  who  that  heard  our  shouU  would  rise 

To  try  thf>  diihioitt  road? 
Nor  r.ithtT  deem  from  nightly  cries 

Thill  outlaws  were  abniad. 

Cloudft  hurst,  skies  tUslu  oh,  dreadful  hour! 

More  (ierc-ejy  poun  the  storm ! 
Yet  here  one  thought  has  still  the  power 

To  keep  my  ho&om  vfarm. 

While  wauderiiit;  through  each  broken  path. 

O'er  brake  and  craggy  brow  : 
While  elements  exhaust  their  wrath, 

S>^eet  rioronce,  where  art  thou? 

Not  on  the  se.\,  not  on  the  sea. 
Thy  bark  hath  long  been  gone: 

Oh  may  the  storm  that  pours  on  me 
Bo>  down  my  head  alone ! 

Full  swiftly  blew  the  awift  Siroc 

When  last  I  press'd  thy  lip: 
And  long  ere  now,  with  foaming  idiock, 

lm|K>ird  thy  gallant  ship. 

Now  thou  art  safe ;  nay,  lon^;  ere  now 

Uast  trod  the  shore  of  Spain  : 
T  wercjiard  if  ought  so  fiir  as  thou 

Should  linger  on  the  main. 

And  since  I  now  remember  iJice 

In  darkness  and  in  dread, 
As  in  tho^e  hours  of  revelry 

Which  mirth  and  music  sped; 

Do  thou  amidst  the  fair  white  walls. 

If  (^diz  yet  be  free, 
At  times  from  out  her  latticed  halls 

Look  o'er  the  dark  blue  sea ; 

Then  think  upon  (^ilypso's  isles, 

Emlear'd  by  days  gone  by; 
To  (»tliers  give  a  thousand  iroilet. 

To  me  a  single  sigh. 

And  when  the  admiring  circle  mark 

The  paleness  of  thy  fiiee, 
A  half-form'd  tear,  a  tranaieot  spark 

Of  melancholy  grace. 

Again  thou  1t  smile,  and  bluahiog  shun 

Some  coxcomb's  riillery ; 
Nor  own  for  once  thou  thouglit'sC  of  one. 

Who  ever  thinks  on  thee. 

Though  smile  and  sigh  alike  are  vain. 

When  severM  hearts  repine; 
My  spirit  flies  o'er  mount  and  main. 

And  mourns  in  search  of  tiiioe. 


TO 


•  •  • 


Oh  Udy !  when  I  left  the  shore. 

The  distant  shore  which  gave  me  birth, 

I  hardly  thought  to  grieve  once  more. 
To  quit  another  spot  on  earth : 


Tet  here,  amidst  this  barren  ble. 

Where  paaiing  nature  droops  the  head. 
Where  only  thou  art  seen  to  smile, 

I  view  my  parting  hour  with  dread. 
Though  far  from  Albin's  craggy  sliore, 

i)i\ided  by  ibe  (brk  blue  main; 
A  few,  brief,  rolling  seasons  o'er. 

Perchance  I  view  her  cliffs  again: 
Itni  wheresoe'er  I  now  may  roam. 

Through  M-orcliiog  clime  aud  varied  tea. 
Though  time  restore  me  to  my  home, 

I  ne'er  shall  bend  mine  eyes  ou  thee : 
Ou  thee,  in  whom  at  once  conspire 

All  charms  which  heedless  hearts  can  mova, 
Whom  but  to  see  is  to  admire, 

And  oh!  forgive  the  word— to  love. 
Forgive  tte  word,  in  one  who  ne'er 

With  such  a  >ord  can  more  ofCHMl; 
Aiul  since  thy  heart  I  cannot  sban^ 

Believe  me,  wliat  I  am,  thy  friend. 
And  who  so  cold  as  look  on  thee, 

Ihou  lovely  wanderer,  and  be  leM? 
Nor  be,  what  man  should  ever  be. 

The  friend  of  De.iuty  in  distress? 
Ah  *  who  would  think  that  form  liad  past 

Through  Danger's  most  destructive  path. 
Had  braved  the  deatli-wing'd  tempest's  blast. 

And  scaped  a  tyrant's  liercer  wrath ! 
Lady  I  when  I  shall  view  the  walls 

Where  fgm  Ryxantium  once  arose; 
And  StamMnl's  Oriental  lulls 

The  Turkish  tyrants  now  enclose; 
Though  mightiest  in  the  lists  of  fame. 

That  glorious  city  still  shall  be ; 
On  me  t  will  hohl  a  dearer  claim, 

As  spot  of  thy  nativity: 
Aud  though  I  bid  thee  now  fisrewelL, 

When  I  behokl  tliat  wondrous  scene, 
^ce  where  thou  art  I  may  not  dwell, 

T  will  soothe  to  be  where  thou  hast  been. 

September^  1809. 

WniTTKN  AT  ATHENS, 

JAXUART    16,    1810. 

Thb  spell  is  broke,  the  charm  is  flown! 

Thus  is  it  with  life's  fitful  ftver ; 
We  madly  smile  when  we  should  groan; 

Delirium  u  our  beat  deceiver. 

Each  lucid  iiuenral  of  thought 

Recals/he  woes  of  Nature's  charter. 

And  he  tluit  acts  as  wi^e  men  ought. 
But  lives,  as  saints  have  died,  a  martyr. 

WKITTEX  BENEATH  A  PICTURE. 

DiAa  object  of  defeated  caret 
Though  now  of  love  and  thee  bereft, 

To  reconcile  me  with  despair 

Thine  image  and  my  tears  are  left. 

'T  is  said  with  sorrow  time  can  cope ; . 

Butlthis,  1  feel,  can  ne'er  be  irttt: 
For  by  the  death-blow  of  my  bop* 

My  memory  immortal  grew. 
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WRITTEN  AFTER  SWIMMING  FROM  SESTOS 

TO  ABYDOS.*  * 

MAY  9,   1810. 

Ir,  in  the  month  of  dnrk  Deonber, 

LeaQder,  who  vas  niglidy  want 
(What  maid  will  not  the  tale  remember?) 

To  crofts  thy  stream,  broad  Hellespont! 

If,  when  the  wintry  tempest  roard, 

lie  sped  to  Hero,  noihiug  loth. 
And  ^us  of  old  thy  current  potir'd, 

Faff  Venus!  how  I  pity  both! 

For  me,  degenerate  modern  wretch, 
Ttiough  in  the  genial  month  of  May, 

My  dripping  limbs  I  fdintiy  strctc^ 
And  think  I  've  done  a  feat  to-dly. 

But  sincfln  cross'd  the  rapid  tide. 

According  to  the  doubtful  story. 
To  woo, — and — Lord  knows  what  lieside, 

And  swam  for  love,  as  I  for  glory; 

T  were  hard  to  say  who  fired  the  best  : 
Sad  mortals!  thus  the  gods  still  plague  you! 

He  lost  his  labour,  I  my  jest. 

For  he  was  drown  d,  and  I  've  tlie  ague. 


ATHENS,    1810.      4R 

Maid  of  Athens,  ere  we  part. 
Give,  oh,  give  me  back  my  heart ! 
Or,  since  that  has  left  my  breast, 
Keep  it  now,  and  take  the  rest ! 
Hear  my  vow  before  I  go, 

*  Oa  ibr  3d  oTMay,  iSi*.  vkile  the  Sslteiu  (Ciptain  Baihani)  wm 
lyiag  ia  the  OBrl«a«ltc«.  f.trateaani  FkenbeaJ  of  thai  Trigaie  and  iha 
writer  of  ibcM  rhjmo*  awan  fmn  the  Baropeaa  thore  to  the  Aaiaiic 
— hy-«he>by,  from  Ahjdot  to  Seato*  would  bare  been  nore  correet. 
Tk«  whole  diaiaace  from  the  place  wbeoc*  we  aiaricd  to  oar  Und-nQ 
oa  the  other  tide,  including  the  lenpib  we  were  tarrird  by  the  rorrrni, 
wat  conpnied  by  those  on  hoard  the  fiigate  at  upward*  ol  fnur  Engliab 
ndlet;  though  the  actual  hreadih  ia  liarely  one.     The   rapidity  of  the 
corrcBt  ie  aach  that  no  ho«t  can  row  directly  acroaa,  and  it  may  in 
•omn  tnea«are  be  ettinated  from  ilir  ririumaiaaco  of  the  whoU  dis- 
tance being  anwmplifbed  by  one  of  the  pariiea  in  an  boar  and  fi»e, 
nod  by  ibe  other  ia  aa  hoar  end  ten  minuica.     The  water  waa  ei- 
treanly  cold  froni  the  meliiag  of  the  nowniain-aaowt.     Abaai  three 
week*  before,  in  April,  we  had  made  an  aiiempi,  hut  baring  ridden 
all  the  way  from  the  Troad  the  Mme  noraing.  and  the  w«(er  being  of 
aa  icy  chillneei,  we  found  it  neeea«a^  to  poatpone  the  coaplriioa  till 
the  fngnte  ancbored  below  ibe  caailea,   when  we  awam  ihc  airaita.  at 
jaat  ataied,   eateriog  a   considerable   way  abore  the  European,   and 
laadiag  below  the  Aaiatic  fort.     Chera^^  aay«  that  a  young  Jew  aaam 
the  aaaie  diataace  for  bit  mialrett  s  and  Oliver  mentioot  it*  ha\  ing  been 
daac  by  a  Neapelitaa :  but  oikr  cental ,  Tarragona,  rem*frml>errd  neither 
of  tbete  cirramttaore*.  aud^tried  to  dittuaJe  at  from  the  attempt.    A 
■MMbar  of  the  Saltiiie't  crrw  w<-re  known  to   have  accomplished  n 
greater  diataare:  and  the  only  thing  that  tarprited  ne  wat,  that,  «■ 
douhta  had  been  entertained  of  the  tnalh  of  i^aader'a  atory,  no  travel- 
ler h«d  ever  eadaavoa''ed  to  eereriaia  ita  prac'.i<  ability. 

'  Z06  wtou.  mt  tfopo,  or  ZOJT)  /AOU,  OCC^O^yaCTM,  •  Romaic  es- 
prettion  of  tcadernctt  ■  if  t  trantlate  it  1  thall  affront  the  gentlemen, 
aa  it  msy  tecm'.tbet  I  tappoaad  they  cnald  not ;  and  iff  da  not.  t  may 
affrunl  the  ladiet.  For  fear  of  any  mi*<ontunction  on  the  pert  of  the 
ieilcr  1  thill  do  to.  begijiog  |Mirdon  of  the  learo'>d.  It  meant,  •  My 
life.  I  lore  yon!  •  which 'toanda  very  preuily  in  all  laagaage*.  and  it 
•a  maefa  in  faabion  in  Greece  at  ihit  day  ae.  Juveaat  tellt  ut,  the  two 
flrtt  word*  were  amongvi  the  Romaa  Udiee,  whate^  erotic  cipretaiona 
were  all  HeUeniied. 


By  those  tresses  nnconfiaed, 
Woo'd  by  each  AEgean  wind ; 
By  those  lid«  whose  jetty  fringe 
Kiss  thy  &ofc  cheeks'  blooming  tinge, 
By  tliose  wild  eyes  like  the  roe. 

By  that  lip  I  long  to  taste ; 
By  that  zone-oDt*ircled  waist; 
By  all  the  token-flowers*  that  tell 
What  words  can  never  speak  so  well ; 
By  love's  alternate  joy  and  woe, 

ZCfiTt  JJiOJf  9tLC  AyxTzCt. 

Maid  of  Atliens!  I  am  pone : 
Think  of  me,  sweet !  when  alone.— 
Tliough  I  Uy  to  Istambol,' 
Alliens  holds  my  heart  and  soul: 
Can  1  cease  to  love  thee  7  No  I 


TRANSLATION  OF  THE  FAMOUS  GREEK ' 

SONG, 

Writtea  by  Riga,  who  perithed  ia  the  atteaapi  ca  reval^ioaM 
The  followiag  tianalalioa  ia  as  literal  ee  ibc  aatbar  caJH  ■ 
Tcnet  it  ia  of  the  aame  aaaoMfw  aa  ibat  af  ikr  arigiaaL 


\ 


Sons  of  the  Greeks,  arise !  '-^ 

The  glorious  hour  's  gone  forth, 

And,  worthy  of  such  ties. 
Display  who  gave  us  birth. 

CHOKUS. 

Sons  of  Greeks,  let  us  go 

In  arms  agaiust  the  foe. 
Till  their  hated  blood  shall  flow 

In  a  river  past  our  feet. 

Then  manfully  despising 

The  Turkish  tyrant's  yoke. 
Let  your  country  see  you  rising 

And  all  her  chains  are  broke. 
Brave  shades  of  chiefs  and  sages« 

Behold  the  coming  klrife! 
Ucllenes  of  past  ages. 

Oh,  start  again  to  life! 
At  the  sound  of  my  trumpet,  breaking 

Your  sleep,  oh.  joiu  with  me! 
And  the  seven-hill'd^  city  seeking, 

Fight,  conquer,  till  we  're  free. 

Sons  of  Greeks, 

Sparta,  Sparta,  why  in  slumbers 

Lethargic  dost  thou  lie? 
Awake,  and  join  thy  numbers 

With  Atliens,  old  ally ! 

*  In  the  Ka«t  (where  laffiev  are  not  taagbt  to  write.  leM  n 
kcriliMr  d*tigaat>ona)flowere,  ciadeie,  pebblea.  etc..  lonrey 
ment*  of  ih^  partiet  by  tltat  univeiaal  depaty  of  Mercar 
woman.  A  ciniier  aayt.  •!  bam  for  iliaa;  •  a  baa>b  of  I 
with  ba!i.  ■Take  me  ead  fly;*  hot  a  peliUo  declare*— «b 
eltc  (ao. 

*  Conktantioople. 

1  Conttaaiinople.      "  EirT0CAO99^.  • 
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Lrnnidift  rrraliiog. 

Thill  rhirf  (»f  anrioul  ftnnf*. 
Who  ^i\i'il  yt*  omc  from  falling, 

Thr  Icrrihif.  the  «(ron|;! 
Willi  inatif  thai  holil  diversion 

III  <ilii    I  iicrillnpvi.T. 
AikI  «.<rriti|;  %kiili  tlir  Pcninn 

To  krrp  hi^  roiliiliV  frre  ; 
Willi  hi^  (linv  liiiniircd  wa;;iiiG 

Tlir  h.itlli",  loii^  lii>  iitood, 
And,  likr  :i  lion  r:i];in(;.        ^ 

Expirnl  in  •M>as  of  blood.       * 


Son*  of  Crcekt.  oti* 


TRANSLATION  OF  THE  nOMAIC  SON(;, 

■  MTiV'i  ;/t;  'ts'  ricioa)! 
'licatSTXTr,  Xar.oi;,*   etc. 

!•  Mi^  frnm  «hi<h  ihik  it  t*keu  it  »  gr««|  Ci««<ariir  with  ih«  yovaf 
girlt  uf  Ailirn*  of  dll  rla*>^«.  Tticii  HicaBW  «f  ••■[•iii^  it  it  hy 
vprtet  in  ikIjIihii,  ilie  «liii|«  number  prc««nt  juining  in  lb«>  ■bAint- 
I  lijvi-  hrtiH  II  rit-i|iii  nil\  II  our  m  'yicot*  i*  ihr  «ialerof  i8ii>«i  i. 
Tbt  «ir  u  pljinii*r  .in  I  pi.  tlv. 

I  fc.MKR  tiiy  |;anlrn  of  rose*, 

lirloM-d  .iiid  fair  llaidre, 
Khi-Ii  iiiorniii(;  whrro  I'lora  repo<es 

For  siirrly  I  \fv  hrr  in  Clirc. 
Oh,  lo%riy !  thus  lov  I  implori'  thee, 

ni-<-i'i\i>  this  fond  iriitli  from  my  tongue. 
Which  utltTM  its  song  to  udore  ihre, 

Yit  trcmhlrs  for'^h.it  it  li.is  sung: 
As  thr  lir.inrh,  at  the  bidding  of  n.ilnrr. 

Adds  frac.r.i nor  and  fruit  to  the  Irrr. 
Tlirniij;li  hrr  i*y«'s,  through  her  fviry  feature, 

SliiiifN  fhr  <uul  of  till*  young  llaidrc. 

But  the  lo\i>liesi  garden  growt  liateful 

Whi'H  lo\r  has  abniidon'd  the  bovrr^; 
Rring  mo  lu-mluc-k — since  mine  i>  ungrateful, 

Th  It  lirrh  it  more  fragrant  lliaii  ilu^erii. 
Thi>  poison,  >lu>n  |>our'<l  from  the  cbulire. 

Will  deeply  i-niLitter  the  bowl ; 
Dui  >hen  drunk  lo  exape  from  thy  niiilice, 

Thr  draught  shall  be  s«ret  to  ray  kouI. 
Too  cruel !  in  \aia  J  implore  thee 

My  heart  from  the>e  honort  to  save  : 
Will  nought  to  my  bo>oiB<litore  thee  ? 

Then  o|m>ii  the  gate*  of  the  grave. 

As  ilir  chief  who  to  combat  Mlv.inces, 

S*i-un>  of  his  conquest  before, 
Tlni't  tlioa,  wiili  those  eyes  for  ihy  Innees. 

Il.ist  piercett  through  my  heart  to  ith  core. 
Ah,  Icll  me,  my  soul !  niu»»t  I  ptrrisli 

Ily  p-ingo  which  a  »mile  mould  dispel? 
Would  the  hop<',  which  thou oiM'el^d'fttiiM cherish, 

For  torture  repay  me  Ion  well ! 
.       Now  sad  IS  the  garden  of  roses, 

Ih'lovrd  hut  false  llaidee  ! 
Tliere  Flora  all  milhrr'd  repose*. 

And  mourns  o'er  thine  absence  with  me. 


ON  FAUTINO. 

The  kis«,  dear  maid!  thy  lip  has  left, 
Shall  never  p:irt  from  inine. 


Till  liappier  hour*  restore  the  gift 
L'ouinted  back  to  thine. 

Tliy  parting  glance,  ithich  fondly  beamt, 

.\n  equal  lov^may  see: 
The  tear  that  fi^b  thine  evclid  streams 

(lao  wec-p  no  eiiauge  in  me. 

I  ask  no  pledge  to  make  me  blest, 

In  gaiing  >lien  alone; 
Nor  one  memonal  for  a  breast. 

Whose  thoughts  are  all  thine  own. 

Nor^ed  I  write — to  tell  the  tale 

My  pen  wer«>  doubly  weak : 
Oh!  what  can  idle  mortis  a>ail, 

l'nle«»  the  heart  could  sjN-ak  '. 

By  <Uy  or  night,  in  weal  or  woe. 

That  heart,  uo  louger  free. 
Must  bear  the  lose  it  cannot  sliow, 

And  silent  aclie  for  thee. 


TO  THYRZA. 

Wirnoi  T  a  stone  to  mark  the  spot. 

Anil  v.\\,  what  truth  might  well  hate  said. 
By  all,  M«e  one,  ixTcliaoce  forgot. 

Ah,  wherefore  art  thou  lowly  laid? 
By  many  a  shore  and  many  a  sea 

I)i\ideil,  yet  lM*lo>cd  in  sain; 
The  |>ast,  the  future  fle«l  to  thee 

To  bid  us  meet — no— ne'er  again! 
Could  this  hate  been — a  woni,  a  look. 

Thai  sofily  said,  «<  We  p.irt  in  peace,* 
Had  taught  my  bnM>m  how  to  brook, 

With  fainter  sighs,  thy  souIk  release. 
Ami  didst  thou  not,  since  death  lor  thee 

Preparetl  a  light  and  pangless  dart. 
Once  long  for  him  thou  ne'er  tlialt  see, 

Who  held,  arid  liohls  thre  in  his  heart? 
Oh!  who  like  him  ha<l  vatch'd  tiiee  here! 

Or  sadly  mirk'd  thy  glaiing  eye. 
In  that  dread  hour  err  death  appear. 

When  silent  sorrow  firars  to  aigli, 
Till  all  was  past !  But  when  no  more 

T  was  thine  to  reck  of  human  woe, 
A  f  fee  linn's  heart-drops,  gushing  o'er. 

Had  llnm'd  as  fast — .i»  now  llii-y  flow. 
Sli  ill  lliry  noi  Ihim,  when  mtny  a  day 

In  llieM-,  lo  ine,  deserted  lomirs, 
Kre  calld  but  fur  i    ime  axs.iy. 

Affection' It  mingling  tears  were  ours  ? 
Ours  ino  ihf  glainf  none  saw  beside  ; 

Till'  '^iiiile  none  v\^v  might  understand; 
The  wliispi  rd  thoiighl  of  hearts  allied. 

The  pressure  of  the  ihnlling  hand; 
The  kiss  ^o  giiililcss  ami  relineii, 

That  love  each  warmer  itish  fbrborv; 
4£liosc  eyes  prnilniin'd  sn  pure  a  mind, 

E\eii  passion  Idii^hd  lo  plead  for  more. 
The  lone,  iliat  might  me  to  rejoice, 

Whrn  prone,  unlike  thee,  to  repine; 
The  song  celestial  from  thy  voice, 

But  sweet  to  rac  from  none  bat  lliioe; 


\ 
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■e%hmt  bisom 
>iiiiP 


The  pledge  we  vore — I  wear  it  ttiU, 

But  irbere  U  thine  ? — ah,  when  art  tho«? 
Oft  have  I  home  the  wdght  of  ill, 

Dut  never  bent  beneath  till  now ! 
Well  hast  thou  left  in  life's 

The  cup  of  woe  for  me 
If  rest  alone  be  in  the  toi 

I  would  not  winh  thee  here  again;  • 
But  if  in  worlds  more  blest  than  this 

Thy  virtues  seek  a  fitter  sphere, 
Impart  some  portion  of  thy  bliss, 

To  wean  me  from  mine  anguisli  here. 
Tetch  me — too  early  taught  by  thee ! 

To  bear,  forgiving  and  forgiven  :        ^ 
On  earth  thy  love  was  such  to  me. 

It  fain  would  form  my  hope  in  heaup ! 


STANZAS. 


tr« 


AwAt,  away,  ye  notes  of  woe! 

Be  silent,  thou  once  soothing  strain. 
Or  I  must  flee  from  hence,  for,  oh ! 

I  dare  not  trust  those  sounds  again. 
To  me  ihey  speak  of  brighter  days — 

But  lull  tlie  chords,  for  now,  alas! 
I  must  not  think,  I  may  not  gaie 

On  what  I  am,  on  what  I  was. 

The  Yoice  that  made  thoite  sounds  more  sweet 

Is  hush'd,  and  all  their  char^are  fled ; 
And  now  their  softest  notes  repeat 

A  dirge,  an  anthem  o'er  the  dead! 
Yes,  Thyrza !  yes,  tltey  breathe  of  thee, 

Beloved  dust !  since  dust  thou  art ; 
And  all  that  once  was  harmony 

Is  worse  than  discord  to  my  heart ! 

T  is  silent  all  I— but  on  my  ear 

The  well-remember'd  echoes  thrill ; 
I  hear  a  voice  I  would  not  hear, 

A  voice  that  now  might  well  be  still; 
Tet  oft  my  doubting  soul 't  will  Khake : 

Even  slumber  owns  its  g(;ntfe  tone, 
Till  consciousness  will  vainly  wake 

To  listen,  though  the  dream  be  flown. 

Sweet  Thyrta !  waking  as  in  sleep. 

Thou  art  but  now  a  lovely  dream  ; 
A  star  that  trembled  o'er  the  deep, 

Theu  tum'd  from  earth  its  lender  beam. 
But  he  who  through  life's  dreary  way 

Must  pass,  wheu  heaven  is  veil'd  in  wrath. 
Will  long  lament  the  vanish'd  ray 

That  scaiter'd  gladness  o'er  his  path. 


TO  THYRZA. 

Oifi  struggle  more,  and  I  am  free 

From  pangs  that  rend  my  heart  in  twain, 
One  bst  long  sigh  to  love  and  thee, 

Then  back  to  busy  life  again. 
It  suits  me  well  to  mingle  now 

With  things  that  never  pleased  before: 
Though  every  joy  is  tied  below, 

What  future  grief  can  touch  me  more  I 


Then  bring  me  wine,  tlie  buqMt  hm% 

Man  was  not  fem'd  to  live  aloae : 
I  '11  be  that  light  uomeaBiog  thing 

That  smiles  with  all  and  weeps  wiik  i 
It  was  not  thus  in  days  more  dear. 

It  never  would  have  been,  but  than 
Hast  (led,  and  left  ase  lonely  here; 

Thou  'rt  nothing,  all  are  notliing  mtn 

In  vain  my  lyre  would  ligifatly  breathe! 

The  smile  Iba^^rrow  lain  woold  we 
But  mocks  tM  woe  that  lurks  beneath. 

Like  roses  o'er  a  aepulchre. 
Though  gay  compauions  o'er  the  bowl 

Dispel  awhile  the  sense  of  ill  : 
Though  pleasure  fires  the  maddening  « 

The  heart — the  heart  is  lonely  will: 

On  many  a  IOI10  and  lovely  night 

It  soothed  to  gaae  upon  the  sky ; 
For  then  I  deem'd  the  heavenly  light 

Shone  sweetly  on  thy  pensive  eye; 
And  oft  I  thought  at  Cynthia's  nooo, 

Whrn  saiHng  o'er  the  iCgean  wive, 
M  Now  Thyrza  gazes  on  that  moon—* 

Alas,  it  gleam'd  upon  her  grave  ! 

When  stretch'd  on  fievers  sleepless  bed, 

And  sickness  shrunk  my  throbbiDgv 
«  T  is  comfort  still, »  I  faintly  said, 

«c  That  Thyrza  cannot  know  my  pan 
Like  freedom  to  the  time-worn  slave, 

A  boon  't  is  idle  then  to  give. 
Relenting  Nature  vainly  gave 

My  life  when  Thyrsa  ceaaed  to  hve! 

My  Thyrza's  pledge  in  better  days. 

When  love  and  life  alike  were  new. 
How  different  now  thou  meet  st  my  gas 

How  tinged  by  time  with  sorrow's  bs 
The  hrart  that  gave  itself  wiih  thee 

Is  silent — ah,  were  mine  as  still ! 
Though  cold  as  even  the  dead  can  be. 

It  feels,  it  sickens  with  the  chill. 

Tliou  bitter  pledge !  thoa  mournful  tok 

Though  painfalL  welcome  to  my  brea 
Still,  still,  poeserte  that  love  unbroken. 

Or  break  the  hearf  to  which  ihou'rt 
Time  tempers  love,  but  not  removes. 

More  liallow'd  when  its  hope  is  lled: 
Oh!  vkhat  are  thousand  living  lovef^ 

To  ihat  which  cannot  quit  the  dead? 


EUTHANASIA. 

Wren  Time,  or  soon  or  late,  shall  bria| 
The  dreamless  sleep  that  lulls  the  da 

Obli«iou!  may  thy  languid  wing 
Wave  gently  o'er  nay  dying  bed ! 

No  band  of  friends  or  heirs  be  there, 
To  weep  or  wish  the  coming  blow : 

No  maiden,  with  disbevell'd  hair. 
To  feel,  or  feign,  decoroua  woe. 


MISCELLANEOUS  POEMS. 


5l7 


But  silent  let  me  tiok  to  earth. 
With  no  officious  mournere  near: 

I  would  not  mar  one  hour  of  mirth, 
Nor  fctartie  friendship  -with  a  fear. 

Yet  Love,  if  Love  in  such  an  hour 
Could  nnbly  chirk  \t*  useless  sighs, 

Mit'hl  then  exert  its  latest  power 
III  her  vho  lives  and  him  who  dies. 

T  were  swi'ct,  my  P»yclie,  to  the  last 
Thy  features  still  serene  to  see : 

For(;etful  of  it^  stru(;(;les  past, 

Even  l*aiii  itself  should  smile  on  thee. 

Rut  vain  thr  wi>h — for  Beauty  <itill 

Will  Nhrink,  as  shrinks  the  ebhing  breath; 

And  woman's  tears,  produced  at  will. 
Deceit «f  iu  life,  uuinan  in  death. 

Then  lonely  he  my  latest  hour, 

Without  rr)jrrt,  without  a  groan  ! 
For  thouvintU  dcith  hath  cra«ed  to  lower. 
And  paiu  be<*n  transient  or  unknown. 

«  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  (;o,n  alas! 

Wlierr.ill  h.ivc  gom*,  and  all  must  go! 
To  br  the  nuthing  that  I  was 

Ere  born  t«  life  and  living  woe ! 

Gount  o'er  the  joys  thine  hours  have  teen. 
Count  o'er  thy  days  from  anguish  free, 

And  know,  whatever  thou  hast  been, 
T  is  something  bctftr  not  to  be. 


STANZAS. 


■•• !  <)iMDto  miaos  «it  ram  reliqnii  vcn«ri  qoaoi  t«i  ■CBtaiw«!« 

And  thou  art  dead,  as  young  and  fiiir 

As  aught  of  mortal  birth; 
And  form  so  soft,  and  cliarms  so  rare, 

Too  soon  n'turn'd  to  earth! 
Thoii(;li  Earih  ret  rived  them  in  her  bed, 
And  ocr  the  ^pot  the  crowd  may  tread 

In  circlrs^nesK  or  mirth. 
Then*  Is  an  eye  which  could  not  brook 
A  niomrnt  on  that  grave  to  look. 

I  will  not  ask  where  thou  liett  low. 

Nor  {\i\rr  upon  the  spot; 
Tlirrc  Mowers  or  weeds  at  will  may  grow, 

So  I  behold  thrm  not: 
It  is  enough  for  mc  to  prove 
Th;it  what  I  lo\cd,  and  long  must  love, 

l.ikr  common  e.irlh  cau  rot; 
To  mf*  ihrrr  needs  no  fctone  loaCell, 
T  is  nothing  that  I  loved  so  well. 

Yet  did  I  love  thee  to  the  laat 

As  fervrntiv  as  thou. 
Who  didst  not  chanjse  through  all  the  past, 

And  canst  not  alter  now. 
The  love  where  dealh  has  set  his  seal, 
Nor  at;e  can  chill,  nor  rival  steal. 

Nor  fals4>liood  disavow: 
And  what  were  worse,  tliou  canst  not  see 
Or  wrong,  or  change,  or  fault  in  me. 


The  better  days  of  life  were  oon ; 

The  worst  can  be  but  mine; 
The  sun  thai  clieers,  the  storm  that  lours, 

Sliall  never  more  be  thine. 
The  silenoaof  that  dreamless  kleep 
I  envy  no^Ploo  miiith  to  weep; 

Nor  ■aid  I  to  rrpuie 
That  aHBose  cliarms  have  pass'd  away, 
I  might  have  watch'd  through  loog  decay. 

The  flower  in  ripea'd  bloom  unmatch'd 

Must  fjll  the  eariiest  prey : 
Though  by  no  hand  untimely  snaleh'd. 

The  leaves  must  drop  away  :  , 

And  yet  it  were  a  greater  grief 
To  watch  it  withering  leaf  by  leaf. 

Than  see  it  pluck'd  to-day  ; 
Since  earlkly  eye  but  ill  can  bear 
To  trace  the  change  to  foul  from  fair.' 

I  know  not  if  I  could  have  borne 

To  see  thy  beauties  f.ide; 
Till*  ni|;hl  that  follow'd  such  a  mom 

Had  worn  a  deeper  shade : 
Thy  day  without  a  cloud  hath  past. 
And  thou  wert  lovely  to  the  last; 

Extinguish'd,  not  decay'd; 
As  stars  that  shoot  along  the  sky 
Shine  brightest  as  they  fiill  from  high. 

As  once  I  wept,  if  I  could  weep. 
My  tears  might  well  be  shed. 

To  think  I  was  not  near  to  keep' 
One  \igil  o'er  thy  bed; 

To  gate,  how  fondly  !  on  thy  face. 

To  fold  thee  in  a  faint  embrace, 
Tphold  thy  drooping  liead  ; 

And  show  that  love,  however  vain. 

Nor  thou  nor  I  can  frel  again. 

Yet  how  much  less  it  were  to  gain, 
Though  thou  hast  left  me  free. 

The  loneliest  things  that  still  remain. 
Than  thus  remember  thee! 

The  all  of  thine  that  cannot  die 

Through  dark  and  dread  eternity. 
Returns  again  to  me, 

Aufl  more  thy  buried  love  endeara 
'  Tlian  aught,  except  its  living  years. 


STANZAS. 

fp  sometimes  in  the  haunts  of  men 

Thine  image  from  my  breast  may  fade. 
The  lonely  hour  presents  again 

The  semblance  of  thy  gentle  shade: 
And  now  that  knd  and  silrut  hour 

Thus  much  of  thee  can  still  restore. 
And  ftorrow  unobsfrved  may  pour 

The  plaint  alie  dare  nut  speak  before. 

Oil,  pardon  thai  in  crowds  awhile, 
I  waste  one  thought  I  owe  to  thee. 

And,  self'condemn'd,  appear  to  smile, 
Uafaiihful  to  thy  memory! 
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Nor  deem  that  memory  leu  dear. 

That  then  I  seem  not  to  rrpiiie; 
I  would  not  fools  should  overhear 

One  sigh  that  should  be  «holl|^  fhiiM. 

If  not  the  goblet  fuiss  unqnfFd,  |P   ' 

It  is  not  drained  to  bauiiiB  rare,  ^^^ 
The  cup  must  hold  a  deadlier  dnu^^r 

Tliat  brings  a  Lethe  for  despair. 
And  could  oblivion  set  my  soul 

From  all  her  troubled  visions  free, 
1  'd  dash  to  earth  the  sweetest  bowl 

That  drown 'd  a  single  thought  of  thee. 

For  wcrt  thou  bnnisir<l  from  my  mind. 

Where  rould  my  var.mt  bosom  turn? 
And  who  would  then  rrmiiiii  l>cliiud 

To  honour  iliine  al>andon'd  ur^^ 
No,  uo^t  is  my  sorrow's  pride     ^ 

That  last  dear  duty  to  fulfil;       9- 
Though  all  the  world  forgot  beside, 

T  is  met't  (hat  !  rcniember  still. 

For  well !  know,  that  such  had  been 

Tliy  gentle  care  for  him,  who  now 
Unmoum'd  shall  quit  this  mortal  scene. 

Where  none  regarded  him.  but  thoa: 
And,  oh !  I  feel  in  Uuit  was  given 

A  blessing  never  meant  for  roe; 
Thou  wert  too  like  a  dream  of  heaven. 

For  eartlily  love  to  merit  thee. 

March  i4(fc,  1812. 


ON  A  CORNELIAN  HEART  WHICH  WAS 

BROKEN. 

Ill-fatbd  heart!  and  can  it  be 

That  thou  should^!  thus  be  rent  in  twain? 
Have  years  of  care  for  thine  and  thee 

Alike  been  all  employ'd  in  vain  ? 

Yet  precious  seems  each  shatter'd  part. 
And  every  fragment  dearer  grown. 

Since  he  who  wears  thee  feels  thou  art 
A  fitter  emblem  of  his  owtt. 


TO  A  YOUTHFUL  FRIEND. 

[His  portn  and  ihe  fi<lloiriag  wrro  written  mom  yean  afo.] 

Fiw  years  have  passM  since  thou  and  I 
Were  firmest  friends,  at  least  in  name, 

And  childhood's  gay  sincerity 

Preserved  our  feelings  long  the  same. 

But  now,  like  me,  too  well  thou  know'st 
What  trifles  oft  the  heart  recal ; 

And  those  who  once  have  loved  the  most 
Too  soon  forget  they  loved  at  all. 

And  such  ihe  change  the  heart  displays. 
So  frail  is  early  friendship's  reign, 

A  month's  brief  lapse,  perhaps  a  day's, 
Will  view  thy  miad  estranged  again. 


If  so,  it  never  shall  be  mine 
To  monm  the  loss  of  soch  a  heart; 

The  fjuli  was  Nature's  fiault,  not  thine. 
Which  made  thee  tickle  as  thou  art. 

As  To\U  the  ocean's  cliangiog  tide. 
So  human  feelings  rbb  and  tlow; 

And  who  would  iu  a  breast  conKde 
Where  stormy  passions  ever  glov! 

It  booU  not  that,  together  bred, 
'    Our  childi«h  days  were  days  of  joy ; 
3Iy  spring  of  lifie  has  quickly  tied : 
Thou,  too,  hast  ceased  to  be  a  bor. 

And  when  we  bid  adiru  to  vouth. 

Sl.ives  to  the  specious  woHd'srootnw 
We  sigh  a  long  farewell  to  truth; 

That  world  corrupts  the  noblest  tooL 

Ah.  joyous  season  !  when  the  miod 
Dares  all  things  boldly  but  to  lie; 

When  thought,  ere  spoke,  is  unconfioe 
And  sparkles  in  the  placid  eye. 

Not  so  in  man's  matnrer  years. 
When  man  himself  is  but  a  toai; 

When  interest  sways  our  hopes  and  fm 
And  all  must  love  or  hale  by  rule: 

With  fools  in  kindred  vice  the  same, 
W>  learn  at  length  our  faults  to  bica 

And  those,  and  those  alone  may  claim 
The  prostituted  name  of  friend. 

Such  is  the  common  lot  of  man  : 
Can  we  then  'scape  from  folly  free? 

Can  we  reverse  the  general  plan, 
Nor  be  what  all  in  turn  oaust  be? 

No,  for  myself,  so  dark  ray  fate 
Through  every  turn  of  life  hath  bee 

Man  and  the  world  I  so  much  liate, 
1  care  not  when  I  quit  the  scene. 

But  thou,  with  s^rit  frail  and  light. 
Wilt  shine  awhile,  and  pass  away; 

As  glow-worms  sparkle  through  the  o 
But  dare  not  stand  the  test  of  day. 

Alas !  whenever  folly  calk 

Where  parasites  and  princes  meet 
(For  cherish'd  first  in  royal  halls. 

The  welconie  vices  kindly  greet). 

Even  now  thou  'rt  nightly  seen  to  add 
One  insect  to  the  fluttering  crowd; 

And  still  thy  trifling  heart  is  glad. 
To  join  the  vain  and  court  the  proa 

There  dost  thou  glide  from  fair  to  fail 
Still  simpering  on  with  eager  hasle 

As  flies  along  the  gay  parterre. 
That  taint  the  flowers  they  scaivcl^ 
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But  ft.iy,  >»hlC  nvmph  irill  prin*  the  tlame 
Whii'li  •ifiins,  as  iiiursliy  v;i  pours  move. 

Tn  tlit  «lon|;  friiiii  liuine  ti>  claiiir. 
An  i;]iMs-f.i(iiits  i;lciin  of  lovr? 

\V|i;ii  fririid  for  ilier.  IiovrVr  inclined, 
^^ilI  <i«'i{;ii  to  dUii  .i  kiiiiliv<l  carr  ? 

Wild  will  (IrbiM*  lii<  nmiiiy  mind. 
Tor  frirndsliip  cxtTv  fool  may  slinrr? 

Ill  (imr  forl>rnr;  amidst  llie  lliroii|; 

>o  more  <lo  I).is<«  a  tliiii(*  l>c  sei'u; 
No  nutro  so  idly  \y.t\\  alon^  : 

lii>  suiiiciliiii^;  any  (iitn^j,  Imt — mean. 


TO 


Wfil!  ilion  art  li.ippy,  and  I  feel 
Thai  I  should  thn!«  he  happy  too; 

For  still  n>y  heart  regards  thy  weal 
W.irnily.  a^  it  v^as  wont  to  do. 

Tliy  huNli.ind  °s  hli'^t — and  't  will  impart 
Some  pautjt  to  \\ryr  Win  happier  lot : 

liul  li'i  tticni  p.ivi — (Hi  !  Iiuw  my  heart 
Would  hair  him.  if  he  lo\(>d  thee  not! 

When  l.iie  I  saw  tiiv  favourite  child 

1  lhou(;ht  luy  jt'alous  heart  would  break; 

Hut  wh<*n  the  uiu'onscioiis  infant  aiiniled. 
I  kiss'ii  it.  for  lU  mother's  <^ike. 

I  kiss'd  it,  and  rrpri's-'d  my  >iighii 

Its  father  in  its  fare  to  see; 
Itiit  then  it  had  ii^  iiinthvr's  eyes, 

And  thcv  wcri^  all  to  lo\e  aud  nie. 

Mary,  aclirii !  I  must  away  : 

While  thou  art  ble^t  I  11  not  repine; 
Rut  near  ihce  1  ran  never  May; 

31)  hirart  would  soon  aj;aiii  be  tliine. 

I  di'fin'd  that  time,  I  derin'd  that  pride 
Had  qiienehd  at  leui;tli  my  boyisli  lLim«'; 

Noi  kni'w,  till  -eatfd  by  tliv  side. 
My  heart  in  all,  njm*  ho}M>,  the  umr. 

Vet  was  I  r.dm  :  I  kiifw  the  time 

My  bnant  would  thrill  before  thy  look ; 
But  now  to  tremble  were  a  crime — 
Wf  met.  and  not  a  uenie  wa*  shook. 

■ 

1  v.ivv  tliec  («aze  upon  my  face, 

Yrt  iiHi't  with  no  confusion  theiT . 

Oni'  onlv  ferliii^  couldsi  thou  trace , 
Till-  snikn  c.dmneo^  of  despair. 

Aw.iy!  away!  my  early  dream 
Rcineinbraui-e  never  niiiht  awake  ■ 

Oh!  whei-r  is  l.eihe's  fabled  Jitreun? 
Mv  foolish  heart,  be  still,  or  break. 


FROM  Tin:  PORTL'GUF-SK.. 

H  moments  to  delight  dc\otcd, 

-•  My  life:.>  with  ten.lcre*i  tone,  you  cry; 
Dear  wnnU  on  which  my  heart  had  doted. 

If  youth  could  neither  fade  nor  (ii<>. 


I 


To  death  ev^n  hours  like  these  mn«t  roll; 

Ah!  then  refMMt  those  atxrents  never : 
Or  (-hau(;e  xiny  lifi'!»  into  «<  my  soulti' 

Which,  like  mv  lovi-.  eiisis  for  ever. 


IMPROMPTU,  IN  ni  PI.Y  TD  A  FRIKND. 

WiuN  from  the  heart  whi-re  Sorrow  sits. 

Her  du-ky  shadow  mounts  too  ht{;h. 
And  o'er  the  chan|;iu);  aspect  tlits. 

And  cloiicU  the  brow,  or  tills  the  eye; 
llced  not  that  |;|ooin,  which  miou  fthall  stink  : 

My  llion{;htN  their  dun(;coii  kiio«  I(k>  well; 
Dick  lu  mv  breast  the  wanderers  shrink. 

Anil  droop  wifliin  their  silent  erll. 


j  ADDUK.'s**, 

I 

;  .SPOK.KN    A I    TUB  OPI.MNC  OF    DRUrT-i.ANF.   THEATRK, 

5.MUfuiAY,  orrOBni   lo,    iHi:>. 

In  oik*  dread  nijlit  our  i-ily  saw,  and  si(;ird. 
Row  (I  to  the  dust,  the  Dranu's  tower  of  pride 
In  one  short  hour  beheld  the  bla/in(;  fane. 
.\ polio  sink,  and  Shaksprart-  cease  to  rei;;n. 

Ve  who  lic^ield,  (oh!  fii(;lit  admired  and  innum'd. 
WhoM'  radiance  mock'd  the  ruin  it  adorn'ii!) 
Throu(;h  clouds  of  tire.  Out  niassy  fragment*  riven, 
lake  Israel's  pillar,  cha.se  the  nii^ht  from  heaven; 
>aw  the  loii(;  <-olumn  of  revolvin|;  tlame« 
Shake  its  red  shadow  o'er  the  Alartled  Thames, 
While  thousands,  thron(*'d  around  ihf  burnini;  dome, 
SbiMiik  back  appiiil'd,  aud  trembled  for  their  houw, 
.\>  i;lar(r4l  the  vidumeti  blaze,  and  ghastly  shone 
The  skies  with  li(;htnin(*s  awful  at  tlieir  own. 
Till  bl.irkening  ashes  and  the  lonely  wall 
I'snrp'd  the  Mule's  realm,  and  mark'd  her  fall; 
S.iy — shall  thin  nevt,  nor  less  aspirin(;  pile, 
Rcar'd  wheie  one  rose  the  nii|[iitiesi  in  oiiritJe, 
know  the  -amc  favour  which  thr*  former  knew, 
V  shrine  fur  Shak^|>eare — worthy  him  andj^OM.* 

Yes— it  shdl  Im- — the  ma(;ic  of  that  name 
l>elies  the  scythe  of  lime,  the  torch  of  tlame; 
On  the  s,ime  s|M>t  siUI  consecrates  the  scenr. 
And  bids  the  Drama  be  where  she  hath  ^eti  .- 
This  fabric's  birth  atle>ts  the  |Miient  spell — 
lndnl(;e  our  honest  prid^.  and  say,  How  wfll! 

As  soars  this  fane  lo  emulate  the  last, 
')hl  miylit  ve  draw  our  omens  from  ilie  pa^t. 
.Some  hniii  propitious  to  our  prayers  may  boast 
\uiiie»  sueli  as  liallovv  still  the  dome  we  lost. 
On  Ilniry  tirst  \oiir  Siddnns'  thrilling;  art 
Ocrwhrlm'd  the  gentlest,  ^tonn'd  the  sternest  heart. 
<hi  Driiry,  liarrick'b  latest  laurels  prew; 
Here  vonr  last  tear*  retirin|;  Roscins  drew. 
Si|;h'd  his  last  thanks,  and  we|-t  his  laftt  adieu  . 
Rut  still  for  liviui;  wit  the  wreaths  may  bloom 
riial  onlv  w-i-^le  ihcir  oilonrs  o'er  the  tomb. 
Such  Hrurv  rl.tim'd  and  claims — nor  you  refuse 
•  hie  tribute  to  revive  his  slumberiui;  muse; 
With  carl.indo  deck  your  own  Meiiaiider's  he.id! 
Nor  luMfd  v«»ni'  hommrs  i.llv  for  the  deaill 
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Dear  are  the  days  which  made  our  afloak  hrighi, 
Ere  Garrick  fled,  or  Brinsley  ceased  to  write. 
Heirs  to  their  labours,  like  ull  high-bom  heirs, 
Vain  of  our  ancestry,  as  tliey  of  tkein; 
While  thus  remembrance  borrows  Banqnot  glass, 
To  claim  the  sceptred  shadows  as  they  pass. 
And  we  the  mirror  hold,  where  imaged  shint 
Immortal  names,  emblazon'd  on  our  line. 
Pause — ere  their  feebler  offspring  you  condemn, 
Reflect  how  hard  the  task  to  rival  them ! 


Friends  of  the  stage!  to  whom  both  playen  and  pUys 
Must  sue  alike  for  pardon  or  for  praise, 
Whose  judging  voice  and  eye  alone  direct 
The  boundless  power  to  cherish  or  reject; 
If  e'er  frivolity  has  led  to  fame, 
And  made  us  blush  that  you  forbore  to  blame ; 
If  e'er  the  sinking  stage  could  condescend'* 
To  soothe  the  sickly  taste  it  dare  not  men^ 
41    All  past  reproach  may  present  semes  refote. 
And  censure,  wisely  loud,  be  justly  mute! 
Oh !  since  your  fiat  stamps  the  drama's  laws. 
Forbear  to  mock  us  with  misplaced  applause; 
So  pride  shall  doubly  nerve  the  actor's  powers. 
And  reason's  voice  be  echo'd  back  by  ours! 


This  greeting  o'er,  the  ancient  rule  obey'd, 

The  Draow's  homage  by  her  herald  paid. 

Receive  our  welcome  too,  whose  every  tone 

Springs  from  our  hearts,  and  fain  would  win  your  own. 

Tlie  curtain  rises — may  our  stage  unfold 

Scenes  not  unvrorthy  Drnry's  days  of  old ! 

Britons  our  jndges,  nature  for  our  guide, 

SliU  may  we  (rfease — long,  long  may  you  preside ! 


TO  TIME. 

Time!  on  whose  arbitrary  wing 

The  varying  hours  must  flag  or  fly, 
Whose  tardy  winter,  fleeting  spring, 

Bat  drag  or  drive  us  on  to  die — 
Hail  thou!  who  on'my  birth  bestow'd 

Those  boons  to  all  Uiat  know  thee  known ; 
Yet  better  I  sustain  thy  load. 

For  now  I  bear  the  weiglit  alone. 
I  would  not  one  fond  heart  should  share 

The  bitter  moments  thou  hast  given ; 
And  pardon  thee,  since  thou  couldst  spare. 

All  that  1  loved,  to  peace  or  heaven. 
To  them  be  joy  or  rest,  on  me 

Thy  future  ills  shall  press  in  vain ; 
1  nothing  owe  but  years  to  thee, 

A  debt  already  paid  in  pain. 
Yet  e'en  that  pain  was  some  relief; 

It  felt,  but  still  forgot  thy  power  i 
»  The  active  agony  of  grief 

Reurds,  but  never  counU  the  hour. 
In  joy  I've  sigh'd  to  think  thy  flight 

Would  soon  subside  from  swift  to  slow ; 
Thy  cloud  could  overcast  the  ii(;ht. 

But  could  not  add  a  night  to  woe; 
For  then,  however  drear  and  dark, 
My  soul  was  suited  to  thy  sky; 
One  star  alone  shot  forth  a  spark 
To  prove  thee — not  Eternity. 


That  beam  hath  rank ;  and  now  Ihoa  «t 
.  A  blank ;  a  thing  to  ronot  and  curse 
Through  each  doll  tedioas  trifling  part, 

IVhich  all  regret,  yet  ull  rehearse. 
One  scene  even  thou  canst  not  deform; 

The  limit  of  thy  sloth  or  speed. 
When  future  wanderers  bear  the  stona 

Which  w^sfaall  sleep  too  sound  to  heed 
And  I  can  smile  to  think  bow  weak 

Thine  efforts  shonly  shall  be  shown. 
When  all  the  vengeance  thou  canst  wreak 

Must  fall  upon — a  nameieas  sioae! 


TRANSLATION  OF  A  ROMAIC  LOT  S 

Ah  !  Love  was  never  yet  without 
The  pang,  the  agony,  the  doabc. 
Which  rends  my  heart  with  oeaseAess  sigb. 
While  day  and  night  roll  darkling  by. 

Without  one  friend  to  hear  my  woe. 
I  pjiot,  I  die  beneath  the  blow. 
That  Love  had  arrows,  well  I  knew : 
Alas !  I  find  them  poison 'd  loo. 

Birds,  yet  in  freedom,  shun  the  net. 
Which  Love  around  your  haunts  hatli  »(i; 
Or,  circled  by  his  fatal  fire. 
Your  hearts  shall  bum,  your  ho|»es  expire 

A  bird  of  free  and  careless  w^g 
Was  I.  through  many  a  smiling  spring; 
But  caught  within  the  subtle  snare. 
I  bum,  and  feebly  flutter  there. 

Who  ne'er  have  loved,  and  loved  in  vaia. 
Can  neither  feel  nor  pity  pain. 
The  cold  repulse,  the  look  askance. 
The  lightning  of  love's  angry  glance. 

Ill  (laitering  dreams  I  deem'd  thee  mine; 
Now  hope,  and  he  who  hoped,  declioe: 
Like  melting  wax,  or  withering  flow^. 
I  feel  my  passion,  and  thy  power. 

My  light  of  life !  ah,  tell  me  why 
That  pouting  lip,  and  aller'd  eye? 
My  bird  of  love!  my  beauteous  male! 
And  art  thou  changed,  and  canst  thou  haieT 

Mine  eyesjike  wintry  streams  oerflow- 
What  \.  retch  with  me  would  barter  woe! 
My  bird !  relent :  one  note  could  give 
A  charm,  to  bid  thy  lover  live. 

My  cnrdliiit;  blood,  my  maddening  brain. 
In  silcut  anguish  I  sustain! 
And  stilt  thy  hearU  without  partaking 
One  pang,  exults — while  mine  is  hreakiag- 

Pour  nic  the  poison;  fear  not  thou! 
Thou  canst  not  murder  more  tlian  now : 
1  'vo  lived  to  curse  my  natal  day. 
And  love,  that  thus  can  lingering  slay. 

My  wounded  soul,  my  bleeding  breast. 
Can  patience  preach  thee  into  rest^ 
Alas !  too  lute  I  dearly  know. 
That  joy  is  harbinger  of  woe. 
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A  MING. 
Tauv  in  uoi  hlu-,  Imi  ihou  in  6cUe, 
To  ibnw  lliY>rJf  H  (iiiBdl;r  •«'G'>li 


An  douMf  bitirr  fra< 
Tnlliiiwhirlihtr^ko 
Tdu<rdltliDulot>l-la 


Tbr  whollf  hkr  tlw  li.'arl  dnpu*. 

Aad  t|iun>  tlirdxr  and  Jfcril; 
BuIkIh-  who  Bol^i  lliiHighl  iliigiiiKi 

WIlDsr  Uitr  ia :»  -rnvm-  u  »>Kr 
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liduDluiI  Is  hU  wlin  Idip  or  <lvr; 
ADd  if.  mhn  n-D>rIiia>  ob  the  mom*. 
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lor  mr  Ihry  >li 
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la  nu  brboM  ilic  eaij  tkuU 

Fran  *likb.  uolibc  ■  litiDf  luwi. 

Whtmtf  llnwi  u  DCTir  doll. 

I  llvnl.  I  lovni,  I  iiiurrd.  lib*  ihm 

Fill  u|>— Ibou  unil  nol  mjurc  n»  j 
Tlu-  •orm  Iwlb  bulrr  lipa  ilm  ibinr 

BritrriDhoM  ibcipirblnf  j;m|>«. 
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TliF  driok  of  gadt.  Ihim  npfilo'  hod. 
Whirr  OD«  aif  wji,  (wrchuK*,  b«lh  ibODi 
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Quaf¥  while  tlioa  canst — another  race^ 
When  thou  and  thine  like  me  are  sped, 

May  rescue  thee  from  earth*s  embrace. 
And  rhyme  and  revel  with  the  dead. 

Why  not?  since  through  life's  little  day 
Our  heads  ii^uch  sad  effects  produce; 

lledeem'd  from  vrorms  and  wastiof;  clay. 
This  chance  is  theirs,  to  b«*  of  use. 

yfewstead  Abbey,  1808. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  SIR  PETER  PARKER,  BART. 

Thkbb  is  a  tear  for  all  that  die, 

A  mourner  o'er  the  humblest  grave; 

But  nations  swell  the  funeral  cry, 
And  triumph  weeps  above  the  brave. 

For  them  is  sorrow's  purest  sigh 
O'er  ocean's  heaving  bosom  sent : 
y       In  rain  their  bones  unburied  lie, 

All  earth  becomes  tlieir  monument ! 

A  tomb  is  theirs  on  every  page, 

An  epitaph  on  every  longue. 
The  present  hours,  the  future  age. 

For  them  bewail,  to  them  belong. 

For  them  the  voice  of  festal  mirth 

Growi hnsh'd,  their  name  the  only  sound; 

While  deep  remembrance  pours  to  worth 
The  goblet  s  tributary  round. 

A  theme  to  crowds  that  knew  them  not. 

Lamented  by  admiring  foes, 
Who  would  not  share  their  glorious  lot? 

Who  would  not  die  tjie  death  they  chose  ? 

Attl^SBUant  Parker!  thus  enshrined 
Thy  life,  thy  fall,  thy  fame  shall  be: 

And  early  valour,  glowfng,  find 
A  model  in  thy  memory. 

But  there  are  breasts  that  bleed  with  thee 

In  woe,  that  glory  cannot  quell ; 
And  shuddering  hear  of  victory, 

Where  one  so  dear,  so  dauntless,  fell. 

Where  shall  they  turn  to  mouru  thee  less  ? 
'  When  cease  to  hear  thy  cherish'd  name? 
Time  cannot  teach  forgetfulness, 
^    While  griefs  full  heart  is  fed  by  fame. 

Alas',  for  them,  though  not  for  thee, 
•  They  cannot  chuse  but  weep  the  more ; 

Deep  for  the  dead  the  grief  must  be 
Who  ne'er  gave  cause  to  mourn  before. 

TO  A  LADY  WEEPING. 

Wkkp,  daughter  of  a  royal  line, 
A  sire's  disgrace,  a  realm's  decay ; 

Ah,  happy!  if  each  tear  of  thine 
Gould  wash  a  father's  fault  away ! 

Weep— for  thy  tears  arc  virtue's  tears — 
Auspicious  to  these  suffering  isles; 

And  be  each  drop,  in  future  years, 
Repaid  thee  by  thy  people's  smiles! 

March,  1812. 


FROM  THE  TURKISH. 

Tns  chain  1  gave  was  fair  to  view, 
The  lute  I  added  sweet  in  sound. 

The  heart  that  offer'd  both  was  true. 
And  ill  deserved  the  fate  it  found. 

These  gifts  weie  charm'd  by  necret  spell 
Thy  truth  in  absence  to  divine; 

And  they  liave  done  their  duty  wiHI. 
Alas  !  they  could  not  teach  thee  thine. 

That  chain  was  firm  in  every  link. 
But  not  to  bear  a  strangers  touch; 

That  lute  was  sweet — till  thou  couldst  ihi^ 
In  other  hands  its  notes  were  such. 

Let  him,  who  frona  thy  neck  unbound 
The  chain  which  shiver'd  in  his  grasp. 

Who  saw  that  lute  refuse  to  sound, 
Restring  the  chords,  renew  the  clasp. 

When  thou  wert  chan|^,  they  alter'd  too; 

The  chain  is  broke,  the  music  mute : 
T  is  past — to  them  and  thee  adieu — 

False  heart,  frail  chain,  and  silent  lute. 


SONNET. 


TO    CBNKyRA. 


Thine  eyes'  blue  tenderness,  tliy  long  fair  hair. 
And  the  wan  lustre  of  thy  features— taught 
From  contemplation — where  serenely  wroa| 

S'ems  sorrow's  softness  charm'd  from  its  desp 

Have  thrown  such  speaking  sadness  in  thine  ai 
That — but  I  know  thy  blessed  bosom  fraugl 
With  mines  of  unalloy'd  and  fttainless  thoo] 

1  should  have  dccm'd  thee  doom'd  to  earthly  ( 

With  such  an  aspect,  by  his  colours  blent. 
When  from  his  beauty-breathiog  pencil  bon 

,'Kxcept  that  t/iou  hast  nothing  to  repent) 
The  Magdalen  of  Guido  saw  the.  morn — 

Such  seem'st  thou — but  how  much  more  exoe 
With  nought  remorse  can  claim — nor   virtu 


SONNET. 

TO    GBNEVKA. 


Thy  check  is  pale  with  thought,  but  not  from 
And  yet  so  lovely,  that  if  mirth  could  flush 
Its  rose  of  whiteness  with  the  brightes^hlnsli 

My  hrnrt  would  wish  away  that  ruder  glow: — 

And  d;izzlc  not  thy  deep-blue  eyes — but  oh ! 
While  gazing  on  them  sterner  eyes  will  gush. 
And  into  mine  my  mother's  weakness  rush, 

Soft  as  the  last  drops  round  heaven's  airy  how. 

I-'or,  tltrougli  thy  long  dark  lashes  low  dependii 
The  soul  of  melancholy  gentleness 

Gl?ams  like  a  seraph  from  the  sky  descending. 
Above  all  pain,  yet  pitying  all  dktress; 

At  once  such  majesty  with  sweetness  blending, 
1  worship  more,%ut  cannot  love  thee  less. 

INSCRIPTION 

ON    THE    MONUMBNT    OF  A   NBWFOtJIIDLAirD   I 

When  some  proud  son  of  man  returns  to  earth 
IJuknovrn  to  glory,  hut  upheld  by  birth. 


.«• 
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aciilpior's  art  rxliaiiKts  ilir  pomp  of  woe, 
•lorinl  urns  ri'i-nnl  who  it««  liclom*; 

^n  all  is  (innr,  iip<in  the  inntli  i<<  neen, 
trhat  lii>  ^:i<,  l<iii  wh.ii  lit>  kIioiiUI  h.iv4*  brcn 
llir  pofir  ilo|;,  in  life  tlio  lirDi^^t  frirmi, 
firsl  lo  wcirciiiii'.  fitmiioot  lo  ilrfrnH, 

ryur  linnt'sl  hr.irt  i<  '>lili  hi«  iii.i)(trr'«  own, 

0  l.ihuiirs.  li|;lil<i,  livo^,  hrcitlirfi  for  him  uloiir, 

1  onourcl  fails,  iinnoiirrd  iill  his  worth, 
vmI  in  hravrn  ihr  ^oul  hfhrlJ  on  rnrth: 
Sle  man,  vain  iii'Wrf !  hoprs  to  be  foq;tvrn, 
L  rlniins  hiniM-IF  4  sole /-xi  liisiM*  h(-i\rn. 
man!  thou  fiv!ili'  ten.mt  of  an  hour, 

JUHfl  hy  sli^ny,  or  cnrniiil  hv  pciwri, 
m>  know«  thiN>  Wfirmiisl  quit  thro  with  divfiUHt. 

ri<If'il  nia^ft  uf  aiiini.iird  dust! 

*  love  is  hiftt,  thy  friendship  all  a  rhrat, 

■"  tmih**  hyi»oiTisy,  thy  wunU  decrit  I 

nature  vdr,  rnnoMed  hut  by  name, 

li  kiB«lreil  bnile  mi(>ht  bid  ihec  blufth  for  iili.iinc 

who  prn'hanrf  hi-hitld  thi<«  kimple  urn, 
H  on — it  h(»u<Mirs  mmr  \ou  wiOi  to  inouni. 
mark  a  friends  n'lntins  ihrM*  stonr^.iriy,     /^|^ 
*ver  kiujfchutonr.  and  hrrr^  lif<t._  y^-^i/t^i, 
V<rir»fc«ff  JlMity\  Oct.  3o.  lAlS. 


FAIIEWKLL. 

Fariwkll!  if  ever  fondest  prajfer 

For  other's  weal  a%  ail'd  on  higli, 
Mine  will  not  all  he  loitt  in  air. 

Hut  V.I  ft  thy  name  l»eyiuid  the  kKj. 
T  were  vain  to  speak,  to  weep,  to  Mgh ; 

Oh !  more  than  tears  of  blood  ean  tell. 
When  wruni;  from  (;nill\  expiring;  eye, 

Are  in  that  word— Fan-well! — Farewell! 

Tliefte  lips  an*,  mule.  lhe%e  ere*  are  dry; 

But  in  my  hrea«t,  and  in  my  hraiu. 
Awake  the  pan(;s  that  pa&s  not  by. 

The  thouf(ht  that  ne'er  shall  sleep  ijiain. 
My  Miul  nor  dei(;n5i  noriian*«  eompliin. 

Thuu|;h  i;rief  and  p:i«sion  there  rebi-l; 
I  only  know  ^  love^  in  %ain — 

I  oulv  feci — Farewell  I — Farewell! 


Bright  be  the  place  of  thy  soul ! 

No  lovelier  spirit  than  thine 
F'rr  hurst  from  its  mortal  rootrol, 

In  ihe  orbs  of  the  blei««<>d  to  idiiiw. 
On  earth  thou  wert  all  but  ditiue,    * 

As  thy  soul  shall  immortally  be; 
And  our  sorrow  may  rease  to  repine, 

When  we  know  that  thy  (iud  is  with  tli« 

l4Clit  be  the  turf  of  tllfkmb! 

May  its  vordure  like  emerald*  be: 
Then;  kIiouUI  not  be  the  shadow  of  ^I^CMn 

In  au^ht  that  reminds  un  of  thee. 
Young  flowers  and  an  evergreen  tree 

May  •spring  from  the  spot  of  thy  rett . 
Ilut  nor  <-ypress  nor  yew  let  Uii  kee; 

For  why  should  we  mourn  for  the  bfesl  .' 


/) 


Whil*^  we  two  parted 

in  Nilenre  aud  tears, 
Ililf  hroken-he.irted 

To  sever  for  years. 
Pale  I'rew  thv  rlieek  and  roltl, 

(loldi-r  thy  kios : 
Truly  that  Intur  fort-told 

Sorrow  to  this. 

TIm'  dew  of  the  momin|; 

Sunk  i'hill  o§  my  brow- 
It  felt  like  the  warnini* 

( kf  what  I  feel  now. 
Thv  vows  are  all  broken. 

And  li|;lil  IS  thy  fame  ; 
I  hr.ir  thy  name  spoken. 

An<l  Kh.ire  in  its  shame. 

They  n.ime  thee  licfore  mr, 

A  knell  to  mine  ear ; 
A  shudder  eomeit  o'er  me — 

\N'hy  wert  thou  so  dear? 
1  hey  know  not  I  kni'W  thee, 

Who  knew  thee  too  well  .-> 
I.oni;.  Ion(;  «li.-ill  I  rue  th<-e. 

Too  deeply  to  tell. 

In  serret  we  met — 

In  silence  I  grieve. 
That  thy  heart  could  forget. 

Thv  spirit  deceive. 
If  I  should  meet  thee 

After  lont;  year*. 
IIow  should  I  greet  thee? — 

With  silence  and  tears. 


fHo8. 


STAN/AS  FOR  MUSIC 

f)  l.«ri^ni«iuM  feat,  Icociv  •«ciot 
f>ii<  ■ni'iliii  orlil»  t\  auiino  .  ((ual'  ■ 
I  •  111 !  la  imii  i|ui  KJl'nKin 
I'.t'i  ir  Ir,  Ilia  ^iTlnpll4.  «rN*il 

CRArSFoka*!.. 

TattE  's  not  a  joy  the  world  ran  give  like  that  it  lakes 

away. 
When  the  glow  of  early  thought  declinra  in  fieeJinfj't 

dull  decay; 
T  is  not  on  youth's  smooth  check  the  blush  alone, 
i  whicli  fades  so  fast, 

ihit  the  tender  bloom  of  heart  is  gone,  ere  youth  itself 

Im*  pabt. 

I  Then  the   few  whose  spirits  float   above  tlie  wreck  of 
.  h  ippiness. 

Are  driven  o'er  the  shoals  of  guilt  or  ocean  of  eirest: 
I  The  magnet  of  their  course  is  gone,  or  only  points  in 
I  \ain 

The  shore  to  which  tlieir  shiver'd  sailsliall  neverstretcli 
again. 


Then  the  mortal  eolduess  of  the   soul  like  ileatli  itself 

comes  down ; 
It  cannot  fn'\  for  others'  woes,  it  dare  not  dream  its  own ; 

'  THmi'  ^  rr»'»  «rr«  ^iraa  k«  t.oi  J  B«roH  lo  Vr  Vwmtj,  !Hiaa4,  wbo 
liji  |t«bli»hfd  ihroi,  wmIi  t*ry  kcaalifal  Hiatir  ht  .Sit  Joh.i  5irt«M**t 
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That  heavy  chill  has  froien  o'er  the  fountain  of  our 

tears. 
And  though  the  eye  may  sparkle  still,  *t  is  where  tlie 

ice  appears. 

Though  wit  may  flash  from  fluent  lipft,  and  mirth  dis- 
tract the  breast. 

Through  midnight  hours  that  yield  no  more  thar  for- 
mer hope  of  rest; 

'T  is  but  as  ivy-)eaves  around  the  min'd  turret  wreathe, 

AU  green  and  wildly  fresh  without,  but  worn  and  gray 
bcDcath-  •  • 

Oh  could  I  feci  as  I  have  felt,— or  be  what  I  have  been, 
Or  weep,  as  I  could  once  have  wept,  o'er  many  a  va- 

nish'd  scene : 
As  springs,  in  deserts  found,  seem  sweet — all  brackish 

though  they  be, — 
So,  midst  the  wiiher'd  waste  of  life,  those  tears  would 

flow  tome.  ^ 

i8i5. 


STANZAS  FOR  MUSIC. 

TnEKB  be  none  of  beauty's  daughters 

With  a  magic  like  thee ; 
And  like  music  on  the  waters 

Ja  thy  sweet  voice  to  me  : 
When,  as  if  its  sound  were  causing 
The  charm'd  ocean's  pausing. 
The  waves  lie  slill  and  gleaming, 
And  the  luU'd  ^inds  seem  dreaming. 

And  the  midnight  moon  is  weaving 
Her  bright  chain  o'er  the  deep; 

Whose  breast  is  geutly  heaving, 
As  an  infant's  asleep : 

So  the  spirit  bows  before  thee, 

To  listen  and  adore  thee ; 

With  a  full  but  soft  emotion, 

Like  the  swell  of  summer's  o^^ean. 


FARE  THEE  WELL  I 


Al«« !  thry  h«d  been  frieadt  ia  yoacb ; 
Bat  wbitpflring  lonfuat  nm  po»wu  trmUi : 
Anil  roB«(aocy  live*  in  realm*  ■!>«?«: 

And  life  it  iboroy  i  and  youih  i*  vaia  : 
And  io  hr  wroth  with  one  we  Ifire. 

Doth  work  like  madocek  ia  the  braio  : 


Bat  never  etilirr  found  another 

To  free  the  hollow  heart  from  paining — 

Tliey  atood  aloof,  lb«  tear*  rroMining. 

Like  rliff*.  which  had  beea  rent  aiuader  , 
A  dreary  are  now  floAt  hetweaa. 

Bat  aeither  heat,  nor  froat,  nor  ihaadcr 
Shall  wholly  do  away,  I  woen, 
The  marka  of  that  which  once  hath  been. 

GOLEmDOrS  CknUaM. 


FiKE  thee  well !  and  if  for  ever, 

Slill  for  ever,  fare  (Ace  u»e// ' 
Even  though  unforgiving,  never 

'Gainst  thee  shall  my  heart  rebel. 
Would  that  breast  were  bared  before  tiiee 

Where  thy  head  so  oft  hath  lain. 


While  that  placid  sleep  came  o'er  thee 

Which  thou  ne'er  canat  know  again 
Would  that  hreast,  by  thee  glanced  m 

Every  inmost  thought  could  shov '. 
Then  thou  wtfuldst  att  laat  discover 

T  was  not  well  to  spurn  it  so. 
Though  the  world  for  this  commend  i 

Though  it  smile  upon  the  blow. 
Even  its  praises  naust  offem§  thee. 

Founded  on  another's  woe  — 
Though  my  many  faults  defaced  me. 

Could  no  other  arm  be  found 
Than  the  one  which  once  embraced  m 

To  inflict  a  cureless  wound ! 
Yet,  oh  yet,  thyself  deceive  itoc. 

Love  may  sink  by  slow  decay. 
But  by  sudden  wrench,  believe  not 

Hearts  can  thus  be  torn  away: 
Still  thine  own  its  life  retaineth — 

Still  must  mine,  though  bleeding,  h 
And  tlie  undying  thought  which  psioi 

Is— that  we  no  more  may  meet. 
These  are  words  of  deeper  sorrow 

Than  the  wail  above  the  dead ; 
Both  shall  live,  but  every  morrow 

Wake  us  from  a  widow'd  bed. 
And  when  thou  wouldst  solace  gather, 

When  our  child's  first  accents  llow. 
Wilt  thou  leach  her  to  say  «  Father'.- 

Though  his  care  she  must  forego? 
When  her  little  hands  shall  press  thee 

When  her  lip  to  thine  is  prest. 
Think  of  him  whose  prayer  shall  blew 

Think  of  him  thy  love  had  bless'd! 
Should  her  lineaments  resemble 

Those  tliou  never  more  may'st  sec. 
Then  thy  heart  will  soflly  tremble 

With  a  pulse  yet  true  to  me. 
All  my  faults  perchance  thou  kno«esl. 

All  my  m.idness  none  can  know; 
All  my  hopes,  where'er  thou  gocst. 

Wither — yet  with  thee  tliey  go. 
Every  feeling  hath  been  shaken : 

Pride,  which  not  a  world  couki  bow. 
Bows  to  thee — by  thee  forsaken. 

Even  my  soul  forsakes  me  now  , 
But 't  is  done — all  words  are  idle — 

Word<«  from  me  are  vainer  still ; 
But  the  thoughu  we  cannot  bridle 

Forco  their  way  without  llie  will.— 
Fare  ilire  well ! — thus  disunited, 

Torn  from  every  nearer  tic, 
Scar'd  in  heart,  and  lone,  and  bli^tcd- 

.More  than  this  I  scarce  can  die. 


1^ 

When  all  around  grew  drear  and  dark, 
Aud  ||Kon  half  withheld  her  ray— 

Aud  hope  but  shed  a  dyiu^  spark 
Which  more  misled  my  lonely  way; 

In  tliat  deep  midnight  of  the  mind. 

And  that  internal  strife  of  heart. 
When,  dreading  to  be  deem'd  too  kind 

The  weak  despair — the  cold  depart; 
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When  fortune  changed — and  lore  fled  hr, 
Aud  hAtrrd's  nhnfts  flew  thick  and  fatl, 
Tliou  wert  ihf"  ftolitary  star 

Whicli  rose  and  set  not  to  the  hmt. 

Oh  !  blr^t  be  thine  unbroken  light ! 
That  ^airird  me  as  a  seraphs  eye. 
And  stood  hrtween  me  and  the  night. 
For  ever  shining  sweetly  uigh. 

And  when  the  cloud  upon  as  came, 
Wliich  strove  to  blacken  o'er  thy  ray — 

Tlien  purer  spread  its  gentle  flame. 
And  dash'd  the  darkness  ail  away. 

Still  may  thy  spirit  dwell  on  mine, 
And  leach  it  what  to  brave  or  brook — 
There  's  more  iu  one  !«of  t  word  of  thine, 
Than  in  the  world's  detied  rebuke. 

Thou  stootl'st,  us  stands  a  lovely  tree. 
That  still  unbruke,  though  gently  bent, 

Still  wave^  with  fond  fideHiy 
Its  boughs  abotc  a  monument. 

The  winds  nii(>ht  rend— the  skies  might  pour. 
But  there  thou  wert — and  still  wouldst  be 

Devoted  in  the  ktormi^t  hour 

To  >hed  thy  iseeping  leaves  o'er  me. 

But  thou  and  thine  shall  know  oo  blight, 

'Whatever  fate  on  me  may  fell ; 
For  heaven  in  sunshine  will  requite 

The  kind — and  thee  the  motit  of  all. 

Then  let  the  ties  of  baffled  love 

Be  broken — thine  will  never  break  ; 

Thy  lie.<rt  can  feel — but  will  not  move; 
Thy  soul,  though  soft,  will  never  shake. 

And  thes<>,  when  all  was  lost  betide. 

Were  found,  and  still  are  fiaed,  in  the« — 

And  bearing  still  a  breast  so  tried, 
Karth  is  no  desert — even  to  me. 


ODE. 

[raoM  THi  raiivci.  ] 

Wr  do  not  curse  thee,  Waterloo ! 

Though  Freedom's  blood  tliy  plain  bedew  ; 

There  t  was  slie<I,  but  is  not  sunk— 

Rising  from  each  gory  trunk,. 

Like  the  vrater-^poul  from  ocean. 

With  a  strong  and  |;rowing  modon — 

It  soars  and  mingles  in  the  air. 

With  that  of  lost  Larrdotbib — 

With  that  of  him  whose  hnnour'd  grave 

Contains  the  u  bravett  of  the  brave,  w 

A  crimson  cloud  it  tpreada  and  glows. 

But  shall  return  to  whence  it  rose; 

When  't  is  full  't  will  burst  asonder^ 

Never  yet  was  heard  such  thunder 

As  then  shall  shake  the  world  with  wonder—  < 

Never  yet  was  seen  such  lightning,  | 

As  o'er  heaven  shall  then  be  brighc'ning!  1 

Kike  tlie  Wormwood  star  foretold 

By  the  sainted  seer  of  old. 


Showering  down  a  fiery  ffood. 
Turning  riven  into  blood.* 

The  chif^f  has  fallen,  but  not  by  yon, 
Van<|uLshers  of  Waterioo! 
When  the  soldier  citizen 
Svay'd  not  o'er  his  frllow  men — 
flnv  in  deeds  that  led  them  on 
Where  glory  smiled  on  freedom's  son — 
Who,  of  all  the  despots  banded. 
With  that  youthful  chief  competed  ? 
Who  could  boast  o'er  Fraiire  defeated. 
Till  lune  tyranny  commanded  T 
Till,  (;o-idf>d  by  ambition's  sting. 
The  hero  sunk  into  th«>  king? 
Then  ha  fril ; — so  perisli  all. 
Who  would  men  by  man  enthral ! 

Aud  thou  too  of  the  snow-*wliite  plume! 
Wlio<>e  realm  refuse<l  thee  even  a  tomb  ;> 
Better  hadst  thou  still  been  leading 
Fr.iiire  o'er  li(t>t\  of  hirelings  bleeding, 
Tlian  sold  thyself  to  death  and  shame 
For  a  nieauly  royal  name; 
Such  as  he  of  Naples  \«rars, 
\\  ho  thy  blood-ltought  titir  bears. 
Little  didst  tliuu  deem,  when  dashing 
On  thy  v^ar-horse  through  the  ranks. 
Like  a  stream  which  burst  its  banks. 
While  helmets  cleft,  and  sabres  clashing, 
Shune  and  t>hi\er'd  fast  around  tliee-^ 
Of  the  fute  at  last  which  found  thee : 
Was  that  haughty  plume  laid  low 
Ily  a  slave's  dihhonest  blow? 
Oiuc^as  the  moon  sways  o'er  the  tide. 
It  roll'd  in  air,  the  warrior's  guide; 
Thiough  the  smoke-crrated  night 
Of  the  black  and  sulphurous  6glit, 
Ttie  siddier  raised  his  seeking  eye 
To  catch  that  crest's  ascendancy, — 
And  as  it  onward  rolling  rose. 
So  moved  his  heart  upon  our  foes. 
There,  where  death's  brief  pang  was  quickest, 
And  the  battle's  wreck  by  thickest, 
Strew'il  l>eneatli  the  advancing  banner 

Of  the  eagle's  burning  crest — 
(There,  with  thunderclouds  to  fan  her, 

fFho  could  then  her  wing  arreei— 

Victory  beaming  from  herbrenat?) 
While  the  broken  line  enlarging 

Fell,  or  fled  along  the  plain : 
There  be  sure  was  Musat  charging! 

There  he  ne'er  sliall  charge  again ! 


'  See  Rer.  <laap.  <iii.  triw  7,  nt.  aThc  fifM  ■■f»l  fAsadrd.  »mA 
lb*rr  tallowrA  ImiI  »mi  lire  aiaglti  wiib  Mao4,«  Mc. 

VcTM  t.  rnkmi  1^0  •eccni  ■•(•i  loaailcd.  aai  ■•  it  »trc  ■  frtal 
■rnuaMi*  b«rniii|;  with  liir  «Bt  ca«t  inl»  the  mb:  mmi  ik*  tkirJ  pari 
uf  thr  »t4k  bcidMir  l>UoJ.«  rif . 

Vrr«r  m.  a  And  ih'  third  ■n|>^l  tomniti,  »mt  lb«r«  fril  a  (mt 
•tar  frvB  hrjiran,  hurinns  ••  it  arra  ■  laaip ;  aad  it  fell  apott  a  third 
part  oftba  rivria,  and  iipoa  iha  fauataiMi  of  wacatB.* 

Vertc  11.  •  Aad  the  B«aie  i>f  ibe  alar  i*  eallad  Wtrmmmad:  aa4 
the  third  pail  of  tha  valvra  hrranr  m-vtwufoodi  aad  aiaay  bms  diad 
of  iba  vaiar*.  b«rauie  tbey  waia  aa^la  biitrr.* 

*  Marai't  rraiaiaa  arr  ajid  lo  hav»  h^aa  lora  fraai  ih^  grata  aad 
baral. 
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O'er  glories  gon«  the  infadera  march. 

Weeps  triumph  o'er  each  levell'd  arch — 

But  let  Freedom  rcjoico. 

With  her  heart  in  her  voice ; 

Put  her  hand  on  her  tword, 

Douhiy  .shall  she  he  adored ; 

France  bath  twice  too  well  been  taught 

The  «  moral  le$son»  dearly  bought — 

Her  safely  sits  not  on  a  throne, 

With  Capet  or  Napolbo:!  ! 

But  in  equal  rights  and  laws. 

Hearts  and  hands  iu  oue  great  cause-^ 

Freedom,  such  as  God  hath  given 

Unto  all  beneath  his  heaven, 

Willi  tlieir  breath,  and  from  their  birth, 

Though  Guilt  would  sweep  it  from  tha  earth ; 

With  a  tierce  and  lavish  band 

Scattering  nations'  wealth  like  sand  ; 

Pouring  nations'  blood  like  water. 

In  imperial  seas  of  slaughter ! 

But  the  heart  and  the  mind, 
And  the  voice  of  mankind. 
Shall  arise  iu  comnunion — 
And  who  shall  resist  that  proud  union? 
The  time  is  past  when  swords  subdued — 
Man  may  die — the  soul 's  renew'd  : 
Even  in  lliis  low  world  of  care 
Freedom  ne'er  shall  want  an  heir ; 
Millions  breathe  but  to  inherit 
Her  for-ever  bounding  spirit — 
When  onec  more  her  hosts  assemble, 
Tyrants  shall  believe  and  tremble — 
Smile  they  at  this  idle  threat? 
Crimson  tears  will  follow  yet. 


[raOM  THErBBNCH.  ] 

•  All  wepi,  bui  |iarticul«rly  Sarary,  and  a  Poliab  ofBcsr  who  bad  bren 

(■tailed  from  the  ranli*  by  Ronap^rtr.       lie   rluDg  to   hia  matter'* 

•  korni  wrote  a  Inter  to  Lord  Kritb,  entrealiof  permikaioa  to  ac- 
company hita,  ereo  in  tbo  mott  menial  tapariiy,  which  could  not  ix* 
admitted.* 

MrsT  thou  go,  my  glorious  chief, 

Sevcr'd  from  thy  faithful  few? 
Who  can  tell  thy  warrior's  grief, 

Maddening  o'er  that  long  adieu? 
Woman's  love,  and  friendship's  seal — 

Dear  as  both  have  been  to  me — 
What  arc  they  to  all  I  feel. 

With  a  soldier's  faith,  for  thee? 

Idol  of  the  soldier's  soul ! 

First  in  fight,  but  mightiest  now : 
Many  could  a  world  control : 

Thee  alone  no  doom  can  bow. 
By  thy  side  for  years  I  dared 

Death,  and  envied  those  who  fell, 
When  their  dying  shout  was  heard 

Blessing  him  they  served  so  well.' 

'  ■  At  Waterloo,  one  nan  waa  seen,  wbotc  !«ft  arm  waa  thatterrd  by 
a  cannon  ball,  to  wrench  it  olT  with  the  other,  and.  throw iag  it  up  in 
the  air,  nciaimrd  to  hit  comrade*.  *  Vi*e  I'lunpcreur  juM|a'i  U  mort.' 
There  were  naoy  other  inttanrea  of  the  like ;  thit  yon  may,  however, 
depend  on  a*  true* 

A  prinile  Ijetter  from  BrmtKlt. 


Would  thac  I  were  cold  friik  dMoe, 

Since  this  hour  I  live  to  aee! 
When  the  doubts  of  coward  foes 

Scarce  dare  trust  a  man  with  ther. 
Dreading  each  should  set  thee  free. 

Oh!  althoueh  in  dungeons  pent. 
All  their  chains  were  light  to  me. 

Gating  on  thy  soul  unbent. 

Would  the  sycophants  of  biin 

Now  so  deaf  to  duty's  prayer. 
Were  his  borrow'd  glories  dim. 

In  his  native  darkness  share  ? 
Were  that  world  this  hour  his  own, 

All  thou  calmly  dost  resign. 
Could  he  purchase  with  that  throne 

IleartsUke  those  which  still  are  chiac 

My  chief,  my  king,  my  friend,  adieu! 

Never  did  I  droop  before; 
Never  to  my  sovereig;n  sue. 

As  his  foes  I  now  implore. 
All  I  ask  is  tu  divide 

Every  peril  he  must  brave. 
Sharing  by  the  hero's  side 

His  fall,  his  exile,  and  his  grave. 


ON  THE  STAR  OF  -  THE  LEGION  OF  H 

[fbok  the  fbbivch.] 

Stab  of  the  brave! — whose  beam  hath 
Such  glory  o'er  the  quick  and  dead — 
Thou  radiant  and  adored  deceit ! 
Which  millions  rush'd  in  arms  to  greet. 
Wild  meteor  of  immortal  birth  ! 
Why  rise  in  heaven  to  set  on  earth  7 

Souls  of  slain  heroes  form'd  thv  ravs : 
Eternity  tlash'd  through  thy  blaze ! 
The  music  of  thy  martial  sphere 
Was  fiime  on  high  and  honour  here; 
And  lliy  light  broke  on  human  ^'yes 
Like  a  volcano  of  the  skies. 

Like  lava  roll'd  thy  stream  of  blood, 
Aud  swept  down  empires  with  its  Hood  ; 
Earth  rock'd  beneath  thee  to  her  base. 
As  thou  didst  lighten  through  all  space  ; 
And  the  shorn  sun  (;rew  dim  in  air. 
And  set  while  thou  wert  dwelling  there. 

Before  thee  rose,  and  with  thee  grew, 

A  rainbow  of  the  loveliest  hue 

Of  three  bright  colours,*  each  divine. 

And  fit  for  that  celestial  sign  ; 

For  freedoms  hand  liad  blended  them 

Lika  tints  in  an  immortal  gem. 

One  tint  was  of  the  sunbeant's  dves,- 
On<*,  the  blue  depth  of  seraphs'  eyes; 
One,  the  pure  spirits  veil  of  white 
Had  robed  in  radiance  of  its  light; 
The  three  so  mingled  did  beseem 
Th#*  texture  of  a  heaveuly  dream. 

'  Thf  tri-coloui . 
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Star  of  tlie  hravc  !  thy  ray  is  pale. 
Ami  (larknesA  must  apnin  prevail! 
Rut.  oil  t!iou  rainbow  of  ilir  fn*«> ! 
Our  icar^  ;in«l  blood  must  Mow  for  ther. 
Wlirn  iliy  bri{;ht  promise  fades  avay. 
Our  liFo  is  bui.i  lo.id  of  cUy. 

And  fn'rdnm  hiillows  with  her  tread 
Tlie  Hileiil  ritirs  of  (he  dead  ; 
For  Iteauliful  in  death  are  they 
Who  proudly  fall  in  her  array ; 
And  «oiin,  oh  (;o<idess!  may  we  he     • 
r<ir  e\frmore  wiih  them  or  thee! 


.NAPOLKO.N'S  FAREWFLf.. 

[frov  tup  rRB?ICll.] 

Faiewkli.  tn  (he  laud  where  the  eloom  of  my  Glor\- 

Aroce  and  (iVrNh.ndi>w'd  the  earth  with  her  name — 

She  abandons  me  now, — but  the  pa|;e  of  her  slorv. 

Tlie  bri^hiisi  or  bl.irkt^t.  is  (illd  with  my  fame. 

I  ha\<-  warr'd  i»ith  a  world  uhirh  \anqui^h'd  me  onlv 

When  till'  nii'tt-or  of  conquest  allured  me  too  far; 

T  ha\e  <o]ti>d  with  the  nations  whii'h  dread  me  tlui 

loiH'ly, 
The  la<il  siii(;li'  captive  to  millions  in  war! 

■  Farewell  (o  (hee,  France  I — when  thy  diadem  crown'd  inr 
J   I  made  thee  the  gem  and  the  wonder  of  earth, — 
,    Rut  thy  weakness  decrees  I  shouhl  leave  as  1  found  (li-  >■ 
Decay  d  in  (hy  glory  and  sunk  in  thy  worth. 
Oh!  for  the  %ricrau  hearts  that  were  wasted 
In  strife  with  the  storm,  when  their  battles  were  won-  - 
Then  the  ea|;le,  whose  ^are  in  that  moment  was  hl.i«>i«',! 
Had  still  soiir'd  with  eyes  tix'd  on  Victory's  sun! 

Farewell  to  thee,  France ! — but  when  liberty  rallies 
Once  more  in  thy  re(;iuns,  remember  me  then —       . 
Tlie  violet  Niill  (;rows  in  the  depth  of  thy  valleys ; 
Though  wither  d,  thy  tearn  will  unfold  it  again  : 
Yet,  yet  1  may  Inftle  the  hosts  that  surround  us, 
And  yet  may  tlr.  !ieart  leap  awake  to  my  ^oice — 
There  are  links  v  Jjch  must  break  in  the  eliaiii  that  li  is 

hound  us. 
Then  turn  iliee,  and  call  on  the  chief  of  thy  choice  ! 


S<WNET. 

RorssKAi — Voltaire — our  Gibbon — and  de  Stael — 
L<-maii !'  these  names  are  worthy  of  thy  shore. 
Thy  shore  of  names  like  these;  wert  thou  no  more. 

Their  memory  thy  remembrance  would  reeal : 

To  thrin  thy  hank^  were  lovely  as  to  all; 

Rut  they  ha\e  made  them  lovelier,  for  the  lore 
Of  mi);h(y  minds  doth  hallow  in  tlie  core 

Of  hiini.m  hearts  the  ruin  of  a  wall 

Where  dwelt  the  wi>e  and  wond'rous;  but  by  ihre 

How  much  more.  Lake  of  Beauty !  do  we  feel. 
In  sweetly  glidiu|;  o'er  thy  crystal  sea, 

Tlie  wiltl  qIow  of  that  not  ungentle  zeal. 
Which  of  the  heirs  of  immortality 

h  proud,  and  makes  the  breath  of  (H^ry  real ' 

'  (ii-iirt«,  |>rii^,  fMippn^  L«««>nnr, 


■—    I 


WniTTKN  ON  A  BI.AXK  LKAF  OF 
PLEA.SIHF.S  OF  MEMORY.. 


THE 


»' 


Ansr^T  or  present,  still  to  thee,  1 

Mv  friend.  wh:it  ma|;ic  spells  belong; ! 

As  all  r.in  lell,  who  share,  likaBW, 

In  turn,  thy  con«er<<eand  thyfonf;.  ' 

t  when  the  dreaded  h<»ur  shall  eome,  t 

Ry  friendship  ever  deem'd  too  nigh.  j 

Anil  «  Memustx  o'er  her  Druid's  tomb  ! 

Sli.dl  weep  that  aught  of  thee  can  die,  ' 

How  fondly  will  she  then  repay  j 

Thy  homage  offer'd  at  her  •thrine,  ' 

And  lil<-nd,  while  age<(  roll  away, 

Hrr  ii.iini*  iniinorially  with  thine!  I 

ylpril  III,  18 1 2. 

STANZA.S    10  ***. 

'i'liiMicn  the  day  of  my  destiny  s  o%er. 

And  the  star  of  my  fale  hath  declineil. 
Thy  soft  heart  refused  to  discover 

Till-  f.iiiUs  which  so  many  could  find  ; 
Tliitii(;h  thy  soul  with  my  grief  was  acquninted. 

It  shrunk  not  to  share  it  with  me, 
\iiil  till'  k>\e  which  my  spirit  h:«tli  painted 

It  iie^.or  hath  found  but  in  thee. 

Tlicn  when  nature  around  me  is  smiling 
The  last  smile  which  answers  to  mine, 
I  do  not  believe  it  be(;uiling, 

licrause  it  reminds  me  of  thine;  t 

And  when  winds  are  at  war  with  the  ocean, 

\s  the  breasts  I  believed  in  with  me. 
If  ilieir  billows  excite  an  emotion, 

1 1  is  that  they  bear  me  from  Aee. 

Though  the  rock  of  my  last  hope  is  shivei^d. 

And  its  fragments  are  sunk  in  the  wave. 
Though  I  feel  tliat  my  soul  is  deliver'd 

To  pain — it  shall  not  be  its  slave. 
There  i»  many  a  pang  to  pursue  me : 

They  miy  crush,  but  they  shall  not  contemn— 
Tlu'v  may  torture,  hut  shall  nut  subdue  me— 

T  IS  of  Uice  that  1  thiuk-^uot  of  them. 

Though  human,  thuu  didst  not  <lereive  mc, 

Though  woman,  thou  didst  not  forsake. 
Though  loved,  thou  forborest  to  grieve  me. 

Though  slander'd,  thou  never  couldst  shake,-— 
Though  trusted,  thou  didst  not  disclaim  me, 

Though  parted,  it  was  not  to  Hy, 
Though  watchful,  't  was  not  to  defame  mc. 

Nor  mute,  that  the  world  might  belie. 

Yet  I  blame  not  the  world,  nor  despise  il, 
Nor  the  war  of  the  many  with  one— 

If  my  soul  was  not  fitted  to  priie  il, 
T  wai%  folly  not  sooner  to  shun. 

And  if  dearly  thai  error  hath  cost  me. 
And  more  thin  I  once  could  foresee^ 

I  have  found  that,  whatever  il  loat  lae. 

It  could  not  deprive  me  of  Cilice. 

From  the  wrerk  of  the  pist,  which  bath  perish'd, 
Thus  much  I  -it  leist  may  recaf, 

I I  h.ilh  (aught  me  that  what  I  most  eherisli'd 
lV»Mrve«l  to  he  drarckt  of  .ill  . 

bS 
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la  the  desert  a  fountain  '»  ftpringing* 
In  the  wide  waste  there  still  it  a  tree. 

And  a  bird  in  the  Kulitude  sin^n^. 
Which  speaks  to  my  spirit  of  Aee. 

«  1>ARRNESS. 


• 


I  HAD  a  dream,  which  was  not  all  a  dream. 

The  bright  sun  was  eatinguish'd,  and  die  stars 

Did  wander  darkling  in  the  eternal  space, 

Rayless,  and  pathless,  and  the  icy  earth 

Swunj  blind  and  blackening  in  the  moonless  air ; 

Mom  came,  and  went — and  came,  and  brought  no  day. 

And  men  forgot  their  passions  in  the  dread 

Of  this  their  desolation ;  and  all  hearts 

Were  chill'd  into  a  selfish  prayer  for  light : 

And  they  did  live  by  watch-fires — and  the  thrones, 

The  palaces  of  crowned  kings — the  huts, 

Tlie  habitations  of  all  things  which  dwell. 

Were  burnt  for  beacons ;  cities  were  consiuned. 

And  men  were  gathcr'd  round  their  biasing  homes 

To  look  once  more  into  each  other's  face: 

Happy  were  those  who  dwelt  within  the  eye 

Of  the  Tolcanos  and  their  nountain-lorch: 

A  fearfol  hope  was  all  the  world  contain'd ; 

Forests  were  set  on  fire — but  hour  by  hour 

They  fell  and  faded—and  the  cracklin;;  trunks 

Extinguisli'd  with  a  crash — and  all  was  black. 

The  brows  of  men  by  the  despuring  light 

Wore  an  unearthly  a$pect,  as  by  fits 

The  fl|slies  fell  upon  tlieni ;  some  lay  down 

And  bid  their  eyes  and  wept ;  and  some  did  rest 

Their  chins  upon  their  clenched  hands,  and  smiled; 

And  others  hurried  to  and  fro,  and  fed 

Their  funeral  piles  with  fuel,  and  look'd  up 

With  mad  disquietude  on  the  dull  sky. 

The  pall  of  a  past  world  ;  and  then  again 

With  curses  cast  them  down  upon  the  dust. 

And  gnash'd  their  teeth   and  howl'd :   the  wild  birds 

shriek'd, 
And,  terrified,  did  flutter  on  the  ground, 
And  flap  their  useless  wings ;  the  iRildest  brutes 
Game  tame  and  tremulous ;  and  vipers  crawl'd 
And  twined  themselves  among  the  multitude. 
Hissing,  but  stingless— tliey  were  slain  for  food : 
And  war,  which  for  a  moment  was  no  more. 
Did  glut  himself  again — a  meal  was  bought 
With  blood,  and  each  sate  sullenly  apart. 
Gorging  himself  in  gloom :  no  love  was  left; 
All  earth  was  but  one  thought — and  that  was  death, 
Immediate  and  inglorious ;  and  the  pang 
Of  famine  fed  upon  all  entrails — men 
Died,  and  their  bones  were  toinbless  as  their  flesh  ; 
The  meagre  by  the  meagre  were  devour'd, 
j  Even  dogs  asaail'd  their  masters,  all  save  one, 
I  And  he  was  foithful  to  a  corse  and  kepi 
The  birds  and  beasts  and  fomish'd  men  at  bay, 
mi  hunger  cloog  them,  or  the  dropping  dead 
Lured  their  lank  jaws;  himself  sought  out  no  food, 
But  with  a  piteous  and  perpetual  moan 
And  a  quick  desolate  cry,  licking  the  hand 
Which  answer'd  not  with  a  caress— lie  died. 
The  crowd  was  famish'd  by  degrees ;  but  two 
Of  an  euormous  city  did  survive. 
And  they  were  enemies ;  tliry  met  beside. 
The  dying  embers  of  an  alur- place 


Where  had  been  beap'd  a  mass  of  holj  thiogs 
For  an  unholy  usage  ;  they  rakrd  up. 
And  shivering  scraped  with  their  cold  skeleton  hsiA 
The  feeble  ashes,  and  their  feeble  breath  « 

Blew  for  a  little  life,  and  made  a  flame 
Which  was  a  mockery ;  Chen  they  lifted  up 
Their  eyes  as  it  grew  lighter,  and  beheld 
Each  others'  aspects — saw,  and  shriek'd,  aod  died— 
Even  of  their  mutual  hideousness  tliey  died, 
UnknoiRing  who  he  was  upon  wIkmc  brow 
Famine  had  written  fiend.     The  world  vas  Toid, 
The  populous  and  the  powerful  was  a  lump, 
Seaxonless,  lierhless,  treeless,  manlesa,  lifeleH^ 
A  lump  of  death — a  chaoR  of  hard  clay. 
The  rivers.  Likes,  and  ocean,  all  stood  stiU, 
And  nothing  stirKd  within  their  silent  3q»tb<; 
Ships  sailoriess  lay  rotting  on  the  sea,  ' 

And  their  masts  fell  down  piecemeal;  as  ibfydropfi 
They  slept  on  the  abyss  without  a  surge— 
The  waves  were  dead ;  the  tides  were  in  their  gnvf. 
The  moon  their  mistress  had  expired  before ; 
The  winds  were  wither'd  in  the  stagnant  air, 
And  the  clouds  perish'd ;  darkness  had  no  nefd 
Of  aid  from  them — she  was  the  universe. 


/ 


CHURCHILL'S  GRAVE. 

A  rACT  LITSOALLT  OEllOBaBD. 

,  I  STOOD  beside  the  grave  of  him  who  blaard 

;  Tlie  comet  of  a  season,  and  I  saw 
The  humblest  of  all  sepulchrea,.afid  gaaad 
With  not  tlie  less  of  sorrow  and  of  awe 
On  that  neglected  turf  and  quiet  stone. 
With  name  no  clearer  than  the  nanws  unkaova. 
Which  lay  unread  around  it;  and  I  oak'd 
The  gardener  of  that  ground,  why  it  might  be 
That  for  this  plant  strangers  his  memory  lask'd 
Tlitpugh  tlie  thick  deaiha  of  half  a  ceniory; 
Aud  thus  he  answer  d-^it  W'e||,  I  do  not  knov 
Why  frequent  travellers  Uirn  to  pilgrims  so; 
lie  died  before  my  day  of  seztonship. 
And  I  had  not  tlie  digging  of  this  grave.* 
And  is  tliis  all  ?     I  tliought,~and  do  we  rip 
The  veil  of  immortality?  and  crave 
I  know  not  what  of  honour  and  of  light 
Through  unborn  ages  to  endure  this  blight  * 
So  soon  unA  so  successless  ?     As  f  said. 
The  architect  of  all  on  which  we  tread. 
For  onrih  is  but  a  tombstone,  did  essay 
To  extricate  rrmembranre  from  the  clay, 
Who»e  mingliugs  might  confuse  a  Newton's  ihoufb. 
Were  it  not  ih.it  all  life  must  end^n  one 
Of  which  wo  are  but  dreamers; — as  he  caught 
As  't  were  the  twilight  of  a  former  sun. 
Thus  sjjokc  he,— u  I  believe  the  man  of  whom 
You  wot,  who  lies  in  this  selected  tomb, 
Was  a  most  f>tinous  writer  in  his  day. 
And  ih#*refore  travellers  step  from  out  their  way 
To  pay  liim  honour, — and  myself  whate'er 
Your  honour  pleases* — then  most  pleased  I  shook 
From  out  my  pocket's  avaricious  nook 
Sonic  ccrlaia  coins  of  silver,  which  as  't  were 
Pcrfonrc  1  gave  this  man,  though  I  could  spar^ 
So  much  but  inconveniently  ; — yc  smile, 
I  see  yo,  ye  profane  ones!  all  the  while 
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Willi  a  dn'p  tliouglil,  and  villi  ■  tarun'd  rjc, 
to  Ihii  nU  viieu'diiiun  bomiJy 
n  lAii'h  ihrre  ni  obuurfiy  aiul  hunt, 
rtr  dlar]  lai  die  uolliinsofanaDU. 


H  ihT  piijn  . 


tl>rTDCk.llb<Tiilluir, 
jtlllliiltliepraiiclnin 
Tlir  agniit  iliry  <ln  iini 
Tl»Hirr«Miiiutcn>e. 
Whirh  tpralu  bill  ii 


llriHivn  iIk  suftcriiiK  aoj  Ujl  will, 
Which  larnmnhcnilMjcuDotki 
jtnil  tiK  inaonlilcJHHca, 
AnI  tite  duf  (fruBf  of  hu, 
Tbeniliug^iaapIaofUl^ 
Wliicll  ht  iu  Jileuunilalli  create 
Tbr  rhii^ii  may  auniliiliu, 
Rrfiiwil  ihn  nn  ihr  booa  lo  die : 
tLiFwnlrbnl^iifl  derqily 


Tlir  f^lr  lb»u  ilid-I  Ml 


Tlidl  in  lihlniid  iIk  licbuiiugi  (nml 

Tliy  giHllikr  tiimt  wn  la  be  kind. 
To  rradci  wiUi  ihj  pncppulMi 
TIh!  inn  oFbuima  wTich«<usi, 


■wi>r  in  ibyi^ory.ind  hue  in  lliy  Ml, 
How  vreicliHi  ih'  panioD  ifaall  be ! 
Dcriiino  •h.ill  (trikeUm  fulxrn, 


Slu4i  burden  LitT  Hindi  of  thjlky; 

The  Ivmbler  oF  irium|^  Ibc  jttn  of  Ibe  wtM 

Oh.  vherr  iilliy  ipinl  sf  yoiv, 

Tbr  ipiril   i,.,L  ]>rc..llie.l  ,n  Ehv  dad, 
WJiep  H.llipint**  lur  .  I   iln-  b^^nn  hefbre. 


■n.ey  a' 


nilliK 


Hoflbrii 


To  w  llir  (obI  >uin  oji  (hy  bmut 
Fur  ■lien  i>  Ibe  glory  Ibry  left  ihee  in  IraH! 


Iwl  Mnirihiuu  of  goodurn.  of  honour. 
»bill  bricblra  Uie  tino  of  Ibe  HuiL 

Tlif  norid  UDDM  lillcu  ibH  iben; 

BeyoEKl  1he  J"w  reach  of  caminre; 

i  proverb,  a  by-vord,  for  treachery  and 


Til)  pratei  ililJ  fallow  d  lUr  elcpl  of  iby  lord, 
And  weleiiined  iIk  lorrenl  uf  bloods 
TI>™,;htT..™y«.o«bU,™n, 

Vet  briithi  in  iliy  ttrw  wsi  Uiai  dnpni'i  rooin 


Tlie  foremotl  tuiuHilt.  tliefirtllo  brmy! 
Forgot  «ere  tlie  fcait  be  had  done. 


Tabim  iliou  biidtl  bani^li'd  thjiovamt  reila 
Awl  ilir  Pini  iliai  had  tcoFTd  mre  Ike  Him  Ihal  «d 
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*T  ii  the  tbout  o^elight,  't  is  the  milKoiu  that  swear 

Ui»  sceptre  snail  rule  them  alone. 
Reverses  sliall  brighten  their  seal. 

Misfortune  sliall  hallow  his  name, 
And  (he  world  that  pursues  htm  shall  mournfully  fed 

How  queod|kis  the  spirit  and  llame 
That  Frenclimra%ill  breathe,  when  their  he 


ou  fire. 


taxMMe 


For  the  hero  they  lo?c,  and  the  chief  they  admii^ 

Their  hero  has  rush'd  to  the  field ; 

His  laurels  are  cover'd  witli  shade — 
But  where  is  the  spirit  that  never  should  yield, 

The  loyalty  never  to  fade  ? 
In  a  moment  desertion  and  guile 

Abandon'd  him  up  to  the  Foe; 
The  dasurds  that  Oourish'd  and  grew  in  his  smile 

Forsook  and  renounced  him  in  woe; 
And  the  millions  that  swore  they  would  perish  to  save, 
Beheld  him  a  fugitive,  captive,  and  slave ! 

Tlie  savage  all  wild  in  his  glen  , 

b  nobler  and  better  than  thou ; 
Thou  standest  a  wonder,  a  marvel  to  men. 

Such  perfidy  blackens  thy  brow ! 
If  thou  wert  the  place  of  my  birth,  -' 

At  once  from  thy  arms  would  I  sever ; 
I  'd  fly  to  the  uttermost  parts  of  the  earth, 

And  quit  tliee  for  ever  and  ever; 
And  thinking  of  thee  in  my  long  after^ears 
Shoald  but  kindle  my  blushes  and  waken  my  tears. 

Ob,  shame  to  thee,  land  of  (he  Gaul ! 
Oh,  shame  to  thy  children  and  th|ip! 
Unwise  in  thy  glory,  and  base  in  thy  fall. 
How  wretched  thy  portion  sliall  be ! 
Derision  shall  strike  thee  forlorn, 
A  mockery  that  never  shall  die ; 
The  curses  of  hate,  and  the  hisses  of  scorn. 

Shall  bnrthen  the  winds  of  thy  sky ; 
And  proud  o'er  thy  ruin  for  ever  be  hurl'd 
The  laughter  of  triumph,  tlie  jeers  of  the  world ! 


WINDSOR  POETICS. 

Line* conpowd  on  tha  o«caaioaof  II.  R.H.  tbe  P— ■  ■•  !!•(— t  beioQ 
t««a  tuading  b«iwist  ih»  reffiBt  of  Henry  VIII.  and  Charlr*  I.  iu 
iha  royal  vault  at  Windaor. 

Famio  for  contemptuous  breach  of  sacred  ties, 
By  headless  Charletftaee  heartless  Henry  lies; 
Between  them  stands  another  sceptred  thing, 
It  moves,  it  rei(;us — in  all  but  name,  a  king  : 
Charles  to  his  people,  Ueury  to  his  wife, 
— In  him  the  double  tyrant  starts  to  life: 
Justice  and  death  have  mix'd  their  dust  in  vaiu, 
Each  royal  vainpyrc  wakes  to  life  again  : 
Ah !  what  can  tombs  avail — since  tliesc  disgorge 

Tlie  blood  and  dust  of  both to  mould  a  G...ge. 

i8i3. 


A  SKETCH  FROM  PRIVATE  LIFE. 

Honaai — hoant  Icfo ! 

If  ibat  tbou  biTtf  ■  devil,  1  caoaol  kill  ihra ! 

SIlAiLSPEARE. 

BoBN  in  Uie  garret,  in  the  kitchen  bred, 
Promotad  thence  to  deck  her  mistress'  head ; 


Next— for  some  gracious  service  anrzprest. 
And  from  iu  wages  only  to  be  guess'd — 
Raised  from  the  toilet  to  the  Uble,  where 
Uer  wondering  betters  wait  behind  her  chair: 
JIViih  eye  unoMved,  and  forehead  unabask'd. 
She  dines  froi^off  the  plate  she  lately  wash'd. 
Quick  with  the  tale,  and  ready  with  the  lie, 
The  geni.!!  confidante,  and  general  «py; 
Who  could,  ye  gods !  her  next  employaient  gie»? 
An  only  ingot's  earliest  governess  I 
She  taught  the  child  to  read,  and  Lioght  so  wdl 
Tlut  she  herself,  by  teaching,  leara'd  to  tpelL 
Au  adept  next  in  penmanship  she  grows. 
As  many  a  nameless  slander  deftly  ciiows : 
What  she  had  made  the  pupil  of  her  art. 
None  know — but  that  l&igh  soul  secured  the  bmt, 
And  panted  for  the  truth  it  could  not  hear. 
With  longing  breast  and  undeluded  ear. 


Foil'd  was  perversion  by  that  youthfol 
Which  flattery  rool'd^ot,  baseness  could  aol  bEsi 
Deceit  infect  not,  near  contagion  soil. 
Indulgence  weaken,  nor  example  spoil. 
Nor  niaster'd  science  tempt  her  to  look  dova 
Ou  humbler  talents  with  a  pitying  frown. 
Nor  genius  swell,  nor  beauty  render  vain, 
Nor  envy  ruffle  to  retaliate  pain. 
Nor  fortune  change,  pride  raise,  nor  panion  boa, 
Kor  vi^ihft  teach  austerity — tiU  now. 
Serene^^brest  of  her  sex  lliat  live. 
But  wanting  one  sweet  waakntfsa     to  forgive ; 
Too  shock'd  at  faults  her  sonl  can  nfirB^nmr   • 
She  deems  that  all  could  be  like  ^tg  bdow : 
Foe  to  all  vice,  yet  hardly  virtuey-akod — 
For  virtue  pardons  those  she  would  amend. 

But  to  the  theme — now  laid  aside  too  loog. 
The  baleful  burthen  of  this  honest  song — 
Tliough  all  her  former  functions  are  no  more. 
She  rules  the  circle  which  she  served  before. 
If  mothers — none  know  why — before  her  qoskr. 
If  dauglitiTA  dread  her  for  the  Miother's  sake; 
If  early  habits — llio$e  false  links  which  bind. 
At  times,  the  loftiest  to  the  meanest  mind- 
Have  ^ivcu  her  power  too  deeply  to  instil 
The  angry  essence  of  her  deadly  will; 
If  like  «i  snake  she  steal  within  your  walls. 
Till  the  black  slime  betr.ty  her  as  she  crawis ; 
If  like  a  viper  to  tbe  heart  she  wind, 
Aud  leave  the  venom  there  slie  did  not  fiod ; 
Wliat  marvel  that  this  hag  of  hatred  works 
Eternal  evil  latent  as  she  lurks. 
To  make  a  Paudemonium  where  she  dwelk, 
Aud  reit;u  the  Hecate  of  domealic  hells! 

Skill'd  by  a  touch  to  deepen  scandal's  liats. 
With  all  the  kind  mendacity  of  hints. 
While  mingling  truth  with  falsehood,  sneers  with  t 
A  thread  of  ciindour  with  a  web  of  wiles; 
A  plain  blunt  show  of  briefly^poken  seeming. 
To  hide  her  bloodless  heart's  boul-harden  d  scheai 
A  lip  of  lies,  a  face  form'd  to  cooccal. 
And,  without  feeling,  mock  at  all  who  fieel; 
Wiih  a  \ile  mask  the  Gorgou  would  disown. 
A  cheek  of  p.irchment,  and  an  eye  of  stone. 
Mark  how  (he  channels  uf  her  yellow  blood 
Ooze  to  her  skiu,  aud  stagnate  there  to  mud. 


■^r- 
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if  the  centipede  in  saffron  mail, 

i.'f  (;reennr»  of  the  itroqpion'k  scale 

iwn  from  rcptilis  only  may  we  trace 

al  colnunt  in  that  s«mi  or  face). 

1  her  fi>ati:re« !  and  hrhold  her  mind, 

e  mirror  oF  it<elf  ilrfincd: 

I  ihr  pit'ture!  deem  it  not  o'ercharprtl— 

lo  tniit  which  ini^iht  not  he  enlarged ; 

>  to  ««  Nature's  journeymen,!*  who  made 

nsier  when  their  miilres<i  left  off  trade, — 

iiaie  don-«^lar  of  her  little  sky, 

ill  hcueaili  her  inlluence  droop  or  die. 

irrtch  without  a  tear — without  a  tliou|;ht, 
'  jho\e  the  ruin  thou  h.isi  wrought — 
e  shall  come,  nor  long  remote  when  thou 
el  far  more  thuu  thou  intlictest  now ; 

thy  \ilr  self-loving  self  in  vain, 
a  thee  howling  in  uupitied  pain. 
■  strong  curse  of  c  rusli'd  affeclions  lifbt 
I  thy  hosom  with  rellected  blight! 
ike  thee,  in  thy  leprosy  of  mind, 
(some  to  thyself  as  to  mankind! 
thy  self-  ihoughlH  curdle  into  Iwlr, 
I  thy  will  for  others  would  create : 
hard  heart  be  calcined  into  dust, 
f  soul  welter  in  its  hideous  crust, 
y  thy  grave  be  sleepless  as  tlie  bed, 
low'd  couch  of  fire,  that  thou  haat  q>rMMl! 
'hen  thou  fain  wouldst  weary  Heaven  with  prayer, 
a  thine  earthly  victipa — and  despair ! 
o  the  dust! — and,  as  thou  rott'st  away, 
orms  shall  perish  on  thy  poisonous  clayt 

the  lo\e  I  bore,  and  still  must  bear, 
thy  malice  from  all  ties  would  tear, 
me— thy  human  name — to  every  eye 
max  of  all  scorn,  should  hang  on  high, 
.  o'er  thy  leu  abhorr'd  compeers, 
itering^in  the  infamy  of  yean. 

March  3o,  1816. 

CAUMINA  KYllOMS  IN  C.  ELGIN, 

ipiCK,  quos  Scoto  Pallas  concetlit  hoaoret, 
Suhter  slat  uomen,  facta  superque  vide, 
ote  miser!  quamvis  oocuisti  Palladia  cdi, 
lufandum  facinus  viudicat  ipsa  Venus, 
'gmalion  statuam  pro  sponsa  arsisse  refertur; 
In  statuam  rapias,  Scote,  ted  uxor  abett. 

LINES  TO  MR  MOURE. 

loviag  liart  «rr«  «J(lrittr«l  fxifm,  orf  by  Lofd  B«r*a  to  ku 
Viani  Mr  Mvore,  oa  llic  Ultir't  lj»l  vitil  lo  luly.] 

Mt  boat  is  on  the  sliore. 

And  my  bark  is  on  the  sea; 
But,  befi>re  I  go,  Tom  Uooac, 
ilere  's  a  double  health  to  thee. 

Here  's  a  sigh  to  those  who  love  me, 

And  a  smile  to  those  who  hate; 
And,  whatever  sky  'n  above  me, 

IWr  s  a  heart  for  every  fate. 

Though  the  ocean  ronr  around  me. 

Yet  it  klill  sliall  hear  me  on; 
Though  a  denert  shpuld  surround  me, 

It  liaih  springs  lliat  may  be  won. 


Wert  tbe  last  drop  in  the  well, 
And  I  gasping  on  the  brink. 

Ere  my  fainting  spirit  fell, 

T  is  to  ihei'  that  I  would  drink. 

In  that  water,  as  this  wine. 
The  libation  I  would  pour 

Should  be — Peace  to  thine  and  mine. 
And  a  health  to  thee.  Ton  Mooai! 


.ON  THLS  DAY  1  COMPLETK  MY  TUIRTY-blXTIl 

YKAR.- 

January  23,  i8a4i  Mi^tolonghi. 
T  IS  time  this  heart  should  be  unmoved,        , 

Since  others  it  hath  ceased  to  move; 
Yet  (bough  I  caimot  be  beloved, 
Still  let  me  love. 

My  days  arc  in  the  yellow  leaf; 

The  flowers  and  fruits  of  love  are  gone; 
The  worm,  the  canker,  and  the  grief, 
Are  mine  alone ! 

The  fire  that  on  my  bosom  preys 

Is  lone  as  some  volcanic  isle; 
No  torch  is  kindled  at  its  blaie — 
A  funeral  pile! 

The  hope,  the  fear,  the  jealous  care. 

The  exalted  portion  of  the  pain 
And  power  of,^ove,  I  cannot  share. 
But  wear  the  chain. 

But  't  is  not  thut,  and  't  is  not  here 

Such  thoughu  should  shake  my  soul ;  nor  wow 
Where  glory  decks  the  hero's  bier. 
Or  binds  his  brow. 

The  sword,  the  banner,  and  the  field,    , 
Clorv  and  Greece  around  me  see ! 

« 

The  Spartan,  borne  upon  his  shield, 
Was  not  more  free. 

Awake !  (not  Greece,— ahe  is  awake!)    , 

Awake  my  spirit!  think  through  whom 
Tliy  life-blood  tracks  its  parent  lake. 
And  then  strike  home! 

Tread  (hose  reviving  passions  down, 
I'nworthy  manhood!     Unto  thee. 
Indifferent  should  the  smile  or  frown 
Of  beauty  be. 

If  tliou  regrett'st  thy  youth,  why  live? 

The  land  of  houourable  death 
Is  here— up  to  the  field,  and  give 
Away  thy  breath! 

Seek  out,  less  often  sought  tlii^  *  >'V<i« 
A  soldier's  grave — for  thee  tlieVm: 
Then  look  around,  and  chuse  thy  grounJ, 
And  take  tliy  rest. 


i 
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Hettn 


.pQ  «#**  «««««« 


.  W.  L.   BCnVLES'S  STRICTURES 


THE  REV, 

ON  THE  UFbIwd  WRITINGS  OF  POPE. 


I  '11  pUy  at  BoipU  witb  ihe  tua  aad  mA«a. 

(H»  Soii«. 
My    miihcr't    •aid,  sir.   and  abe  Iim  raib«r   for|;oitfta  hrrarii   ia 
•|>«diiiDO  lo  my   Laddyi   that  raaiia  we«\  bide  lo  be  coairedickit  («•  f 
Vrn  naebody  likee  it  if  ihcy  coald  help  ih^oiaelU). 

T4Ltt  or  VT  LAipioaa.  Otd  Mortalifff,  toI  ii. 


LETTER. 


/ 


itavtrnna,  February  7C/t,  1821. 

DEAB  SIR, 

In  the  different  pamphlets  which  you  have  had  the  good- 
ueM  to  send  me,  ou  the  Pope  and  Bowles'  controversy,  I 
perceive  that  my  name  is  occasioually  introduced  by 
both  parties.  Mr  Dowles  refers  more  than  once  to  what 
he  is  pleased  to  consider  «<  a  remarkable  circumstance, » 
not  only  in  his  letter  to  Mr  Campbell,  but  in  bis  reply 
to  the  Quarterly.  The  Quarurly  also  and  Mr  Gilchrist 
have  conferred  on  me  the  dangerous  honour  of  a  quo- 
tation ;  and  Mr  Bowles  indirectly  makes  a  kind  of  appeal 
to  me  personally,  by  saying,  «  Lord  Byron,  if  he  re- 
members the  circumstance,  will  witness  —  {yoitness  i:h 
ITALIC,  an  ominous  character  for  a  testimony  at  pre- 
sent.) 

I  shall  not  avail  myself  of  a  ««  uon  mi  ricordow  even 
after  so  long  a  residence  in  Italy; — I  do  «  remember 
the  circumstance** — and  have  no  reluctance  to  relate  it 
(since  called  upon  so  to  do)  as  correctly  as  the  distance 
of  time  and  the  impression  of  intervening  events  will 
permit  me.  In  the  year  1812,  more  than  three  years 
after  the  publication  of  u  English  Birds  and  Scotch 
Reviewers,>>  I  had  the  honour  of  meeting  Mr  Bowles  in 
the  house  of  our  venerable  host  of  «  Human  Life,  eto^ 
the  last  Argonaut  of  classic  Englbh  poetry,  and  the 
Nestor  of  our  inferior  race  of  living  poets.  Mr  Bowles 
calls  this  Msoon  aftern  the  publication ;  but  to  me  three 
years  appear  a  considerable  segment  of  the  immortality 
of  a  modern  poem.  I  recollect  nothing  of  « the  rest  of 
the  company  going  into  another  roomw — nor,  though  I 
well  remember  the  topography  of  our  host's  elegant  and 
classically-furnished  mansion,  could  I  swear  to  the  very 
room  where  the  conversation  occurred,  though  the 
«  taking  down  the  poem»  seenu  to  &x  it  in  the  hbrary. 
Had  it  been  « taken  ufi w  it  would  probably  have  been 
in  the  drawing-room.  I  presume  also  that  the  u  re- 
markable circumstancen  took  place  after  dinner,  as  1 
conceive  that  neither  MrBowles't  politeness  nor  appetite 
would  have  allowed  him  to  detain  «  the  rest  of  the  com- 
pany»  standing  round  their  cliairs  in  the  «  other  room» 
while  we  were  dkeviMng  «  tlie  woods  of  Madeira,»  in- 
stead of  circnkliag  its  vintage.  Of  Mr  Bowles's  «  good- 
humourn  I  hav^a  fnU  and  not  ungrateful  recollection; 
as  also  of  his  gendemanly  manner*  and  agreeable  con- 
versation. I  speak  of  the  whole,  and  not  of  particulars ; 
for  whether  he  did  or  did  not  use  the  precise  words 
prioted  in  the  pamphlet,  1  canuov  «a^^  not  could  he 


with  accuracy.  Of  «  the  Cone  of  acrioiiaoessBl 
recollect  nothing :  ou  the  contrary.  I  tbovgkt  I 
rather  disposed  to  treat  the  ml^ect  hghily;  f 
{\  have  no  objection  to  be  coolraiUrted  if 
tliat  some  of  his  gootUaa tared  friends  bad  cm 
and  exclaimed,  «  Eh !  Bowles !  how  came  ysi 
the  Woods  of  M«deira,»  etc.  etc.  and  thai  he 
nt  some  pains  and  pulliug  down  of  the  poeoiH 
them  that  he  had  never  made  « the  Woods 
thing  of  the  kind.  He  was  ri|^t.  and  /  « 
and  have  been  wrong  still  up  to  this  ackood 
for  I  oogbt  to  have  looked  ^iee  hefore  I  % 
which  involred  an  inaceumcy  capable  of  |i< 
The  fact  was,  that  allhotijg|i  I  had  eertaialy  k 
«<  the  Spirit  of  Discovery,*  I  took  the  qaoca 
the  review.  But  the  misuke  wips  mine,  aai 
review's,  which  quoted  the  passajge  correethf 
believe.  I  blundered — God  knows  how--isk 
ing  the  tremors  of  the  lovers  to  the  « Woods  of 
by  which  they  were  surrounded.  And  1  berd 
und  freely  declare  and  aiiseverate,  that  the  1 
not  tremble  to  a  kiss,  und  tlkat  the  lovers  diil 
from  memory — 

A  kite 

Stole  on  tbe  liat'n^Bg  aileace,  •««:.,  ««. 
They  (ibe  lorera)  trenbled.  evca  m  iflfarf* 

And  if  f  h:id  been  aware  that  this  dccbmi 
have  been  in  the  smallest  degree  saiisbcia 
Bowles,  1  should  not  have  waited  nine  years  to 
notwithstanding  that  «  English  Bards  and  & 
vicwersw  had  been  suppressed  aofoe  time  pm 
my  meeting  him  at  Mr  Bogers's.  Our  va 
might  indeed  have  lold  him  as  mnch.  as  it  1 
representation  that  1  suppressed  iL  A  new  < 
tliat  lampoon  was  preparing  for  the  prvss,  ' 
Rogers  represented  to  me,  that  «  I  was  nam  m 
witli  many  of  the  persons  mentioned  111  it, 
some  ou  terms  of  intimacy;*  and  that  he  ka 
family  in  particular  to  whom  its  supprcsiio 
give  pleasure.i*  I  did  not  hesitate  one  momca 
cancelled  instantly ;  and  it  is  bo  fanlt  of  bhi 
has  ever  been  republished.  When  I  left  ba| 
.Vpril,  1816,  with  no  very  violent  intention  of  I 
that  country  again,  and  amidst  scenes  of  vano 
to  distract  my  attention — ainoost  my  lastact,  I 
was  to  sign  a  power  of  attorney,  to  yourself,  tc 
or  suppress  any  attempts  (of  which  several  I 
made  in  Ireland)  at  a  re-puhlication.  It  l<  prof 
should  state,  that  the  persons  with  whom  I  wi 
quently  acquainted,  whose  names  had  occurre 
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blitatioii,  wi'rr  iii.idc  my  arqii.iint.inro  .it  llirir  ovn 
irr.  or  lliroiij'.li  ilir  iiiisnii{*lit  inci-nontion  nf  ntlim. 


day  ID  (lie  wrrk :  hiK  of  m  |n<  ( hnrartiTo  I  know  no- 

iliini;  iNT%on.tlly;  I  imii  onlv  ^pi-nk  lo  liiit  m.inorr*,  ami 

never,  to  tin  In  sC  of  mv  k.uml.  .I,;.-,  <oii|;lit  a  |..r.on  il     (Ih-m-  1,^,.  i„y  w  irim  il  JiiiiKilMiion.    But  1  nrvprjiiilpr 

-ilroihi.  linii  to  .mv.    Soiiir  of  tJM-in  to  (hii  ,|.iy  I  know  |  fr,„i,  nnmirrs  for  I  on.  «■  li.itl  mviMitk.-t  pirknl  hy  ilir   ' 

•nly  l»y  rornsj...n.l.'n.*»:  .uui  »iili  onr  of  ilio.e  it  ».i^  j  civil.si  |;.  nil.in.iii   I  vwr   nut  wiili;  ;mil   om-  of  tli.>   '. 

■ct'tiii  iiv  mv^.'.L  in  .  onMipi.-n.-f.  lio»rvrr,  of  n  polih-  j  mil.l.st  p.n.m,  I  rxprstw  w;is  All  I'.iiha.  Of  Mr  Bowli-ss 

-rrlwl  roniiKuni.  uion  rn.ni   i  lliir.l  jniNon.  I  •  .harmU,.'  1  xvijl  n..|  .lo  him  ilif  injuttirt-  to  jnd(;p 

I  li.i>r  lUiit  fiir  .ui  instnit  on  llir,f  •  inunisl  mn  n.  .  from  lln-  r.liii.tn  of  I»o|i.-.  if  In-  |>n|i:tml  it  lii-fdliN^lv : 

lecaUM'  it  h.iH  suinrliinfslH'i-n  ni.oli-  :\  snlij«'rt  c.f  biitf-r  '  nor  tUf  justnr,  slionKl  it  U-  otlnrwi^r,  l>rr;iiisc  I  would 

rprcmrli  to  nic  to  h.m-   cndpavourfd  lo   suppress  lli.it  j  nriihrr  lin  onir  a  lil«  r.iry  rtri-niioncr.  nor  j  prrMinal 

atire.     I  ni\rr  slirnnk,  »«  thn^o  who  know  nir  know,  I  om-.     Mr  iSowlr,  tli<-  iuiii\i(iu:il.   and  Mr  llowlm   the 

'romanv|»frvon,il  .•on-.«qnpnrr*  whirh  rould  lM>.ili:iihnl    fdiinr.  apiuMr  tin-  two  i i  o]i|.ii,itt>  lhin(;«iin.i|jiDabli'. 

o  its  imhlKMlion.     Of  it.  snh.rqnrnt  wippr.-ssi..n,  .i.  I  |  .  .»„,  ,,..  ,.,„.^:f  „, .„,.,hr,i... 


lOKAPwsrd  llir  lopvrii'lit.    I   wn<i  th'-  ln-^t   indrr  .ind  the  '  .  ■.  i        .  .        . 

_i         .,         Ti  .  !•  I  II     ■»*""'"■•>■•' \  ill',- Im  I. lu-i-u  iH  h.ir»h ;  nor  umiiiakpn.* 

olc  ni.ioliT.     lln*  •■ircnni-.tiin'-i's  wliii-h  oi-r.iMon«il  th.-  ;  ,  ,  ,,  .  ,  ■•■■»i..ii»rii. 

_  •         I   I  .    I        «     ■  i       iM-i.in%i'   It  li.i«  two  N\|  .iiiii-«  tiMi   iii:inv  -   lillt  e\t  rv  oni> 

nppri-^<«lon    I    lll\i«   now   vt.-iUil;    of    ihi*   nio(|\<-..    i-.l.h  '  ,,  .  ••■•■"?  ,   mn  r^iry  oni 

''     •     ,.  r         .       1  •  1  i        •         I  "Hist  hll  np  lln-  I.liuk  .IS  III-  pli-.I^M. 

nuftt  lucip-    ■!( I'oriiinc  •"    "'"   «'iiidonr  or   iii.ilit;)ntv    '      «  i       i  r  »•     •       i 

■  _  !•_■  .1      I       ..II  .     .  iL     r         II       •    i"    '       *^liil  I  s  11*  nf  Mr  Ikiulis  iinT<'>t'>«'d  mv  siirnriM*  jind 

ir  Howlrtk  dors  nil- till- honour  to  t.ilk  of  ••  iiolilf  mind,  >•  •  i       i       ■       ti  .         •  •■•*  ■■•«"|"i»«- aim 

a  ■     ■  I     11  .1        ■  rct;i ft  th.it  Ih*  slionid  rviT  n.nr  li-nt  his  t.il4Mit%  to  turh 

_jad   u  i;i'ni'roiih  m.imi.iniinitv  :»    und  .ill  this   In-«musi>        .     .       ir  i      ■     •   •  #     .     .  ...      ".     " 

■I  t:isK.     It  h(>  h.iii   iii'fn  .i  foul,  ihrn-  Vkunid  1mv«  hern   '• 


sonir  <x<usr  for  him  ;   if  lie  hjd  brni  a  nrp«ly  or  a  bad   I 
iiMii,  hii  condiii-t  M'liil.l  |i:i\i>  ln-t-n  inlrlli(!ibl4' ;  but  lip 
is  ihr  iippiKiiir  (if  .ill  thrsi« ;  and  thinkinj;  and  fpilinf;  ah 


:  fbe  rin'iint«iani>i>  would  have  Iifrn  cxpt.iini'd  had  not 
\he  book  In-i-ii  snppri-«>!><*d.»  I  bn>  no  »  nohiljiv  of 
,nind»  in  .in  .\rt  of  sinipl(>  justin*:  .tnd  I  li.ili*  thi*  word 

tmayntntimity ,»   Iiit.iiim' I  lia\r  somrliiiifs  scrn  it  .ip-     ■   ■        • 

4ird    to   thr   ,;russr,t  of  impostors  by  thr  ,;rr.iii.st  of    '  '*"  "*  *'"P'"-  '"  '"•'  ''""  ^''••''"  »'"»II  i^  miiirrountablf. 

OoU;  but  I  would  li.iM-  *  rxpliinotl  thr  rinnnistann-..     II«»w.%rr.   I  nui.t  .-.ill  thin.;s  hv  ilnir  h,;li|  nami^..     I 

.olwitl.sbiu.liiit;  «  th..  supprr>,i..n  of  thr  hook...  if  Mr    "'""""^  "*"''"^  ''''•"""  "^  '""I"    *  "  ♦'"''"*"  ^"'^  i  »»•> 

lowlis  hid  rxpiosMd  .mv  .Irsin-  ih.it  I  should.     As  il...  '  '  '*'"  ''""''  '''•^*  ''•'■'"•'  '"  •'"  'ff'-'  •■»»'oi»  «»f  that  quaiiiy 
Ballanl  r...ll.riiili..  s.ivs't.*  «•  lUiilli.-  Jar^i....  «  \\r\\.  ihf  \  ""^  ""'^  ""  ''"''"'  *"'»""  ^.  «»"»  '"  »»•«'  |wniphltU  lafely   | 

«vil  lakr  thr  inistako  .iiid  all  that  orcasionrtl  it.»     1  !  P"""""'"*'- 
"*  ttve  Iwd  ah  j;rt  at  and  (•rratrr  mistakrs  m.idc  alniut  mr  \  '  ^^ '''  ^^  *"  "**"'*  "^'f  '"•  r'**"'"*- 

iCnonall>  and  |H>i>tic-ally,  oiu-c  a  iiiouih  for  thop  last  j  •^*'"  nowlrssav-*.  that  n  In-  h.is  ^nn  p.is^ijji'^  in  his  lr(trr« 

-  IB  years,  .ind  ni'\rr  ran-d  \rrv  miuh  aliout  enrn-nini;     *"  M.irlha  niuiiiit.  whirh  mi-rf  in-ver  puhliiihrd  by  uip, 
'■me  or  thr  otlur.  at  hM!.i  aftrr  thr  lifsi  i-ighl-and-foriv  .  •""'  '  '"7'«'  »««*i'rr  in//  he  hy  oiIhts.   which  are  so  tfra%%   j 
"■wars  hail  i;iini«  o\<'r  tlinn.  .  ••''  *'•  i'np'y  •'"*  «/'""**'*'  liirnti ni-^.n     U  this  fair 

-  I  must  nti\*.  lii>wc\iT,  say  a  word  or  two  abmit  Pojh',  j  P'-'Y     ''  '"'V.  or  it  may  not  In-  lliai  mhIi  passat'i-s  rxihl; 
■f  whom  yon  h.(\i-  inyupinion  more  at  lar^r  in  ihi>  on-  '  '*"''  ''''**  Pope  who  u.is  not  a  monk,  aithou^jha  raibo- 

~  •Hblihh«>«l  h'tlrrmior  to   fur  noi-i;rt  whirh.  thi>i-ditoi  n|'    '■*'-  ">'>>'  'i-'«i'  urrasionally  siniinl   in  wonl  and  in  dml 

ilarkwi^Klsi:iiiidiuq;h  Ma(;a/iui';»— ami  hrn*  1  doubt  .  ^'*'>  >»uinan  in  hi.  youth  .  Iml  is  this  a  suf linptu  |;rouiul 

kmt  Mr  Towlr-i  will  not  approve  uf  my  sfntiinrniK.  j  f"""  «««l'  •»  ^vrt-ping  drnuniiation?     Where  is  the  un- 

'     Allhoiii;li  I   rf;;iil  lii\iii(;  piihlishiil  «i  l-.ii(;lish  liard*  ' '"-"*■'''•'    Kii(;lishniaii  of  a  i-<  rtaiii   rank  of  life,  who 

nd  S-oirh  K.'Mi'KiiTs.-  till-  part  »hirh  I  rryn-t  th*'  Inst      pro*iih-d  In-  has  not  taken  nnliTs  has  not  to  reproach 

«  that  whii  h  n-j-anls  Mr  iSoinles  with  rrferenn*  to  Pnpr.  ,  •"""*«'H  hrtwrrii  the  -mi's  of  si\i,-i-ii  jnd  thirty  iRith  far 

Vliilst  l^.iswritiiit;  that  puhliiMliou.  in  iSo^and  iSoS.  '  ""»r<'  lieentioiKni^^s  than   his  e*er  yet  been  traced  lo 

fr  llohhoiiM-  wis  di-siroiis  that   I  •.liould  eipnss  our    *''M«' •   **"l''  '•*•'•'  »"  iIh'P"''''''  'y**  f"""""  lii«  youth  up- 

'feiitiiil  opinutn  of  Piipe.  and  of  Mr  Itowless  nliiion  of  '  w.irds;    he  Iml  all  the  diinci  s  of  his  own  time  for  lii^ 

■  is  vturks.     As  I   h.id  i-ompleKsl  my  outline,    and  frit    enemies,  aiid,    1  :iiii   sorry  to  say,  sonip,  who  have  nul 

lay.   I  iii|iosii  d  that  he  \tould  do  m».     lie  did  it.     Hi.,  j  ••'•■  ;ip"l"i;v  «»f  diilness  for  detraetion.  since  his  death  : 

Ourleen  lines  on  Itowless  Po|m'  an*  in  the  lirst  edition  '  «■«"*•  Y'^  *"  ^*"*  <•"  ••"  *••''«"   .urnmnlated  hintii  and 

•ff  it  Knc.lisji  llardsaiid  S«'oteli  llene»ers;n  ami  arecpiiie  ,  «'l«ari;ii.  .inionnl.— to  an  efpii\neal  /i«i\<iri  with  Mnrlb.i   ] 

9  M>\eii-  and   Mini  h  more  poetical  than  my  own  in  the  '■  I*'"""!,  ^«htcll  ini|;li(  arise  us  much  from  hi\  infirmilies 

^N*ond.     On  rrpnniiiii;  tin-  work,  as  I  put  my  name  to    '■**  f^^nt  his  )i.issious:   tu  a  liii|Mless  tlirt.vion  with  l.ady 

fc,  I  omiit.-I  Mr  llolihnuse's  lims.  and   npLueil  tin  m     *' •«'y  ^^'-  ^""t.iiiu;    to. y  of  (libber  s:  and  to  In  o   I 

■rith  mv  own.  hv  which  the  work  caiinsl  lr..s  than  Mr    ^^  *'"'''•'  •■•»»'""^*  p-iss.ij-.e..  in  his  norks.    /r/io  conhl  cnnti> 

Kowles.     1  lii\f  -tiliil  Ihi^  in  the  pref.ice  (o  tl oinl     '""■*'»  el.-.irer  fniiiian  inviniou.  impiesi  onalifrof  fifty- 

•^ition.  Ft  is  maiiv  yens  sine.'  I  line  read  lli.it  puem  i  "*'*  y<'-«r*.?  U  hv  .in-  we  to  l.f  oflieiously  rrminded  of 
teul  the  ninrt.rlv  Ki-*ic».  Mr  Oi  t  i\iiiK  (nlehrisi.  and  ^»"'«  P'^-MI''^  •"'••*'•■"•'■"<.  P"»»ided  that  they  eti»l.  Is 
Mr  Bowles  hiiiisi-lf.  ha«e  been  so  n|ili;;ini;  as  to  refrrkh  ! '^'''  l^«'«l«"^  aware  to  wh.ii  micIi  niinnia(;in(;  amnoQ 
"aiy  nIemor^•.  ami  that  of  the  public.  I  am  (•rieved  to  j  ■  '<**l'*'^»  -"nd  *•  stoiiesi^  mi(;lit  hmP  I  lia*e  mysi'If  seen 
hay.  ihat  in  leadini;  over  thniw  lines.  I  repent  of  their  ™  eollertion  of  'etlers  of  another  emiiuni.  nay.  pre- 
liavipg  ^o  f.ir  f.illen  short  of  whu  I  meant  to  evpriss  '  eminent.  di-ie:is.il  puet,  so  aimminably  i;ios«,  and  ela- 
upoa  tiir  suhj.-ct  of  rowles's  edition  of  PofN's  Works.  '  iior.itily  cmi-sr.  iliat  I  do  not  In  lietr  thai  they  couM  lie 
Mr  Bowles  s.iys  that  «  l.nrd  I'lyroii  Aniiu'i  he  does  nut  p-irallrli-d  in  our  liii[;iia(;i-.  Whal  ii  more  strange,  in, 
driwrse  this  rlinrai-ler.x  |  know  nu  sueh  thin|;.  I  liati-  ih.il  sonif  of  ilnsc  .in-  i-niichiil  as  postirri/itt  io  hi< 
mrl  Mr  Howies  orcasionally.  in  the  ImsI  sncii'iv  in  l.nn-  scriuiis  ami  si-niimi-ntil  |rlt>rs.  to  wliirli  are  taekeil 
don;  lie  .ippiareil  to  nir  an  amiable,  well-informed,  i  eiilier  a  pine  of  pnise.  or  stime  verses,  of  the  most 
and  extremely  able  man.  I  desire  nolhinf;  belter  than  '  hyperbolical  iiidccrncy.  lie  hiniM-lf  says,  thai  if  m  nb- 
|o  dine  in  company  with  «nch  a   mannerni  man  every  I  s<-fHiiy    nsin|;  a  much  coarser  wonl    be  tin-  sin  afpnist 
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the  Holy  Ghost,  he  most  certainly  cannot  be  MTed.i* 
TbcM  letters  are  in  existence,  and  have  been  seen  by 
many  besides  myself;  but  would  bis  editor  have  been 
« candid*  in  even  alluding  to  them  ?  Nothing  would 
have  even  provoked  me,  an  indifferent  spectator,  to 
allude  to  them,  but  this  further  attempt  at  the  depr^ 
ciation  of  Pope. 

What  should  we  say  to  an  editor  of  Addison,  irho 
cited  the  following  passage  from  Walpole's  letters  to 
George  Montagu?  «  Dr  Young  has  published  a  new  book, 
etc.  Mr  Addison  sent  for  the  young  Earl  of  Warwick, 
as  he  was  dying,  to  show  him  in  what  peace  a  Christian 
could  die;  unluckily  he  died  of  brandy:  no  thing  makes 
a  Christian  die  in  peace  like  being  maudlin!  but  don't 
say  this  in  Gath  where  you  arc.n  Suppose  the  editor 
introduced  it  with  this  preface:  «  One  circumstance  u 
mentioned  by  Horace  Walpole,  which,  if  true,  was  indeed 
flagitious.  Walpole  informs  Montagu  that  Addison  sent 
for  Ihe  young  Karl  of  Warwick,  when  dying,  to  show 
him  in  what  peace  a  Christian  could  die ;  but  unluckily 
he  died  drunk,  etc.,  etc.»  Now,  although  there  mij^ht 
occur  on  the  subsequent,  or  on  the  same  p:ige,  a  fdini 
show  of  disbelief,  seasoned  with  the  expres<^ion  of  «  the 
same  candoum  (the  same  exactly  as  throughout  the 
book),  I  should  say  that  this  editor  was  either  foolish 
or  fslse  to  bis  trust ;  such  a  story  ought  not  to  have  been 
admitted,  exrept  for  one  brief  mark  of  crushing  in- 
dignation, unless  it  were  completely  proved.  Why  the 
words  «  if  true  ?r  that  «  if^  is  not  a  peace-maker.  Why 
talk  of  M  Gibber's  testimonyN  to  his  licentiousness;  to 
what  does  this  amount  7  that  Pope,  when  very  young, 
was  once  decoyed  by  some  nobleman  and  the  player  to 
ajiouse  of  carnal  recreation.  Mr  Bowles  was  not  always 
a  clergyman ;  and  when  he  was  a  very  young  man,  was 
he  never  seduced  into  as  much  ?  If  I  were  in  the  humour 
for  story-telling,  and  relating  little  anecdotes,  I  could 
tell  a  much  better  story  of  Mr  Bowles  than  Gibber's  up- 
on much  better  authority,  vis.  that  of  Mr  Bowles  him- 
self. It  was  not  related  by  him  in  my  presence,  but  in 
that  of  a  third  person,  whom  Mr  Bowles  names  oftencr 
than  once  in  the  course  of  his  replies.  This  gentleman 
related  it  to  me  as  a  humorous  and  witty  anecdote  ; 
and  so  it  was,  whatever  its  other  characteristics  might 
be.  But  should  I,  from  a  youthful  frolic,  brand  Mr  Bowles 
with  a  CI  libertine  sort  of  love,»or  with  «  licentiousness  ?» 
is  he  the  less  now  a  pious  or  a  good  man  for  not  having 
always  been  a  priest?  No  such  thing;  I  am  willing  to 
believe  him  a  good  man,  almost  as  good  a  man  as  Pope, 
but  no  better. 

The  truth  is,  that  in  these  days  the  grand  «  primum 
mobile**  of  England  iscfinf ;  cant  political,  cant  poetical 
cant  religious,  cant  moral ;  but  always  cant,  multiplied 
through  all  the  varieties  of  life.  It  is  the  fashion,  and 
while  it  lasts  will  be  too  powerful  for  those  who  can 
only  exist  by  taking  the  tone  of  the  time.  I  say  cant, 
because  it  is  a  thing  of  words,  without  the  smallest  iu- 
Ouence  upon  human  actions ;  the  English  being  no 
wiser,  no  better,  and  much  poorer,  and  more  divided 
amongst  themselves,  as  well  as  hr  less  moral,  than  thry 
were  before  the  prevalence  of  this  verbal  decorum. 
This  hysterical  horror  of  poor  Pope's  not  very  well 
ascertained,  and  never  fully  proved  amours  (for  even 
Qbber  owns  that  he  prevented  the  somewhat  perilous 
adventure  in  which  Pope  was  embarking)  sounds  very 
virtuous  in  a  controversial  pamphlet ;  but  all  men  of 
the  world  who  know  what  life  is,  or  at  least  what  it  was 


to  them  in  their  youth,  miut  laogh  at  sock  i 
foundation  of  the  charjge  of  a  «  libertine  «m 
while  the  more  seriouii  will  look  upon  tboset 
forward  such  charf;e«  upon  an  imalaied  ^i.a 
or  hypocrites,  perhaps  both.  The  two  nt  u 
compounded  in  a  happy  mixture. 

Mr  Ortavius  Gilchrist  speaka  rather  invrrr 
« second  tumbler  of  hot  white-wine  ne^os. 
does  he  mean?  Is  there  any  harm  in  nrgw 
the  worse  for  being  hot?  or  does  Mr  Bowlrsi 
gus  ?  I  had  a  better  opinion  of  him.  I  hi 
whatever  wine  he  drank  was  neat;  or  at  least 
the  ordinary  iu  Jon<ithaa  Wild,  «he  preferre 
the  rather  as  there  was  nolhioi;  a|pinsi  it  ia  u 
I  should  be  sorry  to  believe  that  Mr  Bowirs 
of  negus ;  it  is  such  a  «  candid »  liquor,  so  liki 
washy  compromise  between  tlie  passion  for 
the  propriety  of  water.  But  different  to 
divert  tastes.  Jud|;e  ftlackstooe  composed  b 
mentaries*  (he  was  a  poet  too  in  his  yooifa 
bottle  of  port  before  him.  Addison's  convert 
not  good  for  much  till  he  had  uken  a  sin 
Perhaps  the  prescription  of  these  two  prMi 
not  inferior  to  the  very  different  one  of  j 
poet  of  this  day.  who,  after  wanderiiij  aroonp 
returns,  goes  to  bed,  and  dictates  his  vcrws, 
by  a  by-stander  with  bread  and  butter  during  i 
tion. 

I  now  come  to  Mr  Bowles's  «  invarijble  pri 
poetry.M  These  Mr  Bowles  aud  some  of  his  m 
enu  pronounce  «•  unanswerable  »  ;  and  thrya 
swered,»  at  least  hy  Campbell,  who  seems  loi 
astounded  by  the  title.  The  sultan  of  the  ti 
offered  to  ally  himself  to  a  king  of  France 
«  he  hated  the  word  league  :»  which  proves 
Padishan  understood  French.  Mr  Campbe 
need  of  my  alliance,  nor  shall  F  presume  to 
but  I  do  hate  tliat  word  ««  invarinhle.*  Wb 
of  human,  be  it  poetry,  philosophy,  wii,  wiMloi 
power,  glory,  mind,  matter,  life  or  dciih, 
vinvariable?»  Of  course  I  put  things  dWv 
the  question.  Of  all  arrog.^nt  baptisms  of  a 
title  to  a  pamphlet  appeira  the  most  complw 
ccited.  It  is  Mr  Campbell's  pan  to  an^wrr  th 
of  this  performance,  and  especially  to  vindica 
u  Ship, »  which  Mr  Bowles  most  triumphantly 
to  have  struck  to  his  very  first  fire. 

•  (^oih  b«,  there  wat  •  SJkip  ; 

Now  Ui  ne  go.  tboH  Qny-lMir'a  Umw. 
Or  Biy  »ufT  •hall  make  ibec  «kip.. 

It  is  no  affair  of  mine,  but  having  once  begun 
not  by  my  own  wish,  but  called  upon  bv  Ou 
recurrence  to  my  name  in  the  pamphlets),  1: 
Iri<>hman  in  a  «  row,»  «  any  body's  customer 
tberefore  s.iy  a  word  or  two  on  the  «  Ship.* 
Mr  Bowles  asserts  thatCarapbeU's  «  Ship  of 
derives  all  its  poetry  not  from  Mart,»  but  from 
«  Takeaway  the  waves,  the  winds,  the  sun.  eft 
will  become  a  stripe  of  blue  bunting;  and  i 
pierce  of  coarse  canvas  on  three  tall  poles.» 
take  away  the  «  waves, »  «  the  winds,*  and 
be  no  ship  at  all,  not  only  for  poetical,  b 
other  purpose;  and  take  away  uthe  sun, « an 
read  Mr  Bowles's  pamphlet  by  candir-light. 
«poetry»  of  the  «  Ship>«  does  not  depend  on  ■! 
etc.;  on  the  contrary,  the  «  Ship  of  the  Lim 
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iu  own  |iortry  upon  tlie  vatera,  and  heightens  thein.  I 
do  noi  di>ny,  that  the  u  vave»  and  ^indi,»  and  above 
all  «*  the  siin,M  are  hi^liiy  poetical;  we  know  it  to  our 
coat,  by  thr  many  dexcriptiont  of  them  in  verae :  but 
if  the  waves  horr  only  the  ^m  upon  their  bosomt,  if 
the  wiud^  w.ifted  only  the  »ea-weed  to  the  chore,  if  the 
sun  bhoiie  neither  upon  pyramids,  nor  iieet4,  nor  for-j 
lnrA<4'4,  would  its  lM»ams  be  equally  poetical?  I  think 
not :  the  |Nietry  is  at  least  n-ciprocal.  Take  away  »  ilie 
ahip  of  the  liuew  •(  swinging  round*  the  «  calm  vater.w 
and  the  calm  water  becomes  n  somewhat  monotonous 
thin(;to  look  at,  particularly  if  not  transparently  clear; 
witnest  the  thousands  who  pa»  by  without  looking;  on 
it  at  all.  Wh.it  «iis  it  attnirted  the  thousands  to  the 
launch  ?  ihey  mi^jht  have  seen  the  poetical «  calm  water,* 
at  Wappiiij;,  or  in  the  «  London  Dock,»  or  in  the  Pud- 
dington  Cinal,  or  in  a  horse-poml,  or  in  a  slop-basin,  or 
in  any  oilier  vave.  Tliey  might  have  heanl  the  poetical 
winds  howling  thnuigh  the  chinks  of  a  pig-stye,  or  the 
garret-window ;  they  might  have  seen  the  sun  sliining 
on  a  footman's  livery,  or  on  a  brass  warming-pan ;  but ' 
could  the  «  calm  water,*  or  the  a  wind,»  or  the  m  sun.* 
make  all,  or  any  of  thesie  «<  |>oetical?»  I  think  not. 
Mr  Bowles  admits  «  the  ship»>  to  be  poetical,  but  only 
from  those  accessaries:  now  if  they  confer  (loetry  so  as 
to  make  one  thing  poeiiral,  they  would  make  other 
things  poftic.ll ;  the  mi>re  »u,  as  HrUowlcs  calls  a  «ship  j 
of  the  linen  without  them,  that  is  to  say,  its  m  masts  and 
sails  and  sin-amer«,»  m  blue  bunting,*  and  «  coarsecan- 
vas,»  and  •«  tail  |K>le«.»  So  they  are;  and  porcelain  is 
clay,  and  m.in  is  dust,  and  llc&h  is  grass,  and  yet  the 
two  Killer  at  lea^t  are  the  subjects  of  much  piicsy. 

Did  !Mr  Itowles  ever  gaie  upon  the  sea?  I  presume 
that  he  has,  at  least  upon  a  se.i-piecc.  IHd  any  paintrr  j 
ever  paint  the  sea  only,  without  the  addition  of  a  ship. 
boat,  vtreck.  or  some  such  adjunct  ?  Is  the  sea  itself  a  , 
mon:  attr.iciive,  a  more  moral,  a  more  p04'iical  objert 
with  or  without  a  vessfj,  breaking  its  vast  but  fatiguing 
monotony  !  Is  a  storm  more  poetical  without  a  i^liip? 
or,  in  the  p<iem  of  the  Sliipvireck,  Ls  it  the  storm  or  the 
ship  which  most  iiilere^ts'*  both  mnch  undonbtcrlly;  but 
without  tlio  vessel,  what  should  we  care  for  the  lempi'st  ? 
It  wiiulil  sink  into  mere  descriptive  poetry,  which  in 
itM-lf  was  never  esteemed  a  high  order  of  th-tt  art. 

I   look  upon  nivsclf  as  entitled  to  talk  of  u.ival  mat- 
ters, at  liMSt  to  poets  : — with  the  exception   of  Walter 
Scott,   Moore,  and  Soulhey,   perhaps   (who  have  been 
voyagers:,  I  h.ive  twam  more  miles  than  all  the  rest  of 
ihrm    together  now    living  ever  sailed,  and  have  lived 
for  mouths  .md  nionihh  on  ship-lKMnl ;  and  during  the 
whole  )MTiod  of  inv lift*  abroad,  have  srarcely  ever  p;ifcsei] 
f-     a  month  out  of  sight  of  the  ocean  :  besides  being  brought 
f-     up  fnini  tMo  ye.irs  till  ten  on  the  briuk  of  it.     I  recol- 
Jrrt,  when  :iurh<ired  off  (Ia|)e  Sigzum,   in  1810,   in  an 
^    Cn|ili9>h  frigate,  a  violent  squall  coming  on  at  sunset,  so 
violent  as  t»  make  us  imagine  that  the  ship  would  part 
cable,  or  ilrive  from  her  auchomge.    Mr  Hobhonse  and 
nyself,  and  some  officers,  h.id  been  up  the  Danlanelles 
jlo  Abydos.  and  were  just  returned  in  time.     The  aspei-t 
of  S  Klorm  in  the  Archi|M'ligo  is  as  |>oeiieal  as  need  be, 
the  sea  being  particul.irly  short,  d.iKhing,  and  dangerous, 
and  the  navigation  intricate  and  brok<-u  by  the  isles  and 
currents.  Cape  Sigsrum,  the  luinuli  of  ihcTroad,  Ix-ni- 
no«,  Tene«los,  all  added  to  tlie  associations  of  the  lime. 
But  what  seemed  the  most  «  poetical*  of  all  at  the  mo- 
ment, were  the  numbers  (about  two  hundred)  of  Greek 


and  Turkisli  craft,  which  Here  obliged  to  «  cni  and  run* 
before  the  wind,  from  their  unsafe  anchorage,  some  for 
Tcnetlos,  some  for  other  ides,  some  for  the  nuin,  aoil 
some  it  might  be  for  eternity.  The  sishc  of  these  little 
scudding  vessels,  darting  over  the  foam  in  the  twilight, 
uow  appearing  and  n<iw  disappearing  betvreen  the  waves 
in  the  cloud  of  night,  with  their  peculiarly  white  sails 
(the  Levant  s;iils  not  being  of  «  co«trte  eanvat;»  but  of 
white  cotton),  skimming  along  as  quickly,  but  less  safely 
than  the  sea-mews  which  liovered  over  them ;  their 
evident  distress,  their  reduction  to  fluttering  specks  in 
the  distance,  their  crowded  succession,  their  iiMleNess, 
as  contending  with  the  giant  element,  which  made  our 
stout  forty-four's  temk  timbers  (she  was  built  in  India) 
creak  again ;  their  aspect  and  their  motion,  all  stmck 
roe  as  something  hr  more  «  poetical*  than  the  men 
broad,  brawling,  shipless  sea,  and  the  sullen  winds, 
could  possibly  Imve  been  without  them. 

The  Euxine  is  a  noble  sea  to  look  upon,  and  the  port 
of  Constantinople  llie  most  beautifol  of  liarbours,  ami 
yet  I  cauuot  but  think  that  the  twenty  sail  of  the  line, 
some  of  one  hundred  and  forty  guns,  rendered  it  more 
M  poetical*  by  day  in  the  sun.  and  by  night  perhaps  still 
more,  for  the  Turks  illuminate  th«r  vessels  of  war  in  a 
manner  the  most  piciures(|ue,  and  yet  all  this  is  arfi- 
ficial.  Am  for  the  Euxine,  I  stood  upon  the  Symple- 
gjdes — I  stood  by  the  broken  altar  still  exposed  to  the 
winds  upon  one  of  iliem — I  felt  all  the  «  poetry*  of  the 
situation,  as  I  repealed  the  Arst  lines  of  lledea  ;  but 
would  not  that  «  poetry*  have  been  heightened  by  the 
/Injo?  It  was  s«  even  by  the  appearance  of  any  mer- 
chant vessel  arriving  from  Odessa.  But  Mr  Rowlefisavs, 
M  why  bring  your  ship  off  the  stocks?*  for  no  reason 
that  I  know,  except  that  ships  are  built  to  be  launchetl. 
I  he  water,  etc.,  undoubtedly  rrigrtk^is  the  poetical  asMi- 
ciations,  but  it  does  not  make  them ,  and  the  ship  anr 
ply  re|>ays  the  obligation:  they  aid  e:ich  other;  the 
water  is  more  poetical  with  the  Khip— the  ship  less  s«» 
without  the  water.  But  even  a  ship,  laid  np  in  dock,  is 
a  grand  and  poetical  sight.  Kven  an  ohi  boat,  keel  up- 
wani^,  wreckcil  upon  the  barren  sand,  isa  «<  poetical* 
object  'and  ^^o^lsworth.  who  made  a  poem  about  a 
w.ishing-tub  and  a  blind  bov,  may  tell  you  so  as  well 
js  1; ;  whilst  a  long  extent  of  sand  and  unbroken  water. 
without  the  bo.it,  would  be  as  like  dull  prose  as  any 
pamphlet  lately  published. 

What  makes  tlie  po«  try  in  the  image  of  the  m  iftmrblr 
waste  0/  Tadmor,*  or  (irainger's  *  Ode  to  Solitude,** 
so  much  adminsi  by  Johnson?  Is  it  the  *imarble,m  oi- 
the  <*  u'fMtif.M  ihe  artifcitil  or  the  natural  object.  The 
N  w.isteH  is  like  all  other  %vaste% ;  but  the  •«  mnrhle*  of 
Palmyra  make«i  the  po«'try  of  tiie  passage  as  of  the 
place. 

The  beautiful  but  liarren  llymetlus,  the  whole  coast 
of  Attic.i,  her  hills  and  mountains,  Pentelicus,  .Inches- 
mus,  Philopappiis,  etc.,  etc.,  are  in  themselves  poetical, 
and  would  be  so  if  the  name  of  Atheas,  of  .Ithenians, 
and  her  very  ruins,  were  swept  from  the  earth.  Km 
am  I  to  be  told  that  the  «  nature*  uf  Attiea  vionld  he 
more  poiiical  without  llie  m  art*  of  the  Acropolis  ?  of 
the  Temple  of  Theseus^  and  of  the  still  all  (!reek  ami 
glorious  monuments  of  her  exquisitely  artiiicial  genius  ' 
Aok  the  traveller  what  strikes  him  as  most  poetical, 
the  Parthenon,  or  the  ro<-k  on  which  it  stands  7  Tli^ 
coLi'M.fs  of  t^pe  Colonna,  or  the  Cape  itself?  The 
rocks,  at  the  foot  of  it,  or  the  recollection  lluit  Falconer's 
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ship  was  bulged  upmi  tliem.  Therr  are  a  iboiaaBd 
rockt  and  capet,  fur  more  picturesque  thiia  those  of 
the  Acropolis  and  Cape  Sunium  in  thrmsclves ;  what 
arc  they  to  a  thousand  xceoes  in  the  wilder  parts  of 
(ireece,  of  Asia  Minor,  Switzerland,  or  even  of  Ciotra 
in  Portugal,  or  to  manv  ^(:n<s  of  Italy,  and  the  Sierras 
of  Spain  7  ikit  it  \%  ilie  «  nrt,n  the  colunin^,  the  len^- 
pies,  the  wrecked  vorsoI.  vliii-h  (;ive  them  their  antique 
and  thrir  modern  {lociry,  and  not  the  spots  themselves. 
Without  them,  the  %poti  uf  earth  would  be  unnoticed 
and  unknown ;  buried,  like  Babylon  and  Nineveh,  in 
indistinct  confusion,  vilhout  poetry,  as  without  exist- 
eiice:  but  to  whatever  simt  of  earth  these  ruins  were 
transported,  if  they  were  capabU  of  transportation, 
like  the  obelisk,  and  the  sphinx,  and  the  Memnon's 
head,  tfiere  ihey  would  still  exist  in  the  perfection  of 
tliL-ir  beauty  and  iu  the  pride  of  thrir  |K>etry.  I  opposed, 
and  will  ever  oppose,  the  rdibbt>ry  of  ruins  from  Athens, 
to  instruct  the  English  in  sculpture;  but  why  did  I  so  ? 
The  mi  Ml  are  as  poetical  in  Piccadilly  as  they  were  in 
the  Parthenon ;  but  the  Parthenon  and  its  rock  are  less 
so  without  them.     Such  is  the  poetry  of  art. 

Mr  Bowles  contends,  a|{ain,  that  the  pyramids  of 
Egypt  are  poetical,  because  of  «  the  association  with 
Iioundless  deserts,*  and  that  a  m  pyramid  of  the  same 
diinemionsw  would  pot  be  sublime  in  «  Lincoln's  Inn 
Fields;*  not  so  poetical  certainly;  but  take  away  the 
u  pyramids,*  and  what  is  the  «  desert"*.*  Take  away 
Stone-henge  from  Salisbury  plain,  and  it  is  nothing 
more  than  HouumIow  Heath,  or  any  other  uninclosed 
down.  It  appears  to  mo  that  St  Peter's,  the  Coliseum, 
the  Pantheon,  the  Palatine,  the  Apollo,  the  Laocoon, 
the  Venus  di  Meclicis,  the  lirrrules,  the  dying  Gladiator, 
the  Uoses  of  Michel  Angelo,  ami  all  the  higher  works 
uf  Canova  (I  have  alrciidy  spokrn  of  those  of  ancient 
Greece,  still  ext;mt' in  that  country,  or  transported  to 
Knglaud),  area%;^uetiVai  as  Moiit  lUaucor  Mount  A^tna, 
perhaps  still  more  so,  as  they  are  dinrt  manifestations 
of  miiiil,  and  presuppose  poetry  in  their  \cry  concep- 
tion; and  have,  moreover,  as  being  such,  a  something 
of  actual  life,  which  cannot  belong  lo  any  part  of  inaui- 
inate  nature,  uuIcas  we  ado[it  the  system  uf  Spiuosa. 
that  the  world  is  the  deity.  There  can  he  nothing  more 
]HH'tical  in  its  aspect  than  the  city  of  Veuice:  does  tlii> 
depend  upon' the  sea,  or  the  canals? — 

•  Tlie  iliri  dnJ  »i;4'>wrr<t  wUenrr  |irou.l  Venire  ro»«  !■ 

Is  it  the  canal  which  runs  between  the  palace  and  the 
]irison,  or  the  «  Bridge  of  Sighs>«  which  connects  ihem, 
that  render  it  j>oetic.d?  h  it  the  «  (Linal  Gnncle.J 
or  the  Uialto  which  an-lies  it,  (he  churches  which  tower 
over  it,  the  palaces  which  line,  and  (he  gondolas  which 
glide  over  tlie  waters,  that  render  this  city  more  poetical 
than  Rome  itself?  Mr  Bowles  will  say,  perhaps,  that  the 
Uialto  is  but  marble,  the  palaces  aud  churches  oolv 
stoue,  and  the  gondolas  a  u  coarse*  black  cloth,  thrown 
over  some  planks  of  carved  wootl,  with  a  sliiuing  bit  of 
fantastically-formed  iron  at  the  prow,  «  withoutn  tite 
water.  And  1  tell  him  that  without  these  the  water 
would  be  nothing  but  a  cl.iy-cuiouied  ditch,  and  who- 
ever says  tlie  contrary,  descoci  to  be  at  the  bottom  of 
that  where  Poiie's  heroes  arc  enihraced  by  the  mud. 
nymphs.  There  would  hu  noiliing  to  make  the  canal 
uf  Venice  mure  f.oclical  than  (hat  uf  Pu<ldiugton,  were 
it  not  for  the  artitirial  adjuncts  abo\e  mentioned,  al- 
though it  is  a  perfectly  natural  canal,   formed  by  the 


,  and  the  immaierBble  ialands  wlucfa  cooititaic  liir 
site  of  iliis  extraordinary  city. 

The  very  Cloacae  of  Tarquin  at  Rome  are  ai  pon^il 
at  Richmond  Hill ;  many  wilJ    think  more  w.   Tair 
away  Rome,  and  leave  the  Tiber  aod  the  seteo  bida,  s  | 
the  nature  of  Evander's  time;    Irt    Mr   Bowln.  or  Ir  ■ 
Wordftworlli,  or  MrSouthey,  or  any  of  the  olJier  «us. 
rais,*  make  a  poem  upon   them,  and  then  see  vtikhir 
mocl    poetical,  tlieir  production,    or   the  comnkOM  , 
guide-book  which   telis  you    the  road  fron  Si  Prtrrt  - 
to  tlie  Coliseum,  and  iufonna   you  what  yoa  «iJI  w 
by  the  way.     The  ground  iolcre«u  in  Virgil.  liMriiM  it 
will  be  Rome,  and   not   because  it  is  Etindcr*  rbrJ 
domain. 

Mr  Bowles  then  proceeds  to  press  Uomer  into  im  ut- 
vice,  in  aiuwer  to  a  remark  of  BIr  Campbdi».  (lai 
«  Homer  was  a  great  describer   of  works  of  in.»  M: 
Bowles  contends  tliat  all  bis  gn^at  power,  erea  io  Ac. 
depends  upon  their  connexion  with  nature.  The  «  tJ^uJ 
of  Achilles  derives  iu  poetical  interest  from  the  uibjtch 
described  on  iLm     Aud    from   what  does  tht^tarj 
Achilles  derive  its  interest  ?  and  the  helmet  and  uk  ad 
worn  by  Patroclus,  and   the  celcstiM  armour.  anJ :!« 
very  braien  greaves  of  the  weU-booted  (;reeks  ?  b  UiftiJf 
from  the  U!gs,andthti  back,  and  the  breaa.aaaurfer 
man  body,  which  tlicy  inclose  !  In  liiat  case,  it  scJ: 
ha\e  been  more  poetical  to  Itave  made  them  fi^ioa.-£. 
aud  Gulley  and  Gre|;M>n,   as   being  nearer  to  i  «uierf 
nauire,  are  more  poetical,   boxing  iu  a  pairof  dnsn 
than  Hector  and  Achilles  in  radiant  armour,  ud  vsa 
heroic  weapons. 

Instead  of  the  clash  of  helmets,  and  the  nnjifffii 
cliariots,  and  the  whiuiug  of  spears,  aud  thegLuKSU-- 
swords,  and  the  cleaving  of  sliiclds,  and  the  pifMS^U 
brcast-pUtes,  why  not  represent  the  Greeks  aoilTr»jW 
hke  two  sat  age  tribes,  tuggia^  and  tearing,  andki^u:^ 
aud  biting,  aud  gnashing,  fo.imiug,  griuniiig,  tai^ii- 
iug,  iu  all  the  i>oetry  of  martial  nature,  uuiociutj^ 
with  gro»s,  prusaic,  urtilicial  arms,  an  equal  ^uprriliB 
to  the  Uiitural  warrior,  and  his  natural  poel?  b  i.': 
any  thing  un|>oetical  iu  Ulysses  striking  the  Ujo-*: 
Rhesus  with  hiibow  (ha\iug  for{;ottrn  his  (Loi^  i' 
would  Mr  Bowles  have  bad  him  kick  tbtfu  «a  i^ 
fool,  or  smack  them  wi(b  bis  baud,  as  U-iu^  ok.-:  w 
sophisticated  I 

In  Grays  Elegy,  is  there  an  ima^e  more  -L-i* 
than  his  «  shapeless  sculpture  ?»  Of  sculptuft  u  ;^ 
ral,  it  may  be  observed,  that  it  is  more  poetici. :  j: 
nature  itself,  inasmuch  as  it  reproouts  aud  bwiie*!»«J 
that  ideal  beauty  aud  sublimity  vvhich  isor^cr:*'' 
found  in  actual  v.iture.  This  at  Itm^t  is  the  f  w- 
opinion  ;  but,  always  excepting  the  Veou«  di  Mre""' 
differ  from  that  opinion,  at  least  as  fir  .i*  rt^rJ- ■- 
male  beauty,  fur  the  head  of  Lady  Charlemnat  »  - 
lirst  saw  her,  uine  years  ago)  seemcil  to  ih»<4v  »J  -• 
sctdpture  could  require  for  its  ideal.  F  rerollwi  rf^J 
something  of  the  same  kind  iu  the  liead  of  an  Wi-^* 
girl,  who  was  actually  employed  io  mcuding  i  rui' - 
the  mountains,  aitd  iu  some  iirrck,  aud  oncai-- 
Italian  faces.  But  of  >M/«b'mir^-.  I  iia«r  ne«rr  st-.-^i: 
thing  in  huniau  nature  ai  all  lo  approach  (lie  ay- 
^ion  of  sculp(urc,  cither  in  the  Apollo,  the  Mo-v  ' 
other  of  the  sterner  works  of  aiu-iciit  or  nioJcra  ar^ 

l-ct  us  examine  a  little  further  thi«  a  bibUleur .. 
lields.n  and  of  bare  nature  in   general,  a«  suf^i.<: 
aruticial  imagery,  for  the  poetical  purposes  of  the  :.• 
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artt.  In  landscape  painting,  the  great  artist  don  not 
give  you  a  literal  copy  of  a  country,  but  he  invents  and 
composes  onr.  Njiture,  in  her  actual  aspect,  does  not 
fumisli  him  with  such  pxisting  sceues  as  be  require*. 
Even  where  he  presents  you  viith  some  fismous  city,  or 
celirbrated  Mrene  from  mountain  or  otlier  nature,  it 
must  be  taken  from  some  particular  point  of  view,  and 
with  such  li|;ht,  and  shidc,  and  distance,  etc.  a<  &cr\c 
not  only  to  hci|;htrn  its  beauties,  but  to  shadow  itx  de- 
formities. The  poetry  of  nature  alone,  exactly  as  she 
I  appears,  i»  not  suflicieut  to  bear  him  out.  The  very  sky 
of  \\\%  pjintiiif;  \%  not  the  portrait  nf  the  sky  of  nature; 
it  is  a  rnm|in.<siiion  of  different  sitiei,  observeti  at  diffi'- 
rent  times,  aud  not  the  whnle copied  from  any  particti- 
Utr  day.  And  why  ?  DecauHe  Nature  is  not  lavish  of 
her  beauties  :  they  arc  widely  scattered,  and  occaMonally 
diKplayril,  to  be  selected  with  care,  aud  (gathered  willi 
diftirultv. 

Of  itculpture  I  have  jvkst  spoken.  It  is  the  Rreat 
scope  of  the  sculptor  to  heighten  nature  into  heroic 
beauty,  1.  e.  in  plain  English,  to  siirpaM  hi«  modrl. 
When  (^anova  forro^  a  statin*,  he  takes  a  limb  from  one, 
a  hand  from  another,  a  feature  from  a  third,  and  a 
slispe,  it  may  be,  from  a  fourth,  probably  at  the  Mtnc 
time  improvinj;  upon  all,  as  the  Greek  of  old  did  in 
embodying  hi«  Venus. 

Ask  a  portr.iit  painter  to  describe  his  agonies  in  ac- 
commodating tlip  faces  with  which  Nature  and  his  sit. 
ters  have  crowded  his  painiing-room  to  the  principles  of 
his  art;  with  the  eit-eption  of  perha|M  ten  fiices  in  as 
many  millions,  there  is  not  one  which  hecanvrnture  to 
give  wiihoui  shading  much  ami  adding  more.  Nature, 
exactly,  simply,  barely  nature,  will  make  no  great  artist 
of  any  kind,  and  least  of  all  a  poet— 'the  most  artifiri-d. 
perltaps,  of  all  artists  iu  his  very  essence.  Witli  ni^ard 
to  natural  imagery,  the  poets  are  obligetl  to  take  sonic  of 
their  l>eftt  illustrations  from  tirt.  You  say  that  m  a  foun- 
tain if  as  clear  or  de^^vr  tluu  glasi^m  to  express  its 
beauty — 

In  thr  speet:h   of  !ibrk   Antony,  the  body  of  Osar  is 
dijipl.iyed,  but  so  also  is  his  mantle  : 

•  Tou  •'!  Jo  liBAw  thi«  wtmMtIa,  nr. 


•  L«pk  !  ia  thia  pUc«  ran  Cmhm*  Jbffir  throafb.* 

If  the  poet  had  said  tliatCassius  had  run  libj?«Mhrougli 
the  rent  of  tlie  mantle,  it  would  have  had  more  of  Mr 
lloikles's  «  naturcn  to  iielp  it;  but  the  artificial  dagger  U 
more  poctiral  than  any  natural  Jkaiul  without  it.  In  tite 
sublime  of  s,icrcd  poetry,  «  Who  is  this  tliat  cometh 
from  Edom  7  with  dyed  garme^from  Boirah  ?»  Would 
M  the  comer»be  poetical  withoul^is  «  dyed  garments'*.  *> 
which  strike  and  startle  the  specUtor,  and  identify  tlte 
approaching  object. 

The  mother  of  Sisera  is  represented  listening  for  the 
«  wheels  of  his  chariot.*  Solomon,  in  his  Song,  com- 
pares the  nose  of  his  beloved  to  a  «•  tower,»  which  to  us 
appears  au  oastrni  exaggeration.  If  he  had  said,  that 
ber  sutuc  was  like  that  of  •<  a  tower,*  it  would  ha\e 
been  as  poetical  as  if  he  luil  compared  her  to  a  tier. 

■  TU-:  viciuout  Mai«ia  $ntf«n  abAva  h*r  aai-* 

is  an  iuNiauir  <if  an.irtiliii.il  image  to  exprc-**  a  mcral 
su|ieri'iriiy.     Hut  Solomon,  it  is  probable,  did  not  <  om- 


pare  his  beloved's  now  to  a  «  tower*  on  aecoanl  of  iu 
length,  but  of  its  symmetry ;  and.  makingallowanee  for 
eastern  hyperbole  and  the  diffieidty  of  finding  a  discreet 
image  for  a  female  nose  in  nature,  it  is  perhaps  as  good 
a  figure  as  any  other. 

Art  is  not  infprior  to  nature  for  poetical  purposes. 
Wliat  nuikes  a  regiment  of  sohiiers  a  more  noble  object 
of  view  tlian  the  same  mass  of  mob  7  Their  arms,  their 
dresses,  their  Imnners,  and  tlie  art  and  artificial  sym- 
metry of  their  position  and  mo«emenls.  A  Highland- 
er's plai«l,  a  Mussulman's  turban,  nod  a  Roman  t(^, 
are  more  pui'iical  than  the  Uttooed  or  uutattoord  but* 
tocksofa  NewSaiklwieh  sasage,  although  they  wen* 
described  by  William  WunUwortli  himself  like  the 
«  idiot  in  his  glory.  >» 

I  have  seen  as  many  mountaioa  as  most  men,  and  more 
fleets  tlian  the  generality  of  landsmen:  and,  to  my  mind, 
a  large  con\  oy,  with  a  few  sail  of  the  line  to  conduct  them, 
is  as  noble  .-ind  as  poetical  a  prospect  as  all  that  inani- 
mate  nature  can  produce.,  I  prefer  the  «  matt  of  some 
great  ammiral.*  with  all  its  tackle,  to  the  Scotch  fir  or 
the  Alpine  tannen:  and  think  that  More  poetry Aaf&een 
made  out  of  it.  In  what  does  ihe  infinite  superiority  of 
M  Falconer's  Shipwreck,*  overall  other  sliipwrecks. con- 
sist? In  his  admirable  applicrjtion  of  the  terms  of  his 
art ;  in  a  poet-sailor's  d<>siTiption  of  the  sailor's  fate. 
These  very  terms,  by  his  application,  make  the  strength 
and  reality  of  his  poem.  Why?  because  he  «as  a  poet, 
and  iu  the  hands  of  a  poet  art  will  not  be  found  less 
omamrntal  than  nature.  It  is  precisely  in  general  na- 
ture, and  in  stepping  out  of  his  element,  tlial  Falconer 
fails ;  where  he  digresses  to  s|icak  of  ancient  Greece,  and 
«  such  branches  of  learning.* 

In  Dy.'r's  Crongar  Hill,  upon  which  his  fame  rests, 
the  verv  appearance  of  Nature  herself  is  moralised  into 
an  artificial  image: 

•  Tliaa  ia  Njlurr'a  rr$rvre  «  roOQht. 
Til  iaalnirt  ear  waaJning  lhftu(ht . 
Tkua  aha  d0Mmt  f  ivM  tmd  9«jr. 

Tw  diaperac  our  i'^rra  ■««}.• 

And  here  also  we  ha^e  the  telescope,  the  mivuse  of 
whii  h,  from  Milton,  has  rendered  Mr  Bowles  so  triumph- 
ant over  Mr  Campbell : 

•  $•  wa  ni*lak«>  ikr  falurt'a  fac*. 
¥.^ti  Ibroufk  Hopa'a  Mmlimf  flmtt* 

And  here  a  word,  eis  passant^  to  Mr  Campbell: 

•  Aa  JO*  auHMiita.  tafi  aa^  fair, 
Ci»i  IB  ralaan  of  Um  ak. 
Which,  la  tkoaa  wIm  jaanMy  afar. 
Barraa,  bvawa.  aad  rvucb  appaar, 
Siill  wt  lrr«4  lt»#  aanr  t>-araa  waj— 
Th»  pmaat'a  atill  a  rlflady  Jay.« 


Is  not  this  tlie  original  of  tlie  far-famed 

■  'T  it  diauarr  Ica4a  aarhaalHaal  la  iha  iir*. 
Aa«l  lobaa  ibr  BoaaUia  la  iu  aiura  hac  !• 


To  return  once  more  to  tlie  sea.  Let  any  one  look  on 
tlie  long  wall  of  BUlamocco,  which  curbs  the  Adriatic, 
and  pronounce  between  the  sea  and  iu  ma«ter.  Surely 
that  Roman  work  (I  mean  Roainn  in  conception  and 
p<*rfbrmance),  which  s,iys  to  the  ocean,  «  thus  for  sbalt 
thou  come,  and  no  furtlier,*  and  is  obeyetl,  is  not  les* 
sublime  and  piH-tical  than  ilie  angry  waves  which  vainly 
break  liciirath  it. 

Mr  IJovkIc,  m-ikis  the  i  liii-f  part  of  a  ship's  porsy  dr- 
'  jHiul  on  ihcH  wmd..  iImu%»S»s  i-.i  ship  uutler sailmi»rc 


lower  roriiicmaiiutdclory  or  patent  shot,  surrounded  by 
the  f.imc  S('euery?»  I  %iill  ausurcr — the  arcltiteiture. 
Turn  Westminster  Abbey,  or  Saint  PauJ's,  into  a  powder 
magazine,  their  poetry,  as  objects,  remaius  the  same  ; 
tlic  Partlieoou  wu«  actually  converted  into  one  by  the 
Turks,  during  Morosini's  Venetian  siege,  and  part  of  it 
destroyed  in  consequence.  Cromwell's  dragoons  stalled 
their  steeds  in  Worcester  cathedml ;  was  it  less  poetical, 
as  an  object,  than  before  7  Ask  a  foreigner  on  his  ap- 
proach to  London,  what  strikes  him  as  the  most  poetical 
of  the  lowers  before  him ;  he  will  point  out  St  PauTsand 
Westminster  Abbey,  without,  perhaps,  knowing  the 
names  or  associations  of  either,  and  pass  over  the  uiower 
for  patent  Bhot,»  not  that,  for  any  thing  he  knows  to 
the  contrary,  it  might  not  be  the  mausoleum  of  a  mo- 
narch, or  a  Waterloo  column,  or  a  Trafalgar  monu- 
ment, but  because  its  architecture  is  obviously  inferior. 

To  the  question,  «  whether  the  description  of  a  game 
of  cards  be  as  poetical,  supposing  the  execution  of  the 
artists  equal,  as  a  description  of  a  walk  in  a  forest  ?» 
it  may  be  answered,  that  the  materials  arc  certainly 
not  equal;  but  that  u  the  artist,*  who  has  rendered 
the  «•  game  of  cards  poelical,»  is  by  far  the  greater  of 
the  two.  But  all  this  «  ordering*  of  poets  is  purely  ar- 
bitrary  on  the  part  of  Mr  Bowles.  There  may  or  may 
not  be,  in  fact,  different  corder^n  of  poetry,  but  the 
poet  is  alwap  ranked  according  to  his  execution,  and 
not  according  to  his  branch  of  the  art. 

Tragedy  is  one  of  the  highest  presumed  orders.  Hughes 
has  written  a  tragedy,  and  a  very  successful  one; 
Fenton  another ;  and  Pope  none.  IHd  any  man,  how- 
ever,— will  even  Mr  Bowles  himself  rank  Hughes  and 
Fenlon  as  poets  above  Pope  7  Was  even  Addison  (the 
author  of  Gato),  or  Rowe  (one  of  the  higher  order  of 
dramatists,  as  far  as  success  goes),  or  Young,  or  even 
Olway  and  Southeme,  ever  raised  for  a  moment  to  the 
same  rank  with  Pope  in  the  estimation  of  the  reader 
or  the  critic,  before  his  death  or  since  7  If  Mr  Bowles  will 
contend  for  claauficatlont  of  this  kind,  let  him  recollect 
that  deacriptive  poetry  has  been  ranked  as  among  the 


tie  Should  have  written  (f  rose  to  truth. >» 
the  higlirst  of  all  pot^iry  is  ctliical  poetry, 
est  of  all  carilily  objetrts  mu^t  be  moral  iru 
does  not  make  a  part  of  my  subject  ;  it  i 
beyond  human  powers,   and  has   faih^    in 
hands  except  Milton's  and  Dautr's,  and   < 
powers  are  involved  in  his  delineation  of 
sions,   though  in  supernatural   circumstai 
made  Socrates  the  greatest  of  men !   His  m 
his  ethics.     What  proved  Jesus  Chri«t  the 
hardly   less   than   his  miracles?    His   moi 
And  if  ethics  have  made  a  plitJosopher  the 
imd  have  not  been  disdained  as  an  adjunct 
by  the  Deity  himself,   are   we    to   be   told 
poetry,  or  didactic  poetry,    or    by  whaie«'i 
term  it,  whose  object  is  to  make  men  bette 
is  not  the  very  first  order  of  poetry ;   and  '* 
told   this  too  by  one  of  the    prteslliood? 
more  mind,  more  wisdom,    more  power, 
«  foreslstt  that  ever  were  «  walked «  for  the 
tion,»   and  all  the  epics  that  ever  were  fa 
fields  of  battle.     The  Geoif^ics   are   iudispi 
I   believe,   undisputedly^  even   a  liner  po 
£neid.  Virgil  knew  this  ;   he  did  not  ofdo 
burnt. 


•  The  proprr  ttody  of  naakiBd  k  mam 


.% 


It  is  the  fashion  of  the  day  to  lay  great 
what  they  call «  imaginaiionw  and  «  invenii 
commonest  of  qualities:  an  Irish  peasant, 
whiskey  in   his  head,   will    imaigine  and 
than  would  furnish  forth  a  modern  poena. 
had  not  been  spoiled  by  the   Epicurean 
should  have  had  a  far  superior  poem   to 
existence.    As   mere  poetry,  it  is   the   fii 
poems.     What  then  has  ruined  it  ?     His  e 
has  not  tliis  defect;  his  moral  is  as  pure  a 
is  glorious.     In  speaking   of  artificial  obj 
omitted  to  tonch  upoVooe  which  I  will  nc 
Cannon  may  be  presumed  to  b«  as  hig;fal] 
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DIE  luhUme  ui  ih«  haiHlt  of  ihe  Almiglil}, 


F  or  11  (liu  ■uolliir 


HI  Iht  firuiMp  of 
DcH  for  Jcboiali. 


iJic  dwrdian,  in  iliit  kiihI  adminible  moirl  of 
•uif,  bii  p»prr  on  ihe  lubjtcl.  If  ibcn  lu  unj 
ling  eOfiAblF  ahoat  PbiJIipt,  Ll  couLd  lianJJy  be  Id* 
ulunli.  Thcf  vcre  dnpiribln,  ind  Pope  eipmud 
II  eoBlHDpl.     If  Kr  FiUferalil  puMishn]  ■  toIuoib  of 

■d  Mr  BoTin  nmie  In  s 
odiCHl  paprr  upon  Ihfm.  wt 
Jllion  dF  Die  •  Rejn'led  Addtcus-  bare  ridiculed 
ileen  or  larmy  -Gnl  liiioi  poelia  of  (he  day; 
1  (IWT  •■  eUTya  Ibem !  •  Eavy-  arrilhrt.  it  don't  li 
he  Aulhon  of  (be  -  hcjcclnl  Addrctm*  my  doipite 
ipie.  but  iliey  en  baldly  •  eliyi  iin)  of  Ihe  pe 
bom  Ibey  bate  pirodjed^  nod  Pope  couM  hai 
lore  rUTird  PluUipi  IhoD  be  did  Weliied,  or  Tbeobildt, 


but  Cawper't  <f  noi  llou 


Ir  PJiill 


r,  I  1 


ID  yoi 


Lore  proceeded  From  «enTyp  than  did  Pupa't  ridkuJc 
idbeentySiifll  Did  be  eoiy  BoliagbFoke?  Did  h< 
iiy   Giy   the  unparalleled  luccen  gf  bit  •  Beggar' 

ludy  Ibe  fini  ■oman  you  meet  'ith.  or  Ibe  Bni  leiiL 
ler.  lei  Hr  Bowie.  Iiimxir  (oboni  I  acquil  Fully  of 
\ch  an  odiaua  qualiiyj  iiudy  lome  oF  bill  own  poetical 


l«per(lbe».o 
t  Uugb..lbr 

eCowpe 

bia.tU 

bltoTln 

buetlllioo-aFPope 

wiUlilld 

l:   1  renember  ibe 

»-ge.    tboug 
i»l«  Cowper 
p  like  ■  Ked* 

Vf). 
Jlojue.' 

p   panicuUr  ha  r.^ 
itbaoafflKiediml- 

•ill  e 


lay  dowa 


M9 


■u  fbr  Ibe 


illier.  It  liDOI  eieuCo*' 
'ope'i  lloioer  vitb  i  np- 

lilldrCD  ire  nol  iht  wont  judpei  of  Ibcir  awB 
uage.  Ai  a  boy  I  read  Uooier  id  the  orl^uaK  a 
a>e  all  done.  aonK  of  hi  by  force,  and  •  fe*  by 

Ite  pnrpoaeH  it  ■■  cuDujih  Ibal  1  reed  bin.  Ac  ■ 
baic  (Tied  to  read  Cowpcr'e  Temian,  aDd  I  fou 
nipowble.  Haaany  baai^u  reader  eter  aucccedei 
AndnoD  lliaise  baic  beard  llwC*(bolicRpn>«bal 
rilh  eory,  duplieily.  licenliouuen,  aviriee— wha 
(he  Caliiaifil      Uc  ((leeiipteil  (be  nuni  iirMJo 

BceauiF  he  ««  to  b«  inaminrd  whether  be  wa>  fit  fcr 
an  oFlice  vbicb  be  leriiH  in  wiib  to  hare  made  ■ 
cure,   nil  conneiion  with  lira  Uuwio  aai  pure  enoufb, 

why  (ben  if  Ibe  iaflrrn  and  tbeq  elderly  Pope  la  be  re- 
praiedfbrhiacanneiiaD  with  Harllig  UlDuiiir  Cow. 
per  wia  the  aJmnoer  oF  Mn  TbmaiDunon ;  but  Popea 

fortiuiet  •WTVil.     Pope  va> 


-J 


the  tolemnc  y«t  steady  adherent  of  the  moec  bigoted  of 
sects;  and  Gowper  the  most  bigoted  and  despondent 
sectary  tliat  ever  anticipated  damnation  to  himself  or 
others.  Is  tliis  harsh?  I  know  it  is,  and  I  do  not  assert 
it  as  my  opinion  of  Cowper  personally,  but  to  show 
whmt  might  be  said,  with  just  as  great  an  appearance  of 
truth  and  candour,  as  all  the  odium  which  has  been 
accumulated  upon  Pope  in  similar  speculations.  Cow- 
per was  a  good  man,  and  lived  ai  a  fortunate  time  for 
his  works. 

Mr  Bowles,  apparently  not  relying  entirely  upon  his 
own  arguments,  has,  in  persou  or  by  proxy,  brought 
forward  the  names  of  Southey  and  Moore.  Mr  Southey 
«c  agrees  entirely  with  Mr  Bowles  in  his  invariable 
principles  of  poetry. w  The  least  that  Mr  Dowles  can  do 
in  return  is  to  approve  the  m  invariable  principles  of  Mr 
Southey.M  I  should  have  thought  that  the  word  «  rit- 
variablen  miyht  have  stuck  in  Southey's  throat,  like 
Macbc'th's  MAmen!i»  I  am  sure  it  did  in  mine,  and  I 
am  not  the  least  consistent  of  the  two,  at  least  as  a 
voter.  Moore  (e(  tu  Brute  /)  also  approves,  and  a  Mr 
J.  Scott.  There  is  a  letter  also  of  two  lines  firom.  a 
gentleman  in  asterisks,  who  it  seems,  is  a  poet  of  «  the 
highest  rank w — who  can  this  bel  not  my  friend.  Sir 
Walter,  surely.  Gimpbcll  it  can't  be;  Rogers  it  won't 
be. 


[Ppp«,  I  prtMne] 


•  You  hat*  kit  tk$  matt  i'm  the  bead,  and  *  *  *  * 
•■  ibe  baad  aUe.a 

I  rtmudn,  yourt,  affcrtiAaaitly, 

(Four  Aauritki.) 


And  in  asterisks  lot  him  remain.  Whoever  this  person 
may  be,  he  dc&orvcs,  for  such  a  judgment  of  Midas, 
tliat  «thc  nailn  which  .Mr  Rovlcs  h.ts  hit  in  the  hcad» 
should  be  driven  through  his  owu  cars;  I  am  sure  that 
they  arc  long  enough. 

The  attention  of  the  poetical  populace  of  the  present 
day  to  obtain  an  ostracism  against  Pope  is  as  easily  ac- 
counted for  as  the  Athenian's  shell  ag^tinst  Aristides « 
they  are  tired  of  hearing  him  al^^ys  called  h  the  Just.)* 
They  are  also  fighting  for  life  ;  for  if  he  maintains  his 
station,  they  will  reach  their  own  falling.  They  have 
raised  a  mosque  by  the  side  of  a  Grecian  temple  of  the 
purest  arrliitecture;  and,  more  barbarous  tbau  the  bar- 
barians from  whose  practice  I  have  borrowed  the 
figure,  tliey  arc  not  coulenlcd  with  their  own  grotesque 
edifice,  unless  they  destroy  the  prior  and  purely  beauti- 
ful fabric  which  preceded,  and  which  shames  them  and 
theirs  for  ever  and  ever.  I  shall  be  told  that  amongst 
those  I  have  been  {or  it  may  be  slill  am)  conspicuous — 
true,  and  I  am  ashamed  of  it.  I  have  been  amongst 
the  builders  of  this  Uabel,  attended  by  a  confusion  of 
tougues,  but  never  amongst  the  envious  destroyers  of 
the  classic  temple  of  our  predecessor.  I  have  loved 
and  honoured  the  huae  and  name  of  that  illu&t^ous 
and  unrivalled  man,  far  more  than  my  own  paltry 
renown,  and  the  trashy  jingle  of  the  crowd  of 
•  schools*  and  upstarts,  who  pretend  to  rival,  or  even 
surpass  him.  Sooner  than  a  single  leaf  should  be 
torn  from  his  Laurel,  it  were  bettor  that  all  which  tiiese 


will  BOt  Too,  air,  luaom  how  §mt  T 
whether  my  opioioa,  not  ooly  in  the  shortwiihl 
tended  far  pnblicatioa,  and  in  private  letien  vtia ; 
can  never  be  published,  has  or  has  oof  been  dir  ok.  I 
I  look  upon  thb  as  the  declining  age  of  En^GOi  pwcr- 
no  regard  for  others,  no  selBsh  feeling,  eaa  pmrt!  v 
from  seeing  this,  and  expressing  the  trnth.  Time  a 
be  no  worse  sign  for  the  taste  of  the  tioies  Una  ui 
depreciation  of  Pope.  It  would  be  better  to  nreiie  is 
proof  Mr  Cobbett*s  rongfa  btat  strong  aitock  «■ 
Shakspeare  and  Milton,  than  to  allow  this  <mitt±  m 
«  candid*  undermining  of  the  rrputatioo  of  ilif  bm 
perfect  of  our  poeu  and  the  purest  of  our  raoruai 
Of  his  power  in  the  passions ^  in  descriptioo  co  ^ 
mock-heroic,  I  leave  others  to  descant  1  tike  b»  « 
his  strong  ground,  as  an  eUtical  poet:  in  thr  fjrar 
none  cicel,  in  the  mork-heroic  and  the  eihicala* 
equal  him;  and,  in  my  mind,  the  latter  is  the  ai^ 
of  all  poetry,  because  it  does  that  in  i*erse,  whiri  k 
greatest  of  men  have  wished  to  acromplitb  is  pna 
If  the  essence  of  poetry-  must  be  a  fie,  thm«  i(  air 
dogs,  or  banish  it  from  your  republic,  as  Pbio  ««it 
have  done.  He  who  can  reconcile  poetry  vith  nl 
and  wisdom,  is  the  only  true  « poetm  in  its  n:^  9m 
«  the  maker^*  «  the  crtatorm — why  mu«t  thisavuiv 
«  liar,»  the  «  feigner,*  «  the  tale-teller?*  A  isab'j 
make  and  create  better  things  tlian  tliese. 

I  shall  not  presume  to  say  that  Pope  isi»k:bi 
poet  as  Shakspeare  and  Milton,  though  his  csrsi 
^M'arton,  places  him  immediately  under  them.  I  mU 
no  more  say  thb  than  I  would  assert  ia  Ihr  ui* 
(once  Saint  Sophia's),  that  Socrates  was  a  gresfrr a 
than  Mahomet.  But  if  I  s.iy  that  he  is  very  neartfes, 
it  is  no  more  than  has  heen  asserted  of  Buns  **' 
supposed 

■  To  rivwl  bH  but  VbabBpflar***  -imr  bfUv.i 

I  say  nothing  against  this  opinion.  Bnt  of  whiti^r',) 
according  to  tlie  poetical  aristocracy,  are  Bonii'«p«« 
These  are  his  opus  magnum^  a  Tarn  O'Shaoter.^  \^ 
the  « Cotter's  Saturday  Ni(^it,w  a  drscriptire  -Artn 
some  others  in  the  same  style ;  the  rest  are  «oc^  ^ 
much  for  the  rank  of  his  productions:  (hr  roi* 
Burns  is  the  very  first  of  liis  art.  Of  Pope  I  bnrfl- 
pressed  my  opinion  elsewhere,  a«  also  of  tli<  '^ 
which  the  present  attempts  at  poetry  have  bad  ^ 
our  literature.  If  any  great  nation.il  or  luninl  ir 
vulsion  could  or  should  overwhelm  your  roosoy  - 
such  sort  as  to  sweep  Great  Britain  from  the  Ha^ 
of  the  earth,  and  leave  only  that,  after  all  ike  a>» 
living  of  human  things,  a  dead  language^  tobe«i»^- 
and  read,  and  imitated  by  the  wise  of  future  as.  t 
generations  u^-jn  foreign  shores  ;  if  your  Wvrvr 
should  become  the  learning  of  miinkind.  <fivf«ir>. ' 
party  cabals,  temporary  fashions,  and  natiooal  p" 
and  prejudice;  an  Englishman,  anxious  that  tbe  p^ 
terity  of  strangers  sliould  know  that  then  htiin*^ 
such  a  tiling  as  a  British  Epic  and  Tragedy,  mi(b«i^ 
for  tlie  preservation  of  Sluikspearc  and  Mittoo.  i* 
the  surviving  world  would  snatch  Pope  from  tbf  «^ 


men,  and  that  I,  as  one  of  their  set,  have  ever  written,  '  and  let  the  rest  sink  with  the  people.      He  is  th<-  m^ 

should  poet  of  all  civiliration  ,  and,  as  such,  let  a*  bopr  Ji* 

....  fl  ..    -n      «-  '•'^  ^'''  ''"*^  ^^"y  ^  ****  national  poet  of  raaakm''.    * 

■  Line  irunki.  clolht  tpice,  or,  fluilrrino  id  a  row,  .111  ,         .'  1 

Bcfr.n6«  i»»'  "iU  of  u^dUm  or  Soho :.  |  «  '^^^  ooly  poct  tltat  Hcvcr  aihocRft  :  the  only  pu'i*'- 

^  faultlcssncis  lias  been  made  his  reprtNich.    Tj^:  '- 
There  are  those  who  will  believe  this,  aud  those  who    eye  over   his  productious;  consider  iheir  c«i<:Bt. '^ 

i 


LETTER  ON  BOWLES'S  STRICTURES  ON  POPE. 


.  nolliil,  ■nd    I 


foil  KripBin. — Long  a  ihii  Idler  tiu  imwa.  I 
liod  il  DKOHry  la  ■ppud  ■  pMUcript. — if  pauibis,  ■ 
■ban  «».  Mr  BnlM  drain  ll»l  b«  ha>  ircuxd  Pi)|k 
of  «  a  »rdid  inaucy-5«iiiQj|  paniaii  ;n  buT  be  tddi  <ijf 


etl.rr 


ijriitd  k 


bin  1>  Manbs  Blouiit,  vbo. 
Mr  Bawla  cliariubly  uy>,  .  prnbablT  lliouglil  be  did 
ail  uie  cnnuub  for  licr  ■•  letiiiHi,.     Wlwtmr  nbe 

fataur.  Tbruibireii  AJdrrmin  lirbH!  HcSiMDCi!'! 
Anccdnia.  There  it  Pope'i  eoM  umer  lo  HiliM. 
wlien  be  propoud  ■  pauinni  liit  behaiiour  la  Cri^igi 
■nil  la  Addiiaa  upon  likesccuioni:  indbuowB 


^  would  tuve  becD  proud  (c  poi- 


Xr  Bovl^  ippan,  indeed.  lo  be  •■Ktpljblc  bcyood 
thepriiilegearauibenhip.  Than  iiiplnioiin  d*di«- 
tiaa  w  Mr  GirTonl,  ia  obkli  Ih  it  nude  reepoBMbk  fur 

Iff  BuaJeti  publiciuoD.     Km.  ii  wmi  lo 
me  ibe  more  impanui.  Ibai,  naloilluIaiuliDK  Ibat  Iba 
ilar  sf  (ba  Uuirierif  eDierlaiiu  Dpininnaa 
ibe  able  Irlicla  on  SpcDce.  nnenbelMa  th 
I  pcnaiiicil  IB  appear.     !•  a  reiin  id  ba  •!>- 


miifLiI  be  abfjrf.  bui  aat  atUnuhad.  I  batv  bdpa  ra- 
lirotd  ia  Ibe  (luarterlf  iJiiiDU  at  oFlnl  at  Nr  Boalo. 

ptetiail.  ateouJd  welJ  be  prMiaaaced.  In  Ilia  rerit* 
aC-TbeFaUafJcnuikm.>illttui«l  ibai  I  liaieda- 
tMed  ■  mif  powert.  etc.  (o  the  wor%i  p«nt  of  maai- 

compUined  to  Girford.     1  belieit  tbal  I  abvrttd  ■■  ■ 
t  Iboogbl  •Ibai  Ihi  eiilic  migbl  ban 


[lanlioa,  Ibilbe-i 


'  proBi'bad  •.    If  Hr  Bowlet,  nbo  miul  bat 
■II  llie  miHni  of  refntbtOE  bit  menwrj, 


ited  Miln 


id  In. 


iiMiratIeDl--OF  o 
Ueg*  af  reipoaie  « 


J.  Ur  Bonl. 


DSpe» 


Ym 


Ibai  t  am  n< 
in  Ibil  at  lUr  eandiKlDr  o/  ll 
I  taw  Ibal  arlide.  I  ■<•  BionllY  reriain  Ibai  I  kim  Ibe 
aulhor  •  by  bit  uyle..      tou  will  lell  me  ibai  I  da  hi 

to  Iball  I.  ibouEh  no  one  bat  e>er  iairiurwd  >1  lo  OK 
lie  It  noi  ihe  pei»D  vbom  Hr  Bowln  dinouiim.  H 
Bovltt't  eilrtme  ttntibilily  KiDiDdt  na  of  «  eimun 
■laaea  ubicli  unurred  on  beard  of  a  ftifia.  in  whid 
I  wai  ■  paueiiBer  and  |ueai  of  ibr  capiaini  for  a  (on 
udenbie  lime.  Tba  tunfeoo  oa  board,  a  very  ^ollc- 
maoly  youoB  mm.  and  remarkably  tl '  ' 
•ioR,  varcaiKij.  Itpnii Ihii araamenl 


mined  I 

Mr 

owlet  bii  been  ai  «  pu 

Ihaffbe 

ublidy  rdur 

■ledalK., 

rr. 

lerlian.  Wh 

o»n,  ba 

pleaded  on 

.c  Uanday 

bad   cat 

bra 

ugbl  ..p  ihe 

a  I  wouM 

pljl     Ao 

dit 

la  eicuie,  <t 

ilbh  would 
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BTROM'S  V^ORRS. 


I  '! 


SI  Jh^dgttmtt 


June  17,  18 16. 
In  the  year  17 — ,  liaving  for  some  time  determined 
on  a  journey  through  countries  not  hitherto  much  fre^ 
quented  by  travellers,  I  set  out.  accompanied  by  a  friend 
'whom  I  shall  designate  by  the  name  of  Augustus  Dar- 
nell. He  was  a  few  years  my  elder,  and  a  man  of  con- 
siderable fortune  and  ancient  family — advantages  which 
an  extensive  capacity  prevented  him  alike  from  under-  ' 
valuing  or  overrating.  Some  peculiar  circumstances  in 
his  private  history  had  rendered  him  to  me  an  object 
of  attention,  of  interest,  and  even  of  regard,  which 
neither  the  reser\-e  of  his  manners,  nor  occasional  indi- 
cations of  an  inquietude  at  times  nearly  approaching  to 
alienation  of  mind,  could  ettiiiguish. 

I  was  yet  young  in  lifr,  which  I  had  begun  eariy; 
but  my  intimacy  with  him  was  of  a  recent  date:  we  had 
been  educated  at  the  same  schools  and  univeruty ,  but 
his  progress  through  these  had  preceded  mine,  and  he 
liad  been  deeply  initiated  into  what  is  called  the  world, 
while  I  was  yet  in  my  noviciate.  While  thus  engaged,  I 
had  heard  much  both  of  his  past  and  present  life ;  and, 
although  in  tlicse  accounts  there  were  many  and  irre- 
concilable contradictions,  I  could  still  gather  from  the 
^hole  that  he  was  a  being  of  no  common  order,  and 
one  who,  whatever  pains  he  might  take  to  avoid  re- 
mark, would  siill  be  remarkable.  I  had  cultivated  his 
acquaintance  .subM*quen(lv,  and  endeavoured  to  obtain 
his  frieudship,  but  this  lu.ti  appeared  to  be  unattainable; 
wliatevcr  affections  he  might  have  possessed  seemed 
now,  Kome  to  have  been  exiiugui^hed,  and  others  to  be 
coorrntred :  tli.it  lii^  feolin(;s  wore  arulr,  I  had  suffi- 
cient opportunities  of  observing;  for,  although  he  could 
control,  he  could  not  altogether  disguise  them :  still  he 
had  a  power  of  giving  tu  one  passion  the  appearance  of 
another  in  such  a  manner  thnt  it  was  ilifficult  to  define 
the  nature  of  what  was  working  wiiliiii  him  ;  and  the 
expressions  of  his  features  would  vary  fio  rapidly,  though 
slightly,  that  it  was  useless  to  trace  them  to  their  sources. 
It  was  evident  that  he  was  a  prey  to  some  cureless  dis- 
quiet ;  but  whether  it  arose  from  ambition,  love,  re- 
morse, grief,  from  one  or  all  of  these,  or  merely  from 
a  morbid  lemperumont  akin  to  disease,  I  could  not  dis- 
cover: there  were  circumstances  alleged  which  might 
have  justified  the  application  to  each  of  these  causes; 
but,  as  I  lia\c  before  s;rKl,  these  were  so  contradictory 
aud  contradicted,  th:<t  none  couM  be  fixt^I  u|K>n  with 
accuracy.  Where  there  is  mystery,  it  is  {generally  sup- 
posed that  there  must  also  be  e%il :  I  know  not  how  this 
may  be,  but  in  liim  there  certainly  was  the  one,  though 
I  could  not  ascertain  the  extent  of  the  other — and  felt 
loth,  as  far  as  regarded  himself,  to  believe  in  its  exist- 
ence. My  advances  were  received  with  sufficient  cold- 
ness ;  but  1  was  young,  and  not  easily  discouraged,  and 
at  length  succeeded  in  obtaining,  to  a.  certain  degree, 
that  common-place  intercourse  and  moderate  confidence 
of  common  and  every-day  concerns,  created  and  ce- 
mented by  similarity  of  pursuit  and  frequency  of  meet- 
ing,  which  is  called  intimacy,  or  friendship,  according 
to  the  ideas  of  him  who  uses  those  words  to  express  them. 

Darvcll  had  already  travelled  extensively,  aud  to  him 
I  had  applied  for  infbrmation  with  regard  (o  the  coa- 


duct  of  my  Intended  journey.  It  was  my  seem  wA 
that  he  might  be  prerailcd  on  to  accompaoT  mv :  it  «> 
also  a  probable  hope,  founded  upon  tli^  sludowr  m< 
lessness  which  I  had  observed  in  Itim,  and  to  whu-tii' 
anioution  which  he  appeared  to  feel  on  snrfa  su^jifii 
and  his  apparent  indiffereQce  to  all  by  vlwb  be  n 
more  immediately  surrounded,  ^ve  fimk  strrwf^ 
This  wish  1  first  hinted,  and  then  expressed:  bisoBsar 
though  I  had  partly  expected  it,  gave  rae  all  the  pifr 
sure  of  surprise — be  consented;  and,  after  the  mioifii? 
arrangements,  wr  commenced  our  voyages.  AfuTjtw; 
neyiug  through  various  countries  of  the  soath  of  Lsnf 
our  attention  was  turned  towards  the  east,  vtoHm 
to  our  original  destination ;  and  it  was  ia  nv  pnfv 
through  those  regions  that  the  incident  occunv^ifa 
which  will  turn  what  I  may  have  to  relate. 

The  constitution  of  Darvell, .  which  most  frm  hr 
appearance,  have  been  in  eariy  life  more  thia  bhIi 
robust,  had  been  for  some  tinae  gradaally  p%ia(  nr, 
without  the  intervention  of  any  apparent  disear  it 
had  neither  cou^h  nor  hectic,  yet  be  becaiDr  M| 
more  enfeebled :  his  habits  were  temperate.  Jsd  ^ 
neither  declined  nor  complained  of  fatigue,  vrt  hf  vh 
evidently  wa&tidg  awny  :  he  became  more  asd  we 
silent  and  sleepless,  aud  at  len(;lh  so  seriooslv  alMt 
that  my  alarm  grew  proportionate  to  what  I  cacsM 
to  be  his  danger. 

We  had  determined,  on  our  arrival  at  Smnu.* 
an  excursion  to  the  ruins  of  Ephcsus  and  Stt^tk  ns 
which  I  endeavoured  to  dissuade  him,  in  bi$  pi^ 
state  of  indisposition — but  in  vain:  thrreapp«4n<!xb 
anoppresssionon  his  mind,  and  a  solcmnilvinbiiai- 
ner,  which  ill  correspondetl  with  his  eagerness  10  ^mrfj 
on  what  I  regarded  as  a  mere  party  of  pleuorr.  kUt 
suited  to  a  valetudinarian  ;  but  I  opposed  him  t>o\^ 
—and  iu  a  few  days  we  set  off  tO(;ether,  arroof** 
only  by  a  serrugee  and  a  single  janizir^'. 

We  had  passed  half-way  towards  the  remaia<cf  E.-ir 
sus,  leaving  behind  us  the  more  fertile  «nirf4 
Smyrna,  and  were  entering  upon  that  viiWi^iir 
nantless  track  through  the  marshes  and  ditJl^»:i- 
lead  to  the  few  huts  yet  Jingcrini;  o\er  the  liroi.Ti> 
lumns  of  Diana— >^the  roofless  walls  of  MpHW  iV* 
nity,  and  the  still  more  recent  but  complete  dev^Mf 
abandoned  mosques — when  the  sudden  *nJraj;'^ 
ness  of  my  companion  obligrd  us  to  halt  at  a  ToL- 
cemetery,  the  turbancd  tombstones  of  vihirh  -ver  u 
sole  indication  that  human  life  ha<l  eserhcfn-ff-'^-' 
in  this  wilderness.  The  only  carAv;uiscra  »r  lnJ  ^ 
was  left  some  hours  behind  us ;  not  3  vestige  ofi  '-»- 
or  even  cottage,  was  within  sight  orhoin.-.  ao.1  tai- '  : 
of  the  deadi.  appeared  to  be  the  sole  refuge  forff.y^ 
fortunate  friend,  who  seatned  on  the  verge  of  b^.  -iat 
the  last  of  its  inhabitants. 

In  this  situation,  Hooked  round  for  a  pLve  wkr  : 
might  most  conveniently  repose  : — conirar>  totLr^^- 
aspect  of  Mahometan  burial-grouads.  tiw  oi*--^ 
were  in  this  few  in  numbe?,  and  thesr  thinly  ^ n.^. 
over  its  extent:  the  tombstones  were  mostly  fjillii.«- 
worn  with  age:  upon  one  of  the  most  coupler  :.:i 
these,  and  beneath  one  of  the   most  spreading  trr 
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Oarvfll  su|t|K)rte(l  hiiiisrlf,  in  a  lialF-recliniD|;  posture', 
with  gri^t  iliflirully.  lie  ;iskr«i  for  water.  1  hail  sonir 
«]oul)(«>  of  our  1)4  iii(;  nhli;  to  iiiid  any.  an«l  pri'pnrr«i  lu  |ia 
in  sTiiirli  of  it  niitli  li<>siialiii(*  ilr^pouilrnry — but  he 
drsirrd  iin*  lo  ri>iii,iiii;  anil,  tiirniuj  to  Suleinian.  our 
jauiiary.  wlio  sUhuI  liy  u<>  ^m<ikiii(*  «itli  (jrral  tranquil- 
lity, li«*  said.  «Sulriui.in,  vrrli.ina  ftn,n  ^i.  r.  briii{;  sitnw 
wulir,;  ami  >m-ui  on  <lrsi-ribin;;  llir  spnt  ^lirn*  it  waN  to 
Ite  found  Willi  {;ri-at  miuuionrss.  at  n  uniall  vrill  for 
camrls,  a  fi-w  huudrrd  yards  to  the  ri|;ht  :  tin*  janiyary 
obf>%'«*d.  I  sniil  to  Ihir\r>ll,  m  How  did  you  know  iliiit?!* 
— He  rrplird,  t«  Knun  our  situation;  y(»M  nuist  pmirixi' 
that  lhi<  pl.K  0  w.is  outv  inliabitrd.  and  could  liot  baM' 
brrn  so  witliout  spriu{>  :  I  lia\r  nKo  bi-rn  lien*  bffon*  i« 

«  You  lia\f  brrn  lirrr  before! — How  eaine  you  ne\er 
lo  mention  this  in  nie.'  and  what  coulil  you  be  doiuj;  in 
n  plaee  where  no  one  would  remain  a  inonieut  lonjji-r 
tluin  they  ronid  help  it?i> 

To  thin  i|ue<«tion  I  nrei^ed  no  annwrr.  In  the  mean- 
time, Sub-unan  returned  %iith  the  water,  lea«in|*,  theser- 
ru{>ee  and  ilie  hiu-Nes  .it  llie  fountain.  'Hie  «|ueiiehiii|;  of 
hiH  thirst  bad  tlir  appraraiice  of  re\i«in(;  hint  for  a  nio- 
iilenl;  and  I  i*onci-i\ed  hopes  of  his  brii)|;  able  to  pro- 
ceeil,  or  nt  least  lo  rrturii.  and  I  ur|;ed  the  attempt,  lie 
wu  silent — and  ,i|>|»e:iri-d  lo  be  eitlleclin^  bi>  spirits  for 
ao  effort  to  speik.     lie  br(;an. 

«  This  is  the  end  of  my  jouniry.  and  of  my  life — I 
came  hen-  to  die  :  but  I  have  a  n*(|U<*st  to  inak:*.  a 
command — for  such  my  last  words  Diust  bo.  —  You  will 
obM-r\e  if  ?  > 

M  Most  eertainlv;  but  ba\o  better  liofM's.x 

M  I  have  nti  htip<<s.  nor  wishes,  but  lhi!« — conceal  iiiv 
death  from  every  hiiin-ui  bein(;.» 

<i|  hopi-  there  >»ill  be  no  occa»inn;  that  you  ^ill  ri  - 
cover,  and »» 

MP<'arr!  it  must  be  >.ii  ■  promise*  thi<.>< 

M  1  do.» 

•  Swear  it  by  all  that I'e  here  dit  tated  an  ouh 

of  great  sob-iniiiiv. 

M  Till  re  is  no  ixra->ioii  for  this — I  will  observe  your 

rtrqiii-st;  —  aiwl  (o  ilouJ)t  mi*  is » 

'till  r.iiinot  be  hilled. — Von  ninsi  swear  » 

I  look  llie  o.iih  .  it  .ippe:iretl  to  reli<>\e  him.  He  n- 
inovetl  a  seal-rin|;  from  bis  lin(;er.  ou  whieli  were  some 
Arabic  char.icters.  and  presented  it  to  inc.  He  pm- 
ccetled — 

«4<)n  the  ninth  day  of  the  monih,  at  noon  precisely 
(wliat  month  you  please,  but  this  must  be  the  day",  yon 
miii^t  lUu,;  ibis  iin|;  into  the  salt  sprini;s  which  run  iiiio 
tlir  il.iy  of  Kleusis  :  the  day  after,  at  the  same  hour,  ynu 
must  lepiir  to  the  ruins  of  the  temple  of  (^>res,  and 
wait  one  hour  «« 


-Why?*. 

•  You  will  %CC.m 

mTIic  uinth  day  of  the  month,  you  say7i« 

wThe  ninth. » 

As  1  oliM-rved  that  the  pn-scut  was  the  uinth  day  of  llie 
mouth,  bi^  rounicnaiice  ch  iiitjed,  and  he  pause«l.  As  be 
sate,  evidi-ntly  brcomiu];  more  f«'eblc,  a"  Ntork,  with  a 
snake  in  ber  beak,  pt  n  bed  U|»oa  a  lombAtouc  near  us; 
.ind.  without  di\ourin(;  her  pn-y,  appeared  to  be  tted- 
fi.stly  re(;ardir^  us.  I  know  not  what  impelled  me  to 
dr;\e  it  away,  bnt  tin-  attempt  was  usrIeM;  slu*  made  a 
few  circles  in  the  air.  and  returned  euctly  to  the  same 
spot.  Dnrvell  pointed  to  it,  and  smih>d  ;  he  spoke— I 
know  not  wlieibiT  to  |iimM>lf  or  to  me — but  tbr  nords 
were  only.  ««  T  is  wcIIIm 

«  >Vb.it  is  «i-ll  '  what  do  you  mean?* 

«  No  III  iticr  .  \iHi  mustk  l»ury  me  here  this  cveDiag, 
and  exactly  ^hrri-  lliat  bird  is  now  perched.  You  know 
the  rest  of  my  iiij unctions. » 

He  then  priHieiled  to  yive  me  several  direcUous  as  Co 
the  maniiet  in  wliiih  his  death  inijjht  Ih:  best  concealed. 
After  ihese  wi  if  hnished,  he  exclaimed,  «  You  perceive 
ibat  bird  '» 

••  ()i-rtiinlv.'> 

".Villi  i!i<-  scrpfiit  «iiilmi|;  in  her  beak)* 

•t  I)niil>ilrss  ■  ilicrr  is  noihiii{;  uncommon  in  it;  it  is 
her  n  itni  .d  pn  y  lint  it  is  odd  that  she  doc»  not  devour 
it.i> 

He  Muil.d  in  a  ghastly  manner,  ami  said,  faintly.  »U 
is  not  vii  time!"  .Vs  he  sp<ike,  the  stork  flew  away. 
.My  iy«s  followiil  it  for  a  moment;  it  eould  hardly  be 
lon;;«  r  than  h  n  mi(;ht  be  counted.  I  f»-lt  DarvclU 
wii;:lit.  as  It  were,  iin  rcasi*  upon  my  shotibler,  aud, 
lurniuj;  lo  li»ok  ii|M)n  bis  face,  pen-civcd  ihat  he  was 

dr.id  ! 

I  w  Is  shiti  kid  with  the  suddm  ci-rtainly  which rnnbi 
r.ot  bi>  iiiisiaki-n — his  loiintenince  in  a  few  minutes 
iK-eaine  nearly  black.  I  should  have  attributed  so  rapid 
a  chan;;e  to  poison,  had  I  not  lieen  amare  that  he  had 
no  opportunity  of  rcciivin^;  it  unpercriviil.  The  ilay 
was  dii-liniiii;.  tlii*  body  was  rapidly  altering,  ami 
nothiiij;  K-in.iiind  but  to  fulfil  his  rcques:.  With  i[u: 
aid  of  .*^(ilciiii.in  s  itaj;li.ui  and  my  own  s.ibre.  wesctKipcd 
a  sImIIow  i;i.i\r  upon  the  spot  which  Darvell  h.id  indi- 
caini  i!i<'  (  aiih  easily  (;a\e  wav,  luviiij  aln'ady  received 
some  M  dioniclan  tenant.  We  dn(;  as  deeply  as  the 
time  piTiiiilird  lis.  and  throwing  the  dry  earth  u|>on  all 
that  remained  of  the  singular  l>eiug  so  latf-ly  departed. 
v»c  cut  a  few  sods  of  greenci-  turf  from  the  less  w ithereil 
soil  around  us.  aiid  laid  thcin  upiMi  his  s<>piilchre. 

Ilctween  asiiim->limenl  and  grief,  I  wa.s  tcarb-ss. 


iJiitltiimrntiirii  SPi^rrUfiS. 


I 


DFJiATi:  ()N  TlIK  I  U.\MK-WORK  lULL,  IN  THK  Hnr.^r 
tH    l.oKIiS.  rKURrARY  37,  i-<i2. 

TuK  order   of  the  day  for  the  vei'ond  reading  of  tli:« 
Ifill  bring  read. 

I.OIU)  IlYRON  rose,  anil   for  the  iirst  time)  addre<^<  •< 
llu'ir  lordships,  as  follows 


My  l.'>r.i>N-  ibr  -^iil  |i  •  I  N'l.v  siibmittril  lo  \iiur  lonU 
s|ii|>s  fur  till-  liist  liiiii-.  lliMii(:h  new  to  the  llous**,  is  by 
no  mi-aiis  m-vv  in  ilii>  imiiitrv  I  b.lieve  it  had  oeru- 
pifd  ihc  sriimis  iboiii.bt-  of  all  diNiriplions  of  persons, 
long  before  iis  iiilnMliii  ti<in  to  the  notice  of  that  legis- 
latuie,  wliosf  ioti-rferi-nc"  alone  could  lie  of  real  ser- 
vice     A«  a  person  in  some  degree  eonnrctet)  with  the 
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sufFering  couniy,  though  a  stranuior  not  only  to  tfaif 
HouM  in  general,  but  to  .ilmost  every  individual  whose 
attention  I  presume  to  solicit,  I  tnmt  claim  some  por- 
tion of  your  lordships'  indulgence  whilst  I  of¥cr  a  few 
obaenrationt  on  a  question  in  vhich  I  confess  myself 
deeply  interested. 

To  enter  into  any  detail  of  the  riots  would  be  super- 
fluous :  the  House  is  already  aware  that  every  outrage 
short  of  actual  bloodshed  has  been  perpetrated,  and 
that  the  proprietors  of  the  frames  obnoxious  to  the 
rioters,  and  all  persons  supposed  to  be  connected 
with  them,  have  been  liable  to  insult  and  violence. 
During  the  short  time  I  recently  passed  in  Nottingham- 
shire, not  twelve  hours  cinpscd  without  some  fresh  act 
of  violence;  and  on  the  day  I  left  the  county  I  was  in- 
forn^  that  forty  frames  had  been  broken  the  preceding 
evening,  as  usual,  without  resistance  and  witliout  de- 
tection. 

Such  was  then  the  state  of  that  county,  and  such  I 
h.ive  reason  to  believe  it  to  be  at  this  moment.     But 
whilst  these  outrages  must  be  admitted  to  exist  to  an 
alarming  extent,  it  cannot  be  denied  that  they  have 
arisen   from  circumstances  of  the  ihost  unparalleled 
distress.     The  perseverance  of  these  miserable  men  in 
their  proceedings,  tends  to  prove  that  nothing  but  abso- 
lute want  could  have  driven  a  large,  and  once  honest 
and  industrious,  body  of  the  people,  into  the  commission 
of  excesses  so  hazardous  to  themselves,  their  families, 
and  the  community.     At  the  time  to  which  I  allude, 
the  town  and  county  worn  Imrthened  with  large  detach- 
ments of  the  military;  (he  police  was  in  motion,  the 
magistrates  assembled ;  yet  all  the  movements,  civil  and 
military,  had  led  to — uoihing.     Not  a  single  instance 
hadoccurreil  of  the  apprehension  of  any  real  delinquent 
actually  taken  in  the  fact,  against  whom  there  existed 
legal  evidrnce  sufficient  for  conviction.    But  the  police, 
however  useless,  were  by  no  means  idle  :  several  noto- 
rious delinquents  had   been  detected;    men,  liahle  to 
conviction,  on  the  clearest  evidence,  of  the  capital  crime 
of  poverty;  men  who  had  been  nefariously  guilty  of 
lawfully  begetting  several  children,  whom,  thanks  to 
the  times!  they  were  unable  to  maintain.   Considerable 
injury  has  been  done  to  the  proprietors  of  the  improve<l 
frames.     These  machines  were  to  them  an  advantage, 
inasmuch  as  they  superscJe<l  the  necessity  of  employing 
a  number  of  workmen,  who  were  left  in  consequence 
to  starve.     By  the  adoption  of  one  species  of  frame  in 
particular,  one  man  performed  the  work  of  many,  and 
the  superfluous  labourers  were  thrown  out  of  employ- 
ment.    Yet  it  is  to  be  observed,  that  the*  work  thus 
executed  was  inferior    in  quality;  not  marketable  at 
home,  and  merely  hurrie<l  over  with  a  view  to  exporta- 
tion.    It  was  called,  in  the  cant  of  the  trade,  by  the- 
name  of  « Spider  work.**     The  rejected  workmen,  in 
the  blindness  of  their  ignorance,  instead  of  rejoicing  at 
these  improvements  in  arts  so  beneficial  to  mankind, 
conceived  themselves  to  be  saciificed  to  improvements 
in  mechanism.     In  the  foolishness  of  their  hearts  they 
imagined,  that  the  maintenance  and  well-doing  of  the 
industrious  poor  were  objects  of  greater  consequence 
than  the  enrichment  of  a  few  individuals  by  any  im- 
provement, in  the  implements  of  trade,  which  threw 
the  workmen  out  of  empluynu'Mt,  and  rendered  the 
labourer  unworthy  of  his  hire.     And  it  must  be  con- 
fessed tliat  aliliough  tlie  adoption  of  the  enlarged  ma- 


chinery, in  chat  state  of  our  commerce  which  the  c«» 
try  once  boasted,  rai^ht  have  been  benefiriai  i*  tk 
master  witliout  being  decrimenlal  to  the  servaot;  «^ 
in  the  present  situation  of  our  maaufacrurrs,  roan^ii  ■ 
wareliouses,  without   a   prospect  of  exportJiiioa,  a^ ' 
the  demand  for  work,  and  workmen  equally  ilimiiit4Mi 
frames  of  this  description  lend  materially  to  ai^mfe 
the  distress  and  discontent  of  the  di«appoialed  Miffnm 
But  the  real  cause  of  these  distresses  and  cAOMHpn 
disturil>taces  lies  deeper.      When  we  ar«  toM  tbst  ihat 
men  are  leagued  together  not  only  for  the  dntrcnin 
of  their  own  comfort,  but  of  their  Terr  meau  of  wb- 
sistence,  can  we  fbrf^el  that  it  is  the  bitter  policT.  iW 
destructive  warfare  of  the  last  eighteen  years,  v^ 
has  destroyed  their  comfort,  your  comfort,  ai^  bmsi 
comfort  T    That  policy  which,  originating  vidi  •  pa. 
statesmen  now  no  more,*  has  survived  the  dead  w  k- 
come  a  curse  on  the  living,  unto  the  third  aad  hvi 
generation!     These  men  never  destroyed  their  Iraai 
till  they  were  become  useless,  worse  than  u»\e*  ^ 
they  were  become  actual  impediments  to  their  nrnaa 
in  obtaining  their  daily  bread.      Can  you.  then.  w«^ 
that  in  times  like  these,  when  bankruptcy.  f«a>iiM 
fraud,  and  imputed  felony  are  found  in  a  tfauMM 
far  beneath  that  of  your  lordships,  tbr  lowm.  tt  «d 
once  most  useful  portion  of  the  people,  sboaM  itrp 
thrir  duty  in  their  distresses,   and  become  osh  in 
guilty  than  one  of  their  representatives  ?    Bat  wkik  ^ 
exalted  offender  can  find  means  to  baffle  the  bv,  wv 
capital   punishments   must   be  devised,  new  aun^ 
death  must  be  spread  for  the  wretched  mrt4iaoir.  vm 
is  famished  into  guilt.     These  men  were  William  »K 
but   the  spade  was  in    other  hands  :  they  wm  M 
ashamed  to  beg,  but  there  was  none  to  relinf  am 
their  own  means  of  subsistence  were  cut  off.  al  <dff 
employments  pre-occupied,  and  their  excesw^  kam^ 
to  be  deplored  and  condemned,  can  hardly  he  laSfi 
of  surprise. 

It  has  been  stated  that  the  persons  in  the  teafirsT 
possession  of  frames  connive  at  their  de&irwM.  r 
this  be  proved  upon  inquiry,  it  were  necessary  tiutivl 
material  accessories  to  the  crime  should  be  prwifi^ 
in  the  punishment.     But  I  did  hope,  that  sat  tantr 
proposed  by  his  majesty's  f^overnment.  fbryowt* 
ships' decision,  would  have  had  conciliation  for  itibs* 
or,  if  that  were  hopeless,  that  some  pre«ioas  iK!«f 
some  dehberation  would  have  been  deemed  nqu^ 
not  that  wo  should  have    been   called  at  osfr  rut 
out  examination,  and  without  cause,  lo  pau  mhs.- 
by  wholesale,  and  sign  deatlt-warrants  blindfekL  b 
admitting  that  these  men  liad  no  cause  of  coBf^M 
that  the  grievances  of  them  ami  their  emplorm«r 
alike  groundless;  that   they  de<er\cd  the  w«\t;  •• 
iuefficieucy,  what  inibocility   his  been  evinced  J  t 
method  chosen  to  reduce  tliem  !   Why  ^cre  tliettiu: 
called  out  lo  be  made  a  mockery  of,'if  they  vert  I?' 
called  out  at  all?     As  far  as  the  difference  of «»« 
would  permit,  they  have  merely  paro<lied  the  taam' 
campaign  of  Major  Sturgeon;  and,  indeed,  die  »*■ 
proceedings,  ciril  and  miliury.  seemed  on  the  nw.^  i 
those  of  the  Mayor  and  Corporation  of  Garrju  -Su 
marchings  and  counter-marchings!  from  Nonio<ii» 
to  Bullwell,  from  Bullwell  to  Ikiuford.  from  BiuU:- 
Manslicid:  and  when  at  length  the  dcUchmeniiifr.' 
at  their  dosrinations,  in  all  -  ihc  pride,  pomp,  aoi. 
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ipfl  of  ib«  pefpemion.  Id  coUwt  iLc  ■■  tpnlL 
«^n>p  in  Ibf  rngmcDU  of  tiralHti  fnmt%,  mi  trtutt 
tolbricqnincniimidatlK  ikriuaa  of  dtl  sanini.  in. 
lh«lHMI|gt|icrdiUdnD.  Now.ihaufhidi  Fiwcoiuury 
te  wen  10  he  winliKl.  llul  our  milirarrtliDal  Jactir  Ik  la 
Mti  is«iin<l>E>,l»BiwUMIIui  |»licya 
Uiqr  canonl^  bemoJi 


•cabl>iril.     TIkF  pmroE 


AMj  u  )«  mij  in  Ihr 
n  nill.  in>l«<l.  pliKk  ii 


tbOF  mts  nod  ihnr  mulen  (far  Ibr;  abo  liiil  iluir 
IpiriiH™)  Ik«  hirlf  ni|h«l  ind  juuly  conuHil.  [ 
da  tbiok  Ibal  dkjib>  miehi  liin  brcn  iloiHil  urcuan 
IkcK  workoKD  w  ilifif  j<a«iioiu.  toi  innnuiHUy  m 
(tie  CDiiDiT.  Ai  prcKDi  iba  couniT  Hinen  Fran  llic 
4tBl>Ir  inHuliOD  of  in  kllc  miliuiy  ■ml  ■  •union 
papulalioo.  In  wlial  tuic  of  *p*l''T  '»■'  ■"  '""' 
pliiDgfil  to  long,  llul  DOW  for  iIk  flnl  tiou  Uie  Uouic 

liMhw  bmfl  InniMcliag  nilbln  iSa  milntDt  Laddoii, 

mtsmUHB  vu  a-ripniinii.i  •nd  h*«e  lal  down  lo 
■qjaT  our  fanidn  ihuiD|itai  in  ikr  nidil  of  iloBaiir 
ealnniiji.  Uiit  ill  tht  eiiin  jou  bni  nkra,  *U  tbc 
•rviifawbidj  lutf  iTlrp«(ed  before  ycur  leaden,  ire 
kil  paltry  luliirFU  of  irlF-eoiignlulaliaa,  if  yaur  lud 
diiidet  ngi'mu  ihelF,   iihI  your  ilngaou   and  your 


•pcaki  Ihe  WDliaHTDIt  of  Ihe   people.     And  hett  I 


■or — (be  p^rab.    WJjenilie  Paelu 

llie  mreil  of  Ihe  Freocl.,  oieey  in 


>e  Ixn 


l^insfd.  nm  if  i 

siilHHil  inquiry)  cauld  aol  bave  been  mloml  Is  Ibeir 

lender  merciee  of  ibo  bayoael  and   llie  |;ilibel.    Bui 


Bir  in  (lie  Peaiaiuli.  I  b*ie  bwu  in  •nmi  ef  Ihe  i 
oppreued  proiincB  dF  Turkey.  Iriil  neter  UHder 
owKI  de^polLC   oF  infidel  gotenmenU  did  I  ba 

iiHH  iu  ilw  Tcry  lieiri  of  a  Cbriuian  coaairy. 
■bai  are  yaw  nnedinT  Aficr  ddiiiIb  at  ioM 
and  luoailiaaf  aelion  worH  ilun  iuariitiiy,  U  b 
eamo  forth  ibe  (rand  iperiHe.  ihe  Bncr-hilJiif  mw 
■fum  oF  all  ilalr  pbyiieiau.  fram/be  dayi  of  Draco  i 
(be  preunl  line  AFler  frelinB  Ihe  puhe  and  ihakisc 
Iba  bead  oier  iba  palienl.  pnKribiof  Uie  uuial  « 

maukiKli  paJice.  and  [ha  Lasuoli  af  your  niEilaryp  Ibctt 
toDvuluoni  mutl  leminare  io  dnilb,  llie  lura 
■avinallon  of  ibe  pmcripiioni  of  all  poliileal  Sugta- 
doa.       Seiiiag  awle  fbe   palpable  iajiuiire.  and 


noujih  u, 


l>l 


pouml  forib  lo  aacend  lo  UeaTen  and  leiiiff  agaliut 
you!  How  sill  yon  carry  ibe  bill  inlo  effect  i  Can 
you  eoiDinii  a  whole  couoiy  lo  lliHr  n*a  priaonr 
Will  you  cml  a  nibbel  la  rierr  field,  and  liaBf  Dp  «ra 
like  tcamroim !  or  will  yon  proeead  (  a»  you  bimi  to 
bring  thii  BHOHire  inu  elfcrl)  hy  derimalianl  plan 
ihe  eouniry  uuJer  oarllal  taw!  ilrpaputale  (ad  lay 
waale  all  around  you?  nml  miore  Sherwood  TortM 
Bi  an  accepublc  |ifiia  (beeram.  in  iU  lufaier  ei 
lioD  ef  *  royal  ebaie  and  aB  uylura  far  oullawa  i 
ibeie  ibe  remrdiet  for  a  itDrriiig  and  drapenle  popu- 
UhT  Win  Ihe  faniahHl  vrelch  vbo  haifaraied 
bayoBela  be  jippalled  hy  vourgibholO  Wben  death 
ii  a  relief,  and  llie  only  nHlcf  U  appean  thai  yon  will 
aFford  him,  will  ha  br  dneoened  Inio  innquilliiyT 
Will  that  whidi  eonjd  boI  foeeffKiad  byyonrfreaa- 
Jiera  ba  aceaoipliahed  by  your  euenuooera  I  If  you 
pmreed  hy  die  fbrma  of  law.  where  u  your  eiidoiet  T 
Tboae  vlio  haae  refuted  to  impeach  llidr  accampHcea, 


ia  the  penally.     \ 
lord*  oppoaila.  I  I 

purpoie.     Thai  R 


le  detrreare  lo  (be  noble 


Kipateo 


En  a  propotal  ia  Di 

beailBle,  yon  daliberale  for  yean,  you  lai 
iBper  Willi  the  niindtsf  aeo  i  bui  a  di 
■e  paiaed  off  liand.  withonl  a  ihombi  of  Ihe 
DO.     SuR  I  aw  ftvn  what  I  hr    '  '  -'' 


•Hi  fUppoH  Diia  ef  ibtae  iMii,  ai  I  bait  tttm 
B,— meagre  vilh  fanlBe,  MUlea  with  dtapair,  eira- 
of  a  life  which  your  lonlahip  are  perbapi  abeal 

nine  01  eamHliint  leaf  Ibaa  ibe  prin-  of  a  alockini- 
maB  turroHuded    hy    ibe   ehih 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


from  ■  fimilT  which  lie  iMcly  ii>] 
durry,  tod  wbicli  il  it  oal  liii 
loocer  ■>  ujipon— iiippoic  ili» 
lea  tlinUHiHl  •iirii  rrom  vliam  ' 


a  br  irini  hr  iLii 


DEBATE  OS  Tin;  Fini.  (IF  IKIM)l'i;ilHt3HEf 
MOTION  tin:  .1  i;il)l,MITIKK0NT[1EBOllAn 
CATIIOUC  U.IIMS.  AI'IIM.  II,  iSii. 

o*fr«|i»nily.    fully, 


ilc||r«  1  cunirur  villi  iliuic  itlm  miv  it  i>  uoi  iLu  limi' 
niiclly;  liiMl  liiriK  l>  p^>.r^  ;  hpiur  Ind  il  bred  fni 
■he  cauBlrj,  tlial  llii: €.111111111.1  iwhwliI  hi  Oiii  mDmeiil 
llieir  propordoD  of  our  prinicj^,  llul  llirlr  nuldn 
liclil  ilicir  due  veiplii  in  our  I'nunclli,  iImii  iliar  icr 
>uJJ  Ik  ai.iriiibli..l  lo  ilivuM  Ihrrr  rl.iI.Di.    ]I  l.iul  ia- 


tii  htcu 


al»  oF  nrri|;Ina.  Il  U  Imlml  ungulir,  ilM  »  ar<'  nil, 
td^llier  tci  ileUlKrdEr.  nnt  on  Lhv  Gml  ve  nilorp,  br  i 
Ihat^e  are  ai^Tced;  udi  iboiil  Ihe  kip<;  vti'  vlu-y^  Tur  i 
him  VK  urc  layal;   Lm  how  f.ir  a  <lifr.'r.^ii.Y  in  Uir  r 


^  of  party  puqKiitz,.  wr  f 


srely  wilt 


Tlie  inicrvnl  of  ■  wnlury  ba*  ndl  wakoied  ik  b 
of  the  niiurk.     Il  ii  iDdrAl  lime  Ibsl  w<  iheiU  >>; 

puliufoplmirin,  vhFlhrr  our  .  *bP  »"  l«l '"■^ 

Tlie  DppDDFUti  nf  ilie  Cmlidlir*  may  brdii>d-:ii 
lies  rliHei;  itiaic  who  aunt  lliai  ibcdth'^^-n 
loo  murli  ilready.  Bnd  Ilinu  hIio  ollr^  thit  ihr  kt 
nnlrn.  gl  Iratt,  haie  DOIIiiuQ  man  lo  rr^oirt  B-. 
lold  by  llie  faroer,  thsi  tliF  Culialii  unrr  nl 
tvnumled  :  hy  iJielnlLrr,  ilut  IbrYarp  alrtjifym  L^i 
The  iiH  pandDi  ii  luflicirnlly  nfiilnl  by  llr  nwi 
m  by  ill  pMi  peiiiioDi ;  ii  miglii  ii  well  I*  BiJ  i- 


iii-oa.  far  < 


a  li»eilr»-i 


liTFrod  llipm  out  af  tli«liou«e  of  bniidJr7  wiifar.::* 
ixlilien  sa  thrir  pan,  bulmnByfram  lliFiru.J 
to  n  contraiy  cffiTl  :  and   for  mytcir.'sUra  I 
lliii,  I  pily  llir  CalhQlic  praBniry  fur  Butb 
gond  fortun  lo  be  bom  lilack.      Kut  the  CilL 


lirrvlon   pmcrrd  lo  loii.-h  t 
innccswhieh  u  mariclloui 


•f  (L<H  nM> 


iIioUe mldier riniiDI  abwDt  InnMflf  fnni  Uuvnjii 
the  FrolHliinl  clrrgyniaa,  and,  iiiilni.ke  iiipiir.f  .i 
Irrlaml,  or  in  Spin,  -itlic-re  raa  lie  Hud  rrigiUroiM 
luniliei  of  allrDdin);  hii  owa  >  Thr  pcmuiaio  ii  fi- 
iholir  rhapliiBi  la  Ike  IHill  militia   rrijininnin*' 

blinlipJit  ■>  a  rieht.  Iliit  are  ihr  CalhrJi"  pn;-'. 
prolcclod  in  Irrhiod!  Cau  tliu  Churrli  puivht^iTo 
iifland  Tliereoa  ID  crerl  a  rkatud;  Na.  >Uibv> 
of  wnr.hip  iirr  biiill  on  leaunor  InHlor^Affi-nu^ 
ibchily.casllyhrukeaaiidoflMi  l>Fliayrd.  TIhk^hc 
nny  irrei.'ulir  iiitli.  aiiy  raaiut  caprinnf  IhrlitVi 
loiiilhird  oUTH  »i(h  oppnuiinn.  the  doan  •i^'^- 


1.  Tlii. 


.*h,ip,« 


[ind  eveu  IbK  ie  doiikful),  Iriit  our  i-hDrrh.  or  nillirr 
nur  clmrdimra.  ooc  only  nJnsr  lo  tlv  Calliolic  ib-ir 
apiriinal  gnee*  bm  all  Icnipor.il  l>lrHsinj[4  whJDOcver. 
It  wai  iu  Db«r<alinn  of  the  gn'it  Luiil  PrlcriHinHich. 
made  wilhia  tliew  volK '<r  williin  iIir  irall^  wIhk  Ihr 
Lonit  Ihru  a^i'mblrd,  lltit  he  wa^  (or  a  ipurlinDwiilary 
kian  ami  a  |Kicli;imeuury  eoii'.lilutiui,  but  nol  u 
parliiniiinlary    God    and   I    pariiuacniary  religiDD.o 


[rwia«a-njrry.inthe<:oiiiiiyDfvrHfniiJ,TlirC<i'> 
>Uiyiiieno[ripilarrhap.-l.'ai  n  IcmnDian .i>^ ' 
iir»i  l«n  b»ru>.  ■hid..  lH-iD„  iLruw,.  iui„  W.  --' 
'■r  piiLlie uonhiii.  Al  llii.  liuu-,  ihcrriJoFK 
ippiuilir  lo  ihi!  -pnt  an  ofAeer.  vlinH  u!i>l  in -' 
iBVP  lieru  drvgily  iTiihunl  Willi  UiiKr  [.njuiin^  <- 
lie  FrolalJiil  priiliwia,  now  ou  the  iiblr.  frf: 
laifr  herja  farmnnlJ'ly  vmdicaicil  from  tlieiiMT^r^i'^ 
ID  of  the  p«i|je;  and  «'li>-n  lUr  Ciilr-i-i'' 
ihled^  Ihi  SibbDIli  an  uuial.  in  yrvt  alf- 


le-man  nf  guvirainrDi.  tlir  trrrruiyi: 

nuldrauiira  leiirrlu  br  vrilirnluibf  n.. 
II,  if  ponihk-.  ihu  rrciirrnK's  .,f  .:ni!i. 
..   Vt»a  fill.  f„rt,  ,|„  „.^  ,.„:„  .ft,.,  t.. 


power  t»  pun-lioM:  luuj  fur 
ne,  iha  Cmlioiirt  urc  at   il 


PAULIAMKNTAIIY  SPEKCIIES. 


«  pelting  petty  offii'rr.u  who  may  cIium  to  piny  lii^*<  Fan- 
tastic trirk<«  ltcf(»n>  lii|;li  heavi>n,»  to  iuMilt  his  CiHl.nml 
injure  his  fi'liii^-rri*:iliirf<. 

Kvnv  K»lMiol-|)ov,anY  fooi-hov 'such  hiivr  hcM  com- 
missions  ill  mir  >rr\i('c,,ai)yf(H»t-h(»y  \Kho  r:iiii-xc'h.iii(;r 
hiM  slioultln-knoL  for  an  t'pauh't,  ii).iy  |>nTurni  all  thi^ 


must  \to  p:ii(l  for  .mil  iicrountnl  upon  Oiith.  It  i^  true, 
thi<  rroDoniy  in  miniature  rannot  he  siiflicif ntly  rem- 
iiirn<h'il.  ]i;ir(irnl.:riY  at  a  tinir  when  only  ihr  insitt 
itrfinltiTN  iif  thr  Trf.i>>ury.  yonr  Hunts  and  vour 
Chinnervs.  whrn  onlv  (lit<:c  ••(;ili!i>il  liujj^"  ran  rMM|Ht 
(hr  niirnisr()|ii(-  rvi'  of  niiuioti'is.      Uul  v^hiMi  yon  conio 


anil  nidH'  a;;iiinst  tlic  (iithulic,  by  \irtni-  of  ihit  \rry  >  furwanl  ^'■o^^ioit  .iflrr  sr.sinM.  .k  \onr  piltrv  pittamr  is 
authority  (irlr>;:iicil  to  him  hy  hi<  !kO%(Tt'i(;n.  for  (hcjwrnii;;  from  vimi  v^ith  wiancliii;;  and  n-hirtancc.  to 
r-xprr-sN  piupo^r  <»f  (l«'fiiiilin|j  UU  frUnw-huhji  ris  lo  ihi-  !  Im.iHtof  voiir  lil.i  r.iliiv.  ^illmiijIiC  the  Citholic  cxi'laini, 
last  drop  of  hi'«  hU>oil.  wiilioiil  iliscrimmation  or  tlis-  '  iu  (he  "  ml-,  of  Prior, — 
tinciion  h.  iw.-fn  (I.iihohr  ami  Proiistai^. 

Ilavr  thr  Irish  (I-ithnlji-s  tlu'  full  lirnrHt  of  trial  hy 
jury?  Tlii'v  h.i\«*  not;  tiny  nevi-r  can  ha\«'  until  thi-y 
are  prrmidcii  lo  sjian*  (hi*  priNih'tje  of  serving;  as  shr- 
riff'i  and  niidrr-<ili(-iiffH.  Of  liiisa  sirikin^;  rx.miiih*  oi-- 
c*urrc^d  at  ih<- last  tniiiskiili-n  asNi/ev  A  y>oiii.ii\  nihs 
arraii^ufil  for   tin-  murder  of  a  (Iilhoiir  namid    Mac- 


•  T.i  J- 'I'l  1  iini- .iiiiif  i<l-li,-:  i|i.in. 
liii:   Ti-li-i  iiii!iii '.I'v  iliiiiki  Jit 

1  •'>   |i|.l-l->ll   II   !••    ill  ilii*    iijiS    11, 

Si<  .li-liii  J II  I  1  ^ri*  iiiori    Hull  iiuit.* 

Some  {i^-r-^on^  ha\i-  romp.irrd   tin*   (lilholii-<  to  thr 
h«'|j;;ar  in  <iil  It!  i^.    ^V|io  m.tdf  ilii-m  lir|;j;ars?  Who  arr 


vourna(;li :  ihriT  n  N|ir(-|.ililr  umoniradii'tt  d  \aiini'N-M>s  i-iuii  hni  \Nith  llir  spnilsof  tiu-ir  iMin-sior-. .'  And  i-annot 
dcposTtl  till!  (hfv  SIM  (In*  prisom-r  locid,  tak'*  .liiii,  tirr  ;  v^ii  n  lii>\i>  (hr  jni'i'ar  whfu  voiir  falln'r^  li.nr  uiailii 
,  at,  and  kill  (In'  said  Mar\mirnat;h.  'Ihiswa*.  propi-rly  !iim  mi*  h '  If  von  an*  dispOM-d  (o  rrlieM-  him  a(  nil, 
commrndii  on  hv  (lu-juil(;r;  hut,  to  thr  astoiii<.|iiiii-ii(  finno(  noh  do  it  Nhiiho'itl  Mii)|',ini;  \oiir  f.irtiiin;;^  in  his 
of  the  har.  and  iiili;;n'iiio'.i  of  thr  court,  (hr  iNnii  >i. nit  f.ni* '  A-,  a  r<)i>lr:i'<t.  liowe\ir.  to  (his  !•<  j:-;irly  hriir- 
jnry  .irfpiiili-d  till'  :ii(U->i-d.  So  {;larin(;  w.is  (In- pii  ti.i-  -.  oliMUf,  h  I  i:n  look  .<(  (hr  Pro(rs(.iiii  Ohiirdi  Sihotd^  ; 
lity  that  Mr  .lusii*  r  Odiorm*  frit  it  his  duty  (•>  hind  to  (luni  von  lii\r  lid  l\  ;',rin(rd  J  i.tmol  :  tlin<..iirlhry 
<»v»'r  thr  a<-<pii(ti<!,  hut  not  alisolnd  as«a'i'>in,  in  l.ir,;.-  >it|i|initrd.  -ind  how  an-  (hrv  rr(-iin(rd  '  M<>n(i  Mpiirii 
n*<*0{;ni/anrrs.  thus  for  a  tinit>  taking  awjy  his  liri  n<>  i.liNcrM-s.  mi  (hi-  i!n;:'.i^li  ro:i-{i(uti<iii,  to  it  ih.-  niodrl 
tu  kill  (IkIioHis.  j  III. IV  lie  foiiMil  i.    r.iiiin-.  Mhi-ir  (!i<-  l;i.(o,ii>i  <'.r«i  ri!  i-s 

An-  ihr  %'-rv  law.  piss<-d  in  tlirir  faioiir  o!i>it\i-iI  ?  i  llir  polirv  of  ihr  '■•rni.in-..  :i:id  aihln,  .-  diis  lii.inlifiil 
They  arr  rrndrrrd  iin;;a(oryin  trivial  asm  m  rions  r  i»,  h.  .  ..vsd-iii  w.i->  ( i!'.i-it  froiii  tin*  \%ooiU;»  so  in  iif>i- il.iiii*,  of 
Ily  a  latr  art.  (Mdiolir  i  liu  plains  are  prrniiid-d  in  jiiU.  (hr  i  liard  r  m  lioni.,  ii  ma\  l.r  idi»irvi  I,  (hi(  (his  lir.in- 
liut  iiil'rrm  ina^;li  ronnlv  thr  ;;raiiil  jury  lairlv  j»t-i->i-d  l  tilnl  «.\n(iiii  w.istikiii  fioin  tin'  .,vpMr%  Tin'si-  si  ||.»iiU 
iu  prrsrntinj;  a  <ii'i|iriid^'4l  cl(>i-j;vniau  for  tin-  otliir.  .nr  in  riiii<  d  in  tin-  •..nnr  m  uiiii-r  is  thr  Jaiu/>nirs  al 
ihcn-hy  <'%<idin{;  (hr  s(:i(ii(r,  iiot>\i(hN(aniliii;;  (in- mo  t  tin-  (iin  -  of  ili' ir  rm-i<!mi  iii  iridrr  Airiiridi,  ami  tlir 
pre'«sini;rrinon-tranrr'.of  .1  moot  rr^pK  (.iM  '  m.i^iisii  Id  .  !  ;;\p>ii  s  ut  iln-  pir^riK  ilav  wifli  stolm  ihi'dirii.  Miih 
nanird  Flrti-ln-r.  lo  tin- i-on(r.ir\ .  Sui  h  is  lavt,  Mirli  i<,  rliiMii  n  duoMti  .nnl  kiiini|i|ird  fioiii  lln-ir  (latlndic 
ju^lirr,  for  (In- h  ippv.  fn-r.  rontrntrd  <lillio|ii-!  ,  ■  niuo  mh!.-.  Ii\  tin  ir  rii  li  mil  powrrfiil  I'roti-stant  n<i;, li- 

ft has  hrrn  askril  in  anothrr  dl  irr,  mIiv  <Io  I'ol  th<*  Ihiiiis  this  i-.  iiolorJoiiH.  .iinl  our  in->lin:'i>  in  iv  <nflii-r 
rich  (Iillndiis  rndiiw  foiiiiilitions  for  ihr  nhnntion  id  h>  >lio\«  in  \\liat  m  iniirr.  Tin- si^d-r 'd  a  Mrtlirthv  i 
the  prirsthood?  Why  «lo  ycni  not  ]irrniii  (In  mi  io  do  m»:  ()alholi<-  i:riiiii-inaii  of  \rry  iimsidi  raMi- pi-ojit-rly:  «iii"'l. 
Why  .irr  all  •;urli  hiipir^ts  -nlijrrt  to  thr  iM("rfrriin  i-.  ;  li-aviti;'.  two  ;;iiN.  ^^ho  Mi-n- imiin  di  id-ly  m  irkrd  <iut  as 
tlif  %rxitioiis.  ari'iir.nv.  |«-.  u'ltiu;;  iiiti-i  fin-in  r  i.f  (Ji.  j.ro-rl\  ii «..  i.nl  «oii\r\.il  (o  (In-  i  liir(rr  s<  lioul  of  t!iiol- 
Oraiij;r  lOMiiiii'-iDMcr-.  for  rh  iritahlr  don.iiioiis.'  i;ri  nv.  I'll' ir  iitn  ir.  i.ii  h- n.;;  .iji;  lioid  ofdn  I  i.i.  wliirli 

As  (o  M  ivnoiitli  ro|lrj;i-.  m  no  insciiii-r,  r\i  i-|»t  at  thr    lookjil  n-nluriM,;  lii-.  iIis.-iim-.   a|;i:iidfor  lliri-rsiitnlii»u 

tinir  of  lis  fMtiiiilaiion.  Mlirii  a  iioldr  Lord    ('..imdi  :i  .  it  ■  of    Ili^    nims.   tiM-uu,;   t liii-  in   imli  (•■■ndiin  i-  on 

thr  Ill-ad  of  thr  ln-.!i  ailniinisiriitioii,  did  appivir  to  in-  iln'M-  r>-iilioiK;  his  ri-<pKS(  was  irfiisnl.  .md  not  till 
irfrst  liinisilf  in  its  ad\anri-iiiriit;  an>l  dnriiii;  (hi*  i;o-  '  ahrr  li\r  y.ir,  s(iu;...lr,  .iii'l  (hr  iiiti-rfi-rruir  ot  *rry 
vernnn  n(  of  a  noMr  Ihiki-  it^dford;,  who,  likr  his  hi;;!!  andnrity.  loidd  this  (l.iilioiir  i;indrm.in  ohiaiu 
ancestors,  has  r\er  Ix-rn  the  fricihl  of  frrrdimi  and  hai  k  his  iii-an  st  of  kiinlrrtl  fiom  a  charily  iharirr 
mankind,  and  who  h.is  not  so  far  ndoptrd  thr  M'llish  •  ^^rlntol.  In  dii*^  "lannrr  :irr  pro^rKtrs  olit  linril,  and 
]Uili<-y  of  till-  il.iy  as  to  rurludr  thr  (Jitholirs  from  tin-  iiiiii|<,|i>«l  «itli  (hr  offsprlM;;  of  sorh  I'rotrstanls  a^  m  ly 
nunihrr  of  his  frllow-iir.ititrrs;  with  llir.sr  rxi'i  ptioiis.  avail  tliniisrhrs  of  (hr  iiisdditiuii.  And  how  air  (hey 
ill  no  iiist.iin-r  h  is  ili  i(  insiitnliou  hrrn  propi-rly  rin-ou  i.in<:h(  '  A  r  itrrhism  is  pnt  into  thrir  hauils  iiin^inilui; 
r.igrd.  Thrir  was  mdn-il  a  (iiiir  wlini  tin!  Cidiohr  ,,f,  [  lM-!if\r,  fortx-ti^r  p.ij',rs,  in  wliirh  arr  thn-r  ipir^- 
clrri'.y  wrri'  roin  ih  itr-l,  whilr  tin-  I'llion  \\a-  piUilill;;.  (ioils  nhlixrto  thr  IVod  stailt  rr|i;;ion  j  our  of  tins,' 
that  union  uhidi  miild  not  hr  i  irrird  uiihoiu  thrin.  inn-iirs  i..  •<  Win  t'>-  w  is  tin-  I'roiistaut  rdi'ion  Itifmr 
wliiir  tin  ir  .issistaiii  r  «  is  rdjuibitr  in  prot  iirinj;  ad-  ln(liir'>-  An^wrr,  >«  In  (hr  (iosprl.t*  'ihr  iriiiainin;; 
drei 

rajflietiaiiii  i-arrssro,  n-inM  ami  (laiteri-n,  .imi  (; 

iindersi.iud  that  ■<  tin-  riiioii  would  do  i-\i  rv  tliin(' :■■  Allow  inc  dia-U  mir  spnidi.d  past«irs  and  inastrrs.  is 
hut,  thr  moTiiriit  il  wis  [)i.  iil,  di' v  VM-ir  ilii\ru  ha<'k  this  tiainiii^;  up  i  ■  Inld  in  tin -w.iy  vhirh  he  shoulit  (;o  r 
Willi  roii(i>iii|i(  into  (hrir  ioinnr  oliMurily.  ,  is  (his   dn*    r.-li;;ioii  <<!    thr   |;o<-p<-l  hrforr  tin*  time  of 

In  thr  roiKriiipt  pnrsiird  tow, mis  Mayiiooth  rtdlrjir,  '  l.iidn  r^  (hit  i<'!i,;i<>ii  m!]-' !i  pi<- ••  !i.>>  u  Pi-air  uii  iMith. 
e%ery  thiui;  is  liom-  to  irritad*  and  prrph'X — r\rry  thiiij;  ^  .unl  ^jlorv  to  i^ol  '     U  it  hniii'.wii;  up  iiiriut>  to  hr  iiirii 
is  done  til  rff.n-r  thr  sli|;li((  st  ini|>rr^siou  ol'  cratitiidr  '  or  ihxil-. '     I'M'tiri  Mould  it  hr  (o  -cud  tlirui  .my  where 
from  (he  Cadiolir  iiiiinl;  (he  \i-ry  h.iy  lu.nli- n|Hiu  (In-    dun  (•■nil  ilnm  smli  iliiiiiiu«>N:    iM-iter  send  (hem  to 
lawu,  die  faiaud  talluw  of  tiie  herfandmut(on allowed.  :  thoM-  idand>  m  the  Nrndi  Se.:s,  where  tliey  nii(;ht  morr 


-* 


•"•'      •  " ■    ■•.■•. "I.-.-"-    ••■  |'."» I, iiiii'i    •■   .,ii-,-..,   ". ..."I- ., 

esses   from    thr  (Iiilndir  louiiiirs;    thru  iln-y  wrr<      forty-foiir  p  i;-.i-s  and  a   h.ilf  rr;;aril  llir  d.imnahlr  nhi- 
joledand  i-arrssfd,  ff-iri*d  .iiid  llalten-d.  .ind  (;i%eii  to    l.tirv  of  lVi]>is|s!  ^ 
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liumanely  learn  to  become  caanibab;  it  would  be  let* 
dugusting  that  they  were  brought  up  to  devour  the 
dead,  tlun  persecute  the  living.  Schools  do  you  call 
them  ?  call  them  rather  duQghill.%  where  the  viper  of 
iutolerance  deposits  her  youii(;,  that,  when  tlieir  Itetb 
are  cut  and  their  poison  is  mature,  they  may  issue  fbkth, 
til  thy  and  veaomous  to  sting  the  Catholic.  But  are 
these  the  doctrines  of  the  Church  of  England,  or  of 
churchmen?  No;  the  mos:  enlightened  churchmen  are 
of  a  different  opinion.  What  says  Paley?  w  I  perceive 
no  reason  why  men  of  different  religious  persuasions, 
should  not  sit  upon  the  same  henrh,  delilierate  in  the 
same  council,  or  fight  in  the  same  ranks,  as  well  ax  men 
of  various  religious  opinions,  upon  any  controverted 
topic  of  natural  history,  pililo^ophy,  oreihics.N  It  may 
be  answered  that  Pdley  was  not  Ktrictly  orthodox;  I 
know  nothing  of  his  orthodoxy,  hut  who  will  deny  that 
he  was  an  ornament  to  the  church,  to  human  nature, 
to  Christianity? 

I  sIiaII  not  dwell  upon  the  grievance  of  tithes,  so 
severely  felt  by  the  peasantry,  hut  it  may  be  proper  to 
observe  that  there  is  an  addition  to  the  burthen,  a  per- 
centage to  the  gatherer,  whose  interest  it  thus  becomes 
to  rate  them  us  highly  as  po<«ible,  and  we  know  that  in 
many  large  livings  in  Ireland,  the  only  resident  Pro- 
testants are  the  tithe  proctor  nnd  his  family. 

Among  many  causes  of  irriMtion,  t(K>  numerous  for 
recapitulation,  there  is  one  in  the  militia  not  to  be 
passed  over,  I  mean  the  existence  of  Orange  lodges 
amongst  the  privates;  can  the  ofKcers  deny  this  ?  And 
if  such  lodges  do  exist,  do  they,  can  they  lend  to  pro- 
mote harmony  amongst  the  men,  who  are  thus  indi- 
\idually  separated  in  society,  nllhou(;h  mingled  in  the 
ranks?  And  U  this  general  system  of  persecution  to  be 
permitted,  or  is  it  to  be  believed  that  with  such  a  system 
the  Catholics  can  or  ought  to  be  contented  ?  If  they  are, 
they  belie  human  nature;  they  are  then,  indeed,  un- 
worthy to  be  any  thing  but  the  slaves  you  have  made 
them.  The  facts  staled  are  from  most  respectable  au- 
thority, or  I  should  not  have  dared  in  this  place,  or  any 
place,  to  iMz.ird  this  avowal.  If  exag(;eraled,  there  are 
plenty,  :is  wiilin(>  a<i  I  believe  them  to  be  unable,  to 
flisprovo  llicra.  Should  it  be  objected  that  I  never  was 
in  In^land,  I  beg  leave  to  observe,  that  it  is  as  easy  to 
know  somethinj;  of  Ireland  without  having  been  there, 
as  it  a|ipears  with  some  to  ha\c  been  born,  bred,  and 
cherished  there,  and  yet  remain  ignorant  of  its  best 
interests. 

But  there  are,  who  assert  that  the  Catholics  have 
already  been  too  murh  indulged:  sc<'  (cry  they)  what 
has  been  done:  we  have  given  them  one  entire  college, 
we  allow  them  food  and  raiment,  ihe  full  enjoyment  of 
the  elements,  and  leave  to  tight  for  us  as  long  as  they 
have  limbs  and  lives  to  offer ;  and  yet  they  are  never  to 
be  satistied!  Generous  and  just  dedain^rs  I  To  this, 
and  to  this  only,  amount  the  whole  of  your  arguments, 
when  stript  of  their  sophbtry.  Thesft  personages  re- 
mind me  of  the  story  of  a  cert;#i  drummer,  who  being 
called  upon  in  the  course  of  duty  to  a  dminister  punish- 
ment to  a  friend  tied  to  the  halbcrts,  was  requested  to 
tlog  high;  he  did — to  flog  low,  he  did — to  flog  in  the 
middle,  he  did — high,  low.  down  the  middle,  and  up 
again,  but  all  in  vain,  the  patient  continued  his  com- 
plaints with  the  most  provoking  pertinacity,  until  the 
drummer,  exhausted  and  angry,  flung  down  his  scourge, 
exclaiming,  i<  the  devil  burn  yon,    there  's  no  pleasing 


yoUfflog  where  one  will! »  Tfaosit  iftffoaknclifpli 
the  Catholic,  high,  low,  here,  there,  aod  cvayvkst' 
and  then  you  wonder  he  is  nut  |rfea»ed.  It  it  iiv.lk« 
time,  experienre,  and  that  •  wcmrineia  wfairii  aima 
even  the  exercise  of  barbarity,  have  unghi  yoa  to  !•( 
a  little  more  gently,  but  still  you  coariaunohraatv 
lash,  and  will  so  eoniioue,  till  perhaps  tke  md  nor  le 
wrested  from  your  liaads,  a  ad  applied  to  iLe  bacbif 
yourselves  and  your  posterity. 

It  was  said  by  i^pniieboUy  io  a  former  debate  (1  kr^ 
by  whom,  and  am  not  very  anxious  to  nmtmhttfi 
tlM  Githolics  are  eoinncipated,  why  not  the  Je«f '  x 
this  aentimeut  was  dictated  bycompassioo  Km- tb^J<^v 
it  might  deserve  attention,  but  as  a  siMrer  a^in^ir 
(^itliolic,  what  if  it  but  the  kini;uage  of  >hThrk  tab- 
ferred  from  his  daughter's  nnarriage  to  CulMiiiccE» 
t'ipation — 

•  Woald  »:\j  of  the  lrtb«  of  Barrab^M 
KhoalJ  iMva  it  raibcr  tiiaa  m  CliriMUa.* 

I  presume  a  Catholic  is  a  Christian,  even  ia  tW^- 
nion  of  him  whose  taste  only  can  be  called  in  qunw 
for  his  preference  of  the  Jews. 

It  is  a  remark  ofteu  quoted  of  Dr  Johosea  vb^al 
'lake  to  be  almost  as  good  auUiority  as  the  geniW  tpafi 
of  intolerance,  Dr  Duigeuan^,  that  he  who  could  ttar- 
tain  serious    apprehensions  of  danger  to  theCUn^i: 
these   times,  would  Imvc  «  cried  fire   in  tbe  drkf 
This  is  more  than  a  metaphor,  for  a  rvmnatsf  uac 
antediluvians .ippear  actually  to  have  comedpnaK 
with  fire  in  their  mouili»  and  water  in  tbeirbraskS 
disturb  and  perplex  mankind  with  tlieir  vthiiaiiMiw- 
cries.     And  as  it  is  an  iufialllbic  syn.ptomof  tlar^ 
tressing  malady  with   which     I    cooct.-ive  then  b  It 
afflicted  (so  any  doctor  will  iuforna  your  Lor^v*'' 
the  unhappy  invalids  to   perceive  a  flame  pcpruil 
flashing  liefore  their  eyes   particularly  when  tbrir^ 
are  shut  (as  those  of  the  persons  to  whom  lallaifkii 
long  been),  it  is  impossible  to  convince  thr«e  pNra» 
turcs,  that  Ihe  fire  against  which  tliey  are  pcffwl'- 
warning  us  and  theuis<:lvrs,   is   nothing  but  u  i<« 
fuhius  of  their  own   drivelling    inia>;inatioai.    ^'li^ 
rhubarb,  senna,  or  «  what  purgative  dnij;  r»  «.-<ff 
that  fancy  tliemv  ?» — It  is  ini]>os'»iblc,  iheyvrb'^ 
over,  tlieirs  is  the  true 

•  Caput  inMnabiU  tribas  AD>i>yrit.> 

These  are  your  true  Protestants.  Like  Bayle,  vw  p 
tested  against  all  sects  wluiLsoever,  so  do  the^  pn*^ 
against  Catholic  petitions,  Protestant  petiiieos.  as  e 
dress,  all  tLit  reason,  humanity,  policy.  jvsiHf.  * 
common  sense,  can  urge  against  the  deluMowi)^  ^ 
absurd  delirium.  Tliesc  are  the  pcrvon^  vbi  iv^ 
the  fable  of  the  mountain  that  brought  forth  s  (M** 
they  are  the  mice  who  conceive  themselves  in  bk'< 
witli  motmtaius. 

To  return  to  the  Catholics,  suppose  tlie  Ink  *^ 
actually  contented  under  their  dis;thilities,suppmew* 
capable  of  such  a  bull  as  not  to  desire  dcliveraocc. »% 
we  not  to  wish  it  for  ourselves?  Have  wenolMni 
gain  by  their  emancipation  '  >Vli.it  resources  k«v'  ^^ 
wasted !     What  talents  have  been  lost  bv  ibt  ^r^ 

m 

fiystcm  of  exclusion  !     You  air  eadv  knov  the  «aiv  ■ 
Irish  aid ;  at  this  moment  the  defence  of  EiisL>b-  ' 
intrusted  to  the  Irish  militia  ;    at  this   rnomeat.  «. 
the  starving  peopk  are  rising  in  the  fiefreDe»»  d  ^ 
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o  inierpaK  briaiHq  ynu  an  J  ir- 
n  iaar  much,  but  will  io  morr. 
anijr  iriunpli  Dbtuiuu]  Ihroaitli 


u  Cathol. 


Mm  lilt  ihli 
■Iwir  cainr.  «ilb  in  elmjucnu  wLiih  1  ihall  oi 
ciilr  by  ihr  humblg  tribots  or  mj  |M»(;yric, 
Ihird  of  hit  kindred,  ai  uaJike  »  Da«|uil.  I 
eomlnliiig  ■(■aiiul  lui  eaibolir  brcllinui  in  Dul 

frniom — ilJ  Ilie  va>[iwu  implcini 

tacr  llul  rouM  be  wi«1dcd  by  Ibi  n 


rofth 


cy;  if  Calliolir  Spnin,  fHiibFuJ  Porlu^,  or  Uie  aa  lea 
CilliDiic  and  riii(hfiil  kine  of  IlK  one  SKily  (ol  ohidt, 
by  ibr  by,  you  h«*v  IbIfLj  drprivrd  bim),  ttvnd  in 
ucrI  oI  uiccour.  iwoy  [ioo  a  flcrt  Mod  ta  army,  an 
■mbuvidar  aoj  1  Hibildy.  wmclioiM  (o  Bgbt  pRIty 
hardly,  ccorrtlly  10  iM|iDliiie  (Fry  badly,  and  ilcayi 
ID  |My  'try  diarJy  for  our  Papikb  alliei,  Bui  [ct  four 
mililoni  of  frllaw-tubjccU  pray  for  nliif.  wba  Gfllil 

la  alitnt.  ood  allbougb  ihrir  ■  falhtr-.  boue  bu  auDy 
Runiiooi.p  Itacra  ■■  do  rnling  plan  fiir  ibniB.  Allow 
nc  lo  aak.  arc  you  noi  figbiinf  for  ihf  tnuncipalian 
of  FfrdlnaDd  the  K»nlb,  wbo  mlaioly  t>  a  &al.  and 
con«iurHl1y.  ia  all  prBbalHlily,  a  bigoli  and  hair  you 
moTF  rtf^ard  for  a  tanign  uremga  Ibaa  yaur  pvn 
feUow-HibJfcLt.  vbo  aro  nol  foola,  for  ihey  know  youi 

bigou,  tot  ibry  rMum  you  (laatl  Ibr  evil ;  but  wbo  ar< 

[lioH  oF  Ibr  body. 

Upon  Lbr  CDni«|Dcacft  of  your  not  accHbag  lo  tbr 
'    '  I,  I  iball  Dol  cipalule;  yog 


know  Ibrm.  yo 
ehiUlrrn  whrn 
Union  H)  calliKt. 


FhI  iI 


pBJtimf  ibw  r«la>,  Hw  menu  in  vrhlrh  ihry  nt 
hi^^p  b«B  bouied  of  in  a  iriunipbaai  lonc  on  * 
lairCeaiion  wiibio  ihnf  walli.  and  a  lonipuritan  In- 


:aH  atemi.  t  tball  nil  pmcod  10  aiernaio;  bill  llial 
if  hia  Biajfily'i  miriUlrn  il  khe  laio  lo  diay.  It  ii, 
lo'baaun,  a  iittl*  llki  Uu  wiad.  •  do  on>  koawi  wbtntt 
II  comrib  or  whiihH  ii  go«b.>  bui  Ihry  krt  il.  Ibry 

muiiout  a;  ibry  arc.  lo  wUii  pin  of  ibe  kinortom 

UDipb  wbicb  purtuA  ihnaT  IF  ihry  plunge  Inlo  ibe 
midland   nuniici,   ibrre  Ibey  will  be  (rwltd  by  Ihi- 

and  IhoK  ballm  mand  Ihiir  nerki  rremlly  tolfid  In 
ihdr  bdialF.  imploring  Uriuogi  an  ihr  famCi  nt  iIhmc 
wbo   to  limpiy.  yri  inaraioBaly  rsnlriird   lo  rrmoir 

ih«y  jouropy  on  10  Scoilaad,  Frnm  Glaigo*  to  Jobany 
CroaiV,  evFfy  whrrr  will  ibiy  rrcriir  limiUr  DIarka  oF 
approbaiian.     If  ibry  lake  a  Irip  from  Punpalrirk  10 

DonaBhiilrc,  ibrn      ■'■     ■  ■ 


.  of  U 


■  Caiholi 


tium  to  Ibr  mnrapolu,  if  ihcy  can  paa  nadar 
le  Bar  wilboul  usplraunl  •mviioBa  ■■  iht  tighl 
■  grrcdy  nichea  orar  ibal  anincw  giimy.  ibry 
I  ncape  Iba  acclamaliana  oF  the  liiary.  aiid  ibi 
Inmulout,  bni  aai  Iniiocrrr.applaiur,  Ibr  bica- 
iBolloud  bui  ■lHp>  oFbauknrpI  mrrchanb  and 


«.fylotM, 

ibaie  from  thai  gillaDI  army  which  ihry  «  gn 
and  pioiuly  diipaubed,  la  nctuil  Ihr  ■  ooblr  1 

WbBiif,inihri'ounrDfibi<iriumpbalr4rr<'r(i 
Ibcy  *ill  fiibrru  niiDy  prbblea  at  Calicahi  •  ariuy  didOB 

nol  parcriyr  loy  of  Ihou  mruwriala  *hicb  a  grauful  pts- 
pla  iMct  iu  bouour  of  Ibcir  brurfacloni  <abai    ' 
nol  «cn   a  iigB-|>o>l  will   condrmnil  le  di 
Sinicm'i  brad  in   Fatour  of  ibg  ILkrnru  of 
qurmn  of  Watcbertn.  Ibey  will  nol  want  4  pkluft 
•ho  can  alvaya  bair  a  eariialurr ;  or  itgrrl 
tiBn  of  a  lUtue  wbo  will  w  oflco  ira  ibimiili 
in  rffigy.     But  ijinr  populiriiy  i>  nol  limn 

vhere  llirir  mcauina,  and  abeir  aU.  dieir  c. 
Ibetjilbollci.  mu«  lendrrilirn  prr-rmiornih 

brrr,  in  Fnncribry  aiui  bradorid. 


aio  iwaJlowed  up  Ibr  par 
IF  iadtprndrnre  oFlnklHl. 
a  unglr  priMlege. 
lea  and  diuimptred  body 


-   Tbrf< 


10  Ibr  ( 


Booaparir  Ibai^  Ct 
liar  of  nmdiiri  norr  pnpiiiova  10  bta  pmjacu.  Ibaa 
Ibal  whicb  haa  bren  punurd.  it  punuiog,  and.  I  laar, 
«UI  br  pumird,  towardi  Irrksd.  Wbai  >■  E^anii 
wilboul  Inland,  ilnd  *hal  i>  Ireland  wilLoul  ibr  Ca- 
lholin>     It  la  on  Ihr  baut  of  your  lyriony  Kapoiroi 
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hopes  to  builJ  his  own.  So  ^r.itcful  must  oppression 
of  the  dtholirs  be  to  his  mind,  tlint  doubtless  (ns  he 
as  lately  permitted  Knme  renowai  of  intnrcourso)  the 
next  eartt'l  will  rouvey  to  this  rnuntry  car(;ocs  oEM|rc« 
china  and  blue  rihauds  (thin^js  in  (;reat  requeJttjfUPB  of 
equal  value  at  this  monieni;,  blue  riliands  nf  tbelef;inn 
of  honour  fur  1)r  l>ui(;riian  and  his  ministerial  disciple:^. 
Such  is  that  well-earned  popultrily,  the  result  of  those 
extraordinary  expeditions,  .so  expensive  to  ourteUes, 
and  fo  usel(>s.t  to  our  allies;  of  those  sin(;ular  inquiries, 
so  exeul|)atory  to  the  arrnsed.  and  so  dissatisfartory  to 
the  people;  of  those  paniiinxir.d  \irt()ries,  so  honour- 
able, as  we  are  told,  to  tin'  lirlti>h  name,  and  so  ile- 
structive  to  the  best  interests  of  the  liriiish  nation: 
above  all,  such  is  the  rew.nd  of  a  conduct  pursued  by 
ministers  towards  the  Catli(»li('*s. 

I  have  to  aiK)|o{;ise  to  the  IIous<',  who  will,  I  trust, 
pardon  one,  not  often  in  the  habit  of  intrudin{;  upon 
their  induli^ence,  for  so  lon^  attempting  to  en^;a(;e  their 
attention.  My  most  deciiled  opinion  is,  as  my  vote  will 
be,  in  favour  of  the  moiinn. 


DEILVTE  OX  .MAJOR  C.VUTV.'Iur.IITS  PETITlCtN. 
Jl'NE   I,   iSi3. 

LORD  riYRON  rose  and  said  : 

Ur  I^Bosi,  the  Petition  which  I  nov^  hold  for  the 
purpose  of  presentin{;  to  the  House,  is  one  which  I 
humbly  coneei>e  reipiires  the  partieidor  attention  of 
your  lordships,  inasmuch  as,  thoii(;h  si^;ne<l  but  by  a 
single  individual,  it  coiitain-i  statements  which  Tif  not 
disproved];  demnnd  most  serious  invesii;;alion.  Tlio 
grievance  of  which  the  petitioner  compl  lins  is  neither 
!u;Uish  nor  ima;pnary.  It  is  not  his  own  «>nly,  for  it 
has  iM'en.  and  is  btill  felt  bv  numbers.  No  (uie  with- 
out  these  walls,  nor  indeed  within,  but  may  t(;.-morrow 
bc  made  liable  tn  the  same  insult  iuiNd)sti'uctitMi.  in  the 
discharge  of  an  imperiou>  dutv  for  the  ri'sii»ration  of  the 
Irueconstitulion  of  these  naluis  l»y  petitituiiuy' for  reform 
in  parliament.  The  petilituur,  my  Lords,  is  a  mauwhosi- 
long  hf»  has  been  spent  in  one  uuceasin;;  stru;;i;h'  for 
the  liberty  of  the  sulijrct,  a(;.iiust  that  uuilue  iulluruee 
which  has  increased,  is  iiuTea«iuM,.  and  ought  to  he 
diminished;  and,  >Ahate\cr  diff<  reuce  of  opinion  may 
exist  as  to  his  political  tenets,  h'w  will  he  found  to 
question  the  integrity  of  his  intentions.  E%cn  Uow 
oppressed  with  year>,  and  not  exempt  from  the  iutir- 
mitint  atteiulant  on  his  age,  but  still  nnimp.iireil  in  ta- 
lent, and  unshaken  in  spirit — v  framjn'^  nnn  JIcitis-< — 
he  has  received  many  a  wound  in  the  coud^K  a^':iiust 
corruption;  and  the  new  (jrievaucc;,  the  fresh  iu-iult  of 
which  he  complains,  may  inflict  .'nolher  scar,  but  no 
diiJionour.  The  petition  is  signed  by  Jidm  (^irtwrii^;ht, 
and  it  vas  in  behalf  of  the  people  and  parliament,  in 
the  lawful  pursuit  of  that  icform  in  the  representation 
which  is  the  best  ser\iec  to  be  rendered  both  to  parli.i- 
ment  and  people,  that  he  encountered  the  wanton  mil- 
rage  which  forms  the  snhjeet  miitter  of  hi»  peliliou  to 
your  lordships.  It  is  couched  in  lirm,  yet  respei  ifol 
language — in  the  language  of  a  man,  not  regardless 
of  what  is  due  to  himself,  but  at  the  same  time,  I  trust. 


equally  mindful  of  die    deference  to  be  paid 
llou&e.     The  petitioner   states,  amongst  mIkt 
of  equal,  if  not   greater   imiK>rtance,  to  3II  « 
British  in  their  frdtn^s    ^^   vfcW  as  blnctl  uc 
that  on  the  31st  January,  181 3.,  at  ITuil^UrslK^ 
self  aiul  six  other  piTsons   who.  00  lieoriiif;  oi 
rival,  had  waited  uu  him  morel v  as  .1  t«>riiiir4r 
spect,  were   sei7C(]    by   a   niiliiary  aud  livil  fa 
kept  in  close  custody  for  *e*  eral  hours  ='Ubie  i-tJ 
and  abusive  iusiniiiitions  from  the  commwi.a; 
reUk  to  the  character  of  the  i>eiilioner;  tUt 
petHner,  was  (iually  carricil  before  .i  nuji-in 
not  released   till  aii   rxariiiii.iliou  of  his  pi}'.T> 
that  then-  was  not  onlv  :io    ju^t.  liut  noi  imo 
ble  eharge  .i^ainst  liiin  ;  and    that,  nof^iilisLw: 
promise  and  order  from  thr  presiding  ni4jL*irj 
copy  of  the  warr.iijt    .t{;ain<,t  your  i^etiiinntr.  it 
lerwards  'withheltl    on   liivors   pretexts,  nn<l  lu 
until  this  hour   bt'cu  (^^raiitcd.     Tlie  nime-i  Ui 
tion  i.f  the  pnrtiirs  will    he  found  iu  tlic  ;•<  ci ti- 
the other  topics  toucJin.!    uftoQ  in  th--  fvuiioa 
not  now  ad\erl,  from  a  wiftli  not  10  er.rr»-3<  jb 
lime  of  the  IIoumC  ;    hut  I  do  most  sinc<  nly..]:: 
tention  of  your  Lordships  10  ii«  geu4rii  luaita: 
ill  the  eause  of    the   p:irJi.)nii-fit  and  j-  .ij.-l-  d 
ri;;liis  of  this  veui-r.ihlr    fri-i'uiau  U.i\t.   I'cr-n  v 
and  it  Is,  in  my    opinion,  the  ]ii{>hi.>^t  nnrlwi-F 
that  could  be  paid  tu  the  IIoum^.  that  to  vour 
rather  than   by  ripiH-nl    to    any  infc  riir  ouri.  1 
commits  himsilf.  •  Whaicv.r  may  I»c  l!u'  in^oi 
nn)nstrance,  it  is  some  s^iti-^ faction  tn  m-v  ih-  u. 
ed  with  regret  for  tho  ocrasiou,  tU.it  I  h  i.o  lU 
tunity  of  publicly  staling  the  olisiruni  .a  tJ«Li 
\  .sniiject  is  h  ibh',  in  the  pro^eoniiou  of  tli.;  m.* 
j  and  iinjM  rious  of  his  duties,    the  obtaiuinj  by( 
I  reform  in  parliament.      I   have  shortly  *i;:f-.J  jv 
plaint;    the    petitioner    lias    more    fuilv  cxim 
I  Your  Ix)rdsliips  will,  I    hope,  ado].!  some  ni.i'.u 
;  to  protect  and  redress  him,  and  noi  him  iLm...; 
!  Mhole  ln»dy  of  tin- penplc  in-ulted  aurl  i.;n.\.* 
person  hy  the  inti-r|K)Miion  of  an  abuv-.!  Jm-  1 
lawful  mihtiry  force  iK-Kvit-n  tlnui  and  iJp.-ir  li 
j  petition  t<»  their  own  r.-jirf  !»i'nl.iti*i's. 
I       His    lonMiip  tlun   prrsiiifi^i    ihe  petii;.  n  f.-- 
ii»r   Cartwri-ht,   which    wa^    re.ul.  compluiiioi! 
I  einnm>tances  at    IhuhierMir.lJ.    and    uf  iat.-m 
^  giMU  to  the  right  of  p<rtitionin^'.  in  several  |  U  r 
ncirthern  parts  «.f  the  kin';tlom,  aud  which  Li-  k 
mo\ed  should  he  l.iiii  on  tli,^  taldt*. 

Se\rral  bords  ln\ini;  "Spoken  t.n  the  qU'*:i''J. 
\A)uD  IJYUOX  rrpliod,  ih;u  he  hid,  f:om  t 
of  duty.  prc>ento<l  this  petition  to  tlirir  i.ir.iHi; 
si.icration.  The  U(dd4r  E.irJ  h.id  couieiidi-v!  tin 
not  a  petition  hut  a  sponh ;  and  lU.n,  1*  ii  .oi 
no  prayer,  it  should  not  be  r.ivived.  AVh-in 
necessity  of  a  prayer?  If  ihat  woni  wrrc  toly 
its  pro|H.'r  sense,  their  lordship<  coubl  um  ,tp 
any  man  slutuKl  pray  to  otliei>.  ||^  1.  jj  on:; 
thiit  the  petition,  chou^'.h  insoinr  ivartscxprcs^^ 
piiJMjK,  did  not  contain  any  improptir  nu^-.ii  uf 
l;ul  w.as  touched  in  respectful  lanyua,-..  to^or 
Iordshii)s;  he  should  therefore  truNf  ilnir  k 
would  allow  the  petition  Ut  In.-  n-ceivtd. 
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Son  JItiatt. 


Difficile  «M  prepri« 


■■■la  ilicrr*. 
Hon.  Epiu.  md  PItmm. 


Dntt  ikoB  think,  bwAutr  i>ii>a  art  firiaoat,  ihrr*  ilull  It*    ■«    nnr* 
C«kn  and  Al«  t—\t%.  hj  Si  Aane :   mmi  Cin^rt  ab»U  be  b»i  i'  ibc 

siiaK9|'|^;aiie. 


CANTO  1. 


I. 

I  wiNT  n  li«To  : — .111  uncommon  vr.int, 

Whi'u  t'srrx  vt-ar  and  month  Mmdt  forth  a  new  one, 
Till,  after  rliiyiii|;  the  (;.i7(-ltrs  with  rant. 

The  ap>  <liM-n\rrN  h<'  is  not  ihu  tru«7  one  ; 
Of  *urh  iiN  thi-^>  1  shoiihl  not  ran*  lo  \nnnt, 

I  11  tlii'rrfoii'  takr  our  anrirnt  friend  Don  Juan; 
Wr  all  li.i\c  sri>n  him  in  tlir  pantomime 
Sent  to  the  dr\il  Numevhat  ere  bit  time. 

II. 

Venion,  the  hiitrhiT  Cumherland,  Wolfe,  llawke. 
Prince  Fentinaiid,  (irMnhy,  liur(;oyue,  Ke|)|H>l,  Howe, 

E«il  aiiil  (;o(hI.  Ii.im-  had  thfir  liilie  of  talk. 

And  lill'd  their  oi(;n-|»o»i!t  then,  like  Welhiklry  now; 

Each  in  their  turn  like  ltiiiii]uo's  monan-hs  Ktalk, 
Follower-  of  fame,  m  nine  f.irrown  of  that  low: 

Krinee.  i«Mt.  had  l!iiona]>arte  and  Ihiniourier, 

Rccvnied  in  the  Muni  ten  r  and  (kmrrier. 

III. 

lUrnave.  HrisMit.  <Iondoreet.  Miralieau, 
Petion,  (!l(Mii/,  Danioii,  Marat,  Li  Fayette, 

Were  Kn  iieh.  auil  fanicuis  |N*ople,  at  wc  know; 
AmiI  there  were  oiherti,  *i'aree  fhrj^lleii  yet, 

Jouhert.  Iloehe.  Maieeaii,  lannet,  I)e««iix,  Moreau, 
With  many  of  the  military  S4*l, 

Exeeedin(;lY  reinarkahle  at  times, 

liut  not  at  all  adapted  to  my  riiymes. 

IV. 

Nelson  was  onee  nritannia'i  (•od  of  war. 

And  still  should  he  Ml,  hut  the  tide  i<  lum'd; 

There  s  no  more  to  he  ^lid  of  Trafalgar, 
T  i^  with  our  hero  (piiedy  inum'd; 

Derange  the  army  k  i;niwn  more  popular. 
At  whieh  the  na\al  people  are  euneem'd: 

Resiiles  (he  prinee  i^  all  for  tin;  land-M.>r% ice. 

Forgetting  himean.  NeUon,  Howe,  aiul  Jorviit. 

V. 

Bra^e  men  «ere  li\in(;  hefore  A(;ameninon,' 
And  since  eveeeihni;  \alorou«  and  Mge, 

A  ('ofKl  deal  like  him  too.  though  quite  the  tut  mo  none, 
hut  then  they  shone  not  on  the  poet'<i  p-'ige. 

And  so  lia%e  lieen  forgotten  ; — I  rondemn  uune, 
But  can't  lind  anv  in  the  prirM-nt  age 

Fit  for  my  {Miein    that  is,  for  my  new  one) ; 

So,  as  I  viid,  ril  take  my  friend  Dun  Juan. 


VI. 
Most  epic  poets  plunge  in  •«  medi.LH  re*« 

(Horace  rnake^  this  the  heroic  turnpike  roail), 
Ami  then  your  hero  tells,  whene'er  von  please. 

What  went  hefore — hy  way  of  epi<«ode, 
While  MMted  after  iliimer  at  his  ease, 

Bi-»ide  his  misiie»s  in  some  Mifl  abode. 
Palace  or  garden.  }>ar.idise  or  ca\em, 
WJiich  ser\«-«  the  h.ippy  couple  for  a  tavora. 

VII. 
That  In  the  usiial  method,  but  not  mine— 

.My  way  i>  to  Jiegin  with  the  hegiuning  ; 
The  regularity  of  my  ile-ign 

ForhiiU  all  w.indering  aw  the  worftt  of  binnioc. 
And  therefore  I  shall  o|M>n  with  a  linn 

(.\lthou;;li  it  cost  me  half  an  hour  in  spinning), 
Narrating  somev^hat  of  Don  Juan\  father. 
And  al»o  of  hih  mother,  if  you  'd  rather. 

VHI. 

In  S*\illo  was  he  horn,  a  p^eaiiant  city, 

Famous  for  oranges  ami  ^onien — he 
Who  liaN  not  seen  it  will  he  much  to  pity, 

N>  soys  the  pnnerb — and  I  (|uile  agni; ; 
Of  all  the  S|unish  towns  is  none  more  prelly, 

Oadi/  perhaps,  Imi  that  yon  soon  may  see: — 
Df>n  Juan'-  parents  liveii  hcside  the  river, 
A  nohh'  stream,  and  call'd  the  Gu.idalqui%ir. 

IX. 

His  father's  name  was  Jose — i)on^  of  counir, 

A  true  Hiilalgo,  free  from  e«ery  stain 
Of  Moor  or  llehrew  IiIoimI,  he  traced  his  tuuirce 

Through  the  iiKist  (iothie  gentlemen  tif  S|»aia; 
A  better  c.i%ali(  r  ne'er  ni<»uuicd  horse. 

Or,  being  inonnted.  e'er  got  <lown  again, 
Than  Ju-^e,  ^ho  begot  our  Jiero,  who 
Begot — but  that  \  to  come — Weil,  to  renew : 

X. 

Ili4  mother  w.is  a  learned  Indy,  famed 

For  e\ery  branch  of  every  science  known — 

In  e\ery  christian  language  «>\er  naini*il, 
Willi  \iriues  eiinaH'ii  b\  her  wit  alone. 

She  inaile  the  eie«erest  people  quite  .ishained. 
And  e>en  the  good  with  inward  en%y  gruau. 

Finding  ilieinsfltes  mi  tery  miieh  etceeiJeil 

In  their  own  way  by  all  the  things  tlut  tdie  did. 

M. 

Uer  memory  was  a  mine:  sJie  kuew  by  lieart 

All  <ltlderf)ii  aiiil  gn-aier  part  of  Lope, 
Si  that  if  any  aetor  mi%<»'d  his  part, 
I       She  cooM  ha\e  ser%ed  him  for  the  prompter'a  copy; 
I  For  her  Feina|;Tes  ^i-re  an  useless  art. 

And  hi'  liinisilf  obligetl  to  nhut  upsilmp— he 
Ooiild  iievi  r  make  a  memory  "O  fine  a« 
Thai  which  adoru'd  the  brain  of  Donna  liiex. 
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XII. 
Ilrr  favourite  wiener  w.is  the  matlicmatical, 

Hit  noblest  \irtuc  was  her  mntjnanimily. 
Her  wit  (she  sometimes  tried  at  wily  was  Attic  all, 

Her  Mrious  sayin^js  darkeo'd  to  sublimity ; 
Id  short,  ia  all  things  she  was  fairly  what  I  call 

A  pro<liuy — her  mornint;  dress  was  dimity, 
Her  eveoiiig  silk,  or,  iu  the  summer,  muslin. 
And  other  stuffs,  with  which  1  wont  stay  punling. 

XIH. 
She  knew  the  Latin— that  is,  m  the  Lord's  prayer,* 

And  Greek — the  alphabet,  I'm  nearly  sure; 
She  read  some  Freuch  romances  here  and  tliere, 

Although  her  mode  of  speakiny  was  not  pnrc : 
For  natire  Spanish  she  had  no  yrcut  care. 

At  least  her  conversation  was  obscure; 
Her  thoughts  were  iheori'ms,  her  words  a  problem, 
As  if  she  deem'd  that  mystery  would  ennoble  cm. 

XIV. 

She  liked  the  English  and  the  Hebrew  tongue, 
And  said  there  was  analogy  between  'em  ; 

She  pro%ed  it  somcliow  out  of  sacred  song. 

But  I  must  leave  the  proofs  to  those  who  vc  seen  em; 

Itut  this  I  heard  her  Miy,  ami  can't  be  wrong. 
And  all  may  think  which  way  thcirjndgmenulean'cm, 

tt  T  is  strange — the  Hebrew  noun  which  means  *  I  am,' 

The  Knglish  always  use  to  govern  d — n.» 

XV. 


XVI. 
In  short,  she  was  a  walking  calculation, 

Miss  Edgeworth's  novels  stepping  from  their  covers, 
Or  Mrs  Trimmer's  hooks  on  etiucation. 

Or  «(>p|ebs'  Wife.*  set  imt  in  quest  of  lovers, 
Morality's  prim  persnniticatioYi, 

in  which  not  Envy's  wlf  a  flaw  iliscovers; 
To  others*  slure  let  «  female  errors  fall,* 
For  she  had  not  even  one — the  worst  of  nil. 

XVII. 
Oh!  she  was  perfect  past  all  parallel — 

Of  any  modern  female  s;iint's  compel rison; 
So  far  above  the  cunning  powers  of  hell. 

Her  guardian  angel  had  given  up  his  garrison ; 
Even  her  minutest  motions  went  as  well 

As  tliofte  of  the  best  time-piece  made  by  Harrison : 
In  virtues  nothing  earthly  couUI  surpass  her. 
Save  thine  «  incomparable  oil,n  Maca»Mr!^ 

XVIH. 
Perfect  she  was,  but  as  perCi-ction  is 

Insipid  in  this  naughty  world  of  ours. 
Where  our  lirNt  parents  never  learn'd  to  kiss 

Till  they  were  exiled  from  their  earlier  Iwjwers, 
Where  all  was  peace,  and  innoi'ence,  and  bliss 

(I  wonder  how  they  got  ilirough  the  twelve  hours), 
Don  JnM\  like  a  lineal  son  of  Eve, 
Went  plucking  various  fruit  without  her  leave. 


XTX. 

H«  was  a  mortal  of  die  careless  lund, 

W'ith  no  great  love  for  learning,  or  the  fevad. 

Who  chose  to  go  where'er  lie  bad  a  miod. 
And  never  drcam'd  his  lady  was  conccni'd; 

The  norld,  a«  usual,  wickedly  inclined 
To  sec  a  kingdom  or  a  liou&e  o'enum'd. 

Whisper'd  he  had  a  misiresft,  aooie  said  two. 

But  for  domestic  qnarreU  one  will  do. 

XX. 

Now  Donna  Inez  had,  with  all  her  merit, 
A  great  opinion  of  her  own  good  qualitios : 

Neglect,  indeed,  requires  a  saint  to  bear  it. 
And  such  indeed  she  was  in  her  moralities ; 

But  then  she  lud  a  devil  of  a  spirit. 

And  .sometimes  mix'd  up  fancies  with  reahiit« 

And  let  few  opportunities  escape 

Of  getting  her  licge  lord  into  a  scrape. 

XXf. 

This  was  an  easy  matter  with  a  man 

Oft  in  the  wrong,  and  never  on  his  gnard : 

And  even  the  wisest,  <lo  the  best  timr  can. 

Have  moments,  hours,  and  days,  so  uopn-pareii. 

Tliat  you  might  «  brain  them  with  tlietr  latiy  s  {».' 
And  sometimes  ladies  hit  exceeding  hard. 

And  fans  turn  into  falchions  in  fair  liands 

And  why  and  wherefore  no  ona  understandic 

XXII. 

T  is  pity  learned  virgins  ever  wed 
Wiih  persons  of  no  sort  of  education. 

Or  gentlemen  who,  thou|fh  weU-bora  and  brrd.        | 
Grow  tired  of  scientific  conversation  : 

I  don't  chuse  to  say  much  upon  this  head, 
I'm  a  plain  man,  and  in  a  single  stafioo. 

But— oh !  ye  lords  of  ladies  intellectaal. 

Inform  us  truly,  have  they  not  hen-peck'd  you  dV 

XXHI. 

Don  Jose  and  his  lady  quarrell'd — wkv. 

Not  any  of  the  niairy  could  divine. 
Though  several  thous.ind  |)eoplc  chose  to  trv, 

T  was  surely  no  concern  of  theirs  nor  raiiK 
I  loatlie  that  low  vice  curiosity ; 

But  if  there  's  any  tiling  in  which  I  shine. 
"Tis  in  arranging  all  my  friendjt'  af£iir(. 
Not  having,  of  my  own,  domestic  cares. 

XXIV. 

And  so  I  ioterferetl,  and  with  the  best 

Intentions,  but  their  trratmout  was  not  kiu-l. 

I  think  the  foolish  people  were  pnss^s^^'d. 
For  neither  of  them  could  I  c\er  tin*!. 

Although  their  porter  afierwanls  con^fwt'd 

lUi\  that  s  no  matter,  and  the  worst  'a  behind. 

For  little  Juan  o'er  ine  threw,  down  stairs, 

A  pail  of  liouscniaid's  water  unawares. 

XXV. 

A  little  curly-headed.  good-for-uotltin>«. 

And  mischief-making  monkey  from  liis  birtb; 
His  parents  ne'er  agreed  except  in  doting 

ri>ou  the  most  unquiet  imp  ou  earth  ; 
Instead  of  quarrelling,  liad  thry  hern  but  l*oih  la 

Their  senses,  they'd  have  sent  ynung  master  iifJ.T 
To  st^hool,  or  liad  him  whipp'd  nt  home. 
To  teach  him  manners  for  tlie  time  to  come. 
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XXVI. 

DiMi  JiKi>  .inii  the  l)nnn.i  Inn  led 

For  s(itiii-iiiiii>  nn  unlmppy  4nrt  of  life, 
,WUIiiiit;  r.ii  h  iiiIht.  lint  iii%orrrtl,  but  dr.iil; 
Tlii'v  liviil  ri>s|N>i-t.ilily  ii«  man  anil  wifi», 

Tlirir  riiiKliici  v,w  (>xrrrfiin(*ly  wrll-brfd. 
Ami  j;.»\j'  no  oiitwuni  !ii(;n4  of  inward  strife, 

Cntil  .it  lri]|;ili  tJi*'  imollirrM  tire  broki*  out. 

And  |»iit  llti*  business  pii>t  nil  kind  of  doubt. 

XXVII. 

For  Ini'z  r.illd  Mime  dnijjci^tii  and  pliy«iL>uin^ 
And  ti  ii'd  in  pro\f  brr  l»\iu{>  lonl  w;u  mud. 

But  .Is  In-  li.id  snnic  lurid  intiTini-.sions. 
Sill-  nr\t  drridiil  Iii>  w;u  only  bad; 

Yfl  «lirn  thry  askd  hi*r  for  brr  dfp«Kitions. 
No  sort  of  rxpl.inniiun  could  1h"  bad, 

S.ivr  tli.it  li.r  duty  li»ib  to  man  :ind  fiod 

Hi'ipiind  iluN  roudurt— wbirli  heem'd  vrry  oild. 

xxvin. 

sill"  ki'pt  .1  joumfll,  whore  bis  faults  xrrre  noiwl. 
Ami  o|i,'n  d  rnt.iiu  trunks  of  iKioks  and  Iftlrrs 

All  MJiii  li  mijjiu.  if  orc.mion  M'r^rd.  I»p<|U()trd; 
And  iliiMi  sill'  b.id  all  S«-«illr  fur  alii>tt»rs, 

l!i'sii|i-s  hrr  j;<»od  old  i;r  milniotliiT  'wbo  dntinl) ; 
Thr  luMPTS  of  brr  rase  biTnuir  rf*]>citpni. 

Then  .id%it«Mf'<..  inquiNilnr*.  and  ju<l(;i'ii. 

Soiui"  for  ;uauseinent,  oibrr*  for  old  (jrudgeft. 

XXIX. 

And  then  thi«  iMNt  and  morkrvf  vonuin  l>orr 
With  <uih  si-n-nity  Iht  builkand'n  woes, 

JuhI  ;is  iIh-  Sp.irtiii  htiim  did  of  vorr. 

Who  s;iw  tlirir  spousi-<(  kill'd,  and  nobly  rbov 

Nrvrr  to  s.iy  ;i  wiird  .il>oui  tlii'm  more — 
Cdinly  %\u'  lir.ird  rnrb  raUimny  that  rose. 

Ami  S.IW  fiM  .i)'nuir^  with  xurli  lublimity. 

That  .dl  till-  world  vxrl.iim'd.  «  What  majjoanimitylii 

XXX. 


XXXIII. 

He  diml :  and  most  unlurkilv,  brcnune, 

Arconlinj;  to  all  lilut'i  I  I'oubl  rollrci 
From  rounsi'l  liMninl  in  thoM-  kinds  of  law« 

(AUbout;b  tlirir  tjik  's  oliM-ure  and  circumspect). 
Mis  liradi  rontri%4'd  to  vpoil  a  cliarniin(;  cause; 

.\  thousand  pitii*ik  also  with  respret 
To  puhlii*  fiN-liu|;.  mbii'h  on  tliis  occaKion 
W.ifc  iii.inifestiHi  in  a  great  M*nutiou. 

XXXIV. 

Rut  all '.  he  dinl !  and  buried  with  bim  lay 
Till-  puhiir  fi-i'liiic  and  the  l.iwyer's  fees  : 

IliK  hoiisf  Di.is  Mild,  bis  M'r«auts  scut  away, 
A  Ji-w  took  uiK-  uf  bis  two  misireM«'«. 

A  |irii">t  till'  other — at  Ivast  m>  tliey  say: 
I  a«>k'il  till*  diHtors  aftirr  bis  diitease, 

III*  ilifd  of  I  hi'  kIow  foi-r  i-allrd  the  tertian. 

And  left  bin  widow  to  bt*r  own  aversion. 

XXXV. 

Vrt  Jose  W.1S  an  honourable  man, 
That  I  must  viv.  who  knew  bim  very  well; 

Tliorrfon'  his  friilties  I  'II  no  furibcr  scan, 
ludt'fil  there  wtn*  not  many  more  to  tell; 

.\nil  if  his  passions  now  ami  then  outraa 
his4-rclioii.  and  wcrr  not  mi  ptMCi>able 

As  Nuni.r<.  (who  was  al»o  named  Pompilius), 

111!  bad  hern  ill  brougbt  up,  and  was  bom  bilious. 

xxxvi. 

Wbate  IT  nii(;ht  be  bis  wortbk-ssness  or  worth. 
Poor  fellow!  he  bail  many  things  to  wohimI  him. 

Let's  own,  since  it  can  do  no  good  on  earth; 
It  was  a  tr>'iug  uioiiient  that  which  found  bim, 

Stamlint;  alone  besiile  bis  desolate  hearth, 

Where  all  bis  housi'bohl  gods  lay  »hiver'd  round  bim* 

No  choice  was  left  his  feelings  or  bin  pride 

S.tve  death  or  Doctors'  Commons — so  be  died. 

XXXVII. 


No  doiilit.  this  [latienee,  when  the  world  is  damning  us,"  'Hying  intestate,  Juan  was  sole  brir 


lo  |>liiloMt|ihii  in  our  former  friends; 
"fis  .iUn  p|f)s,-tnt  to  he  deeni'd  niaguauinious. 

The  niiin*  so  in  olitaiiiiiig  our  own  ends; 
Aiiil  wh  It  the  lawyer,  call  a  m  malu%  nniiNHt.n 

Oindiii  t  like  this  by  no  means  conipn'beuds: 
he\itn;i-  in  {MTsoii  s  certainly  no  virtue, 
Kut  Iheii  t  ih  nut  my  fault  if  others  burl  you. 

XXXi. 

And  if  our  quarrels  should  rip  up  old  stories. 
And  help  iheni  with  a  lir  or  two  additional. 

/  ni  mil  lo  III  iiiir.  as  yoii  well  know,  no  more  is 
Anv  one  else — tln-y  were  liecoine  trailiiion.il ; 

Id-siilis.  their  re«iirri-i-tii>ii  aids  onr  ghiriiN 

Ity  ii>nira<t.  «hii-h  is  what  we  just  wen*  wishing  all: 

And  ^1  H  III  e  prulit^  l>y  tlii->  resiirn'etinn — 

Dead  M-aiiilals  turni  go<Ml  subjects  for  dissection. 

XXXII. 

Their  frii-nds  h.iil  tried  at  reconciliation. 

Then  thi-ir  ril.ition^.  who  made  matter*  wone 

(T  Were  h.iril  to  till  upon  »  like  im easiou 
To  whoiii  it  iiia\  he  hist  to  have  recourse — 

I  taut  Sly  iiiiieh  for  fnend  iir  yet  relation^: 
The  lawviTs  did  their  utmost  for  divon-e, 

ISiit  S4  am-  .1  fi  e  was  p.iid  cm  eillier  Mde 

l»iTiire,  unlui.kily,  Don  Juse  died. 


To  a  cbauicry-ituit,  and  messuages,  and  landli 
Which,  with  a  long  minority  and  care, 

ProiniM.ll  to  turn  out  well  in  proper  bands: 
Inn  iKt-anie  M>le  guanli-in,  wbiib  w.is  fair, 

.\nd  answer  d  but  lo  nature's  just  demands; 
As  only  sou  left  with  an  only  mollier 
Is  brought  up  much  more  wiitely  than  anolher. 

XXXVIII. 
SagctC  of  women,  even  of  widows,  she 

RpsoUed  tliai  Juan  should  be  ijuilc  a  {Kiragoa, 
Aud  worthy  of  the  noblest  petligree 

lllis  sire  was  of  Cisiile,  his  dam  from  Arragon): 
Then  for  arroinplishiiients  of  chivalry, 

III  r:isi'  our  liiril  the  kill;;  should  go  lo  war  again, 
lie  h-ariid  the  arts  of  riding,  feiuiug.  gunnery. 
And  how  to  M-ale  a  fortress — or  a  nunnery. 

.\XXIX. 

But  that  whieli  iKiniia  Iney  most  dei>in-d, 
.\iiils.iw  into  herself  each  iby  l»efore  all 

The  learned  tutors  whom  for  him  she  bii'etl. 

Was  that  his  breeding  slioubl  Ih*  hiriclly  noral; 

)lueh  into  .ill  his  sliidirs  she  im|uireil. 

And  so  tbi'V  Wi-re  Aiiliiiiitted  iiisi  to  her,  :dl, 

.\r(s,  M  iriicris  no  ImiU'  h  was  made  j  uiyshTy 

To  Juan's  eys.  im epliiig  ualur il  bisiiuy. 
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XL. 
Tlie  laDi^uages,  c^)ecially  the  dead. 

The  sciences^  aad  most  of  all  the  abstruse, 
Tlie  arts,  at  least  all  such  as  could  be  said 

To  be  the  most  remote  from  common  use, 
la  all  these  he  was  much  and  deeply  read ; 

But  not  a  page  of  any  thing  that 's  loose. 
Or  hints  continuation  of  the  specien, 
Was  ever  suffer  d,  lest  he  should  grow  Ticious. 

XU. 
His  classic  studies  made  a  little  punle. 

Because  of  filthy  loves  of  gods  and  goddesses, 
Who  in  the  earlier  ages  raised  a  bustle. 

But  never  put  on  pantaloons  or  boddices; 
His  reverend  tutors  had  at  times  a  tussle, 

And  for  their  iEncids,  Iliads,  and  Odyssrys, 
Were  forced  to  make  an  odd  sort  of  apology, 
For  Doima  Inez  dreaded  the  mythology. 

XLII. 
Ovid  s  a  rake,  as  half  his  verses  show  him  ; 

Anacreon's  morals  are  a  still  worse  sample; 
Catullus  scarcely  has  a  decent  poem; 

I  don't  think  Sappho's  Ode  a  good  example, 
Although  3  Longinus  tells  us  there  is  no  hymn 

Where  the  sublime  soars  forth  on  vrings  more  ample ; 
But  Virgil's  songs  are  pure,  except  that  horrid  one 
Begianing  with  *  Formosum  pastor  Corydon.n 

XLHI. 
Lucretius*  irreligion  b  too  strong 

For  early  stomachs,  to  prove  wholesome  food, 
I  can't  help  thinking  Juvenal  was  wrong, 

Although  no  doubt  his  real  intent  was  good, 
For  speaking  out  so  plainly  in  his  song. 

So  much  indeed  as  to  be  downright  rude; 
And  then  what  proper  person  can  be  partial 
To  all  those  nauseous  epigrams  of  Martial? 

XLIV. 
Juan  was  taught  fix)m  out  the  best  edition, 

Expurgated  by  learned  men,  who  place, 
Judiciously,  firom  out  the  schoolboy's  vision, 

The  grosser  parts;  but,  fearful  to  dofiace 
Too  much  their  modest  bard  by  (his  omission, 

And  pitying  sore  his  mutilated  case, 
They  only  add  tliem  all  in  an  appcudix,4 
Which  saves,  in  foct,  the  trouble  of  an  index; 

XLV. 
For  there  we  have  them  all  uat  one  fell  swoop,» 

Instead  of  being  scitter'd  through  the  pages; 
They  stand  forth  marshall'd  in  a  handsome  troop, 

To  meet  the  ingenuous  youth  of  future  ages, 
Till  some  less  rigid  editor  shall  stoop 

To  call  them  back  into  their  separate  cages, 
Instead  of  standing  staring  altogether, 
Like  garden  gods — and  not  so  decent,  either. 

XLVI. 
The  Missal  too  (it  was  the  family  Missal) 

Was  ornamented  in  a  sort  of  way 
Which  ancient  mass  books  often  are,  and  this  all 

Kinds  of  grottrsques  iJluniiued;  and  how  they 
Who  saw  tliosr  (igurrs  on  the  mnr);in  kiss  all, 

Could  turn  their  optics  to  the  text  and  pray 
Is  more  thiiu  I  know — but  Don  Jnan's  mother 
Kept  this  he^^>elf,  and  gave  her  sou  another. 


XLVIL 

Sermons  he  read,  and  leetares  he  endarvd. 
And  homilies,  and  lives  of  all  the  saints; 

To  Jerome  and  to  Chrysoslom  inured. 
He  did  not  take  such  studies  for  restraints: 

But  how  faith  is  acquired,  and  ihen  insured. 
So  well  not  one  of  the  aforesaid  paints 

As  Saint  Augnstioe,  in  his  6ne  Gonfessaoin, 

Which  make  ihe  reader  envy  his  trattsgrestiooi. 

XLVIII. 

This,  too,  was  a  seal'd  book  to  little  Juan — 
I  can*t  but  say  that  his  maDnma  was  right. 

If  such  an  education  was  the  true  one. 

She  scarcely  trusted  hinx  from  out  her  sight; 

Her  maids  were  old,  and  if  she  took  a  new  uoe 
You  inight  be  sure  she  was  a  perfect  fright; 

She  did  tliis  during  even  her  husband's  life— 

I  recommend  as  much  to  every  wife. 

XLIX. 

Yoimg  Juan  waz'd  in  goodliness  and  grace: 
At  six  a  charming:  child,  and  at  eleven 

Witli  all  the  promise  of  as  line  a  face 
As  e'er  to  man's  maturer  fprowtli  was  given : 

He  studied  steadily  and  grew  apace. 

And  seem'd,  at  least,  iu  the  right  road  to  henn; 

For  half  his  days  were  pass'd  at  church,  the  other 

Between  his  tutors,  confessor,  and  mother. 

L. 

At  six,  I  said  he  was  a  charxning  child. 
At  twelve  he  was  a  fine,  but  quiet  boy; 

Although  in  infancy  a  little  wild. 
They  tamed  him  down  amongst  them:  to  destraj 

His  natural  spirit  not  in  vain  they  toiPd, 
At  least  it  seem'd  so;  and  his  mother's  joy 

Was  to  declare  how  sage  and  stiU,  and  sieadv. 

Her  young  philosopher  was  grown  already.  ' 

LT. 

I  had  my  doubts,  perliaps  1  have  them  still. 
But  what  I  say  is  neither  here  uor  tlierv; 

I  knew  his  fother  well,  aud  have  some  skill 
In  character — but  it  would  not  be  fair 

From  si^  to  son  to  augur  good  or  ill  : 
He  and  his  wife  were  an  ill-sorted  pair — 

Itut  scan<lal  's  ray  aversion — I  protest 

Against  all  evil  speaking,  even  in  jest. 

Lir. 

For  my  part  I  say  nothing — notliing — but 

Tins  I  will  say — my  reasons  are  my  own- 
That  if  I  had  au  only  son  to  put 

To  school  (as  God  be  praised  that  I  have  noorl 
T  is  not  with  Donna  Inez  I  would  shut 

Ilim  up  to  learn  his  catechism  alone; 
No — no— I  'd  send  him  out  betimes  to  collcgi*. 
For  there  it  was  I  picked  up  my  own  knowledge. 

LIII. 

For  there  one  learns — 'i  is  not  for  me  to  boast. 
Though  I  acquired — but  I  pii.ss  over  efcat. 

As  well  as  all  the  Greek  I  since  have  lost : 

1  say  that  there  's  the  place — but  «  rrrhnm  jut* 

1  think  I  piekd  up,  too,  as  well  as  mo<it. 

Knowledge  of  matters — hut,  no  matter  ukat— 

I  never  uiarricd — but  I  think,  1  know 

That  sons  should  uot  be  educated  so. 
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I.IV. 

.Ill  nov  w.i<  ^iilei-n  yran  of  .if^r, 

iiitlsomr,  Klt>n«lrr,  liiil  wirll  knit ;  lie  sMm'd 

i()ii;;li  not  tut  spri|;li(iy,  a<  a  png^; 

crv  bixlv  luit  liis  niotlier  diTm'd 

ist  iiiin ;   Lilt  %\w  Hi'v  in  .1  ni|;c, 

t  licr  li])H  'fur  d<ir  *\ic  might  liavc  Mream'd) 

il  Ml,  fi)r  til  bi;  prri'orious 

IT  eyes  a  iliinj;  tlio  most  atrocioiu. 

LV. 

Iior  numrron^  ;iri|ininianr(*,  all 

il  for  (iiscn-tion  and  devotion, 

«  tlir  l><mnn  Julia,  whom  to  call 

Mere  hut  to  t;i\r  a  fivhir  notion 

rharnis,  in  her  at  natural 

ctni^^s  to  the  flower,  or  salt  lo  occttn, 

to  Venu<,  or  his  how  to  Cupiil 

1.1st  simile  la  trite  and  stupid). 

LVI. 

ness  of  her  oriental  eye 

led  with  lii-r  Moorish  origin 

)d  wa^  not  :dl  S^Kiniiih,  hv  the  hy; 

lin,  you  know,  tlii;*  is  a  sort  of  mu). 

ond  (•nin.ida  fi'll,  and,  f«>n*ed  to  lly, 

il  wept,  of  l)«>nn><  Julian  kin 

ni  to  Africa,  some  stiy'd  in  Spain, 

I  b''^'"^  (jrandniamma  etiosc  to  remain. 

LVII. 

rie«I  (I  for(;et  the  pedij;ree) 

an  Uiil.il|'o,  who  traii>mitted  down 

d  le^s  nolde  than  Kit«'h  LhKxl  should  b^: 

'h  alliani-es  hi«  lirts  wouUl  frown, 

;>oiiit  so  precise  in  each  de(;rre 

hev  hred  in  nnd  itt,  an  *iii{;ht  be  sliown, 

i;  ihi-ireoiiHiiis — nay,  their  .iuiii<k  and  nieces, 

dways  spoils  the  hree«l,  if  it  increases. 

LVill. 

ithi-iiish  cross  n-slorcd  the  bre<*d  a(piin, 

i  iu  hlood,  hut  much  impro\e«l  its  llesh. 

Ill  .1  rhU.  ihe  ugliest  in  Old  Spain, 

i(;  up  a  branch  as  beautiful  ns  fresh; 

4  nil  inure  «ere  short,  the  daughters  plain; 

ii-rc  \  a  rumour  which  I  fiiin  would  hutb— 

1  (hat  I>«>ima  Julia's  grandmamma 

d  her  l>ou  more  heirs  at  love  than  law. 

MX. 

I  this  might  lie.  the  race  went  on 

>%ing  SI  ill  through  every  generation, 

centred  in  an  only  son 

left  ail  only  ilanghter;  mv  narration 

•  e  suggested  that  this  single  one 

I  he  but  Julia  [whom  on  this  occasion 

ia\e  much  to  s|NMk  al)out\  and  she 

irricd.  iiharuiing.  chaste,  and  twenty-tbree. 

l\. 

i\  *m  very  fond  of  handsome  eves) 
large  and  dark,  suppn'ssing  half  its  fire 
e  sjNike.  then  through  its  soft  disguise 
d  an  expre^sjiin  nmn'  of  pride  than  ire, 
e  than  cither;  and  then*  would  arise 
iieihiiig  ill  (hem  whi*  h  was  not  de%ire, 
iiM  lia\c  iM'eii.  perhaps,  but  for  the  iU>iil 
^Irugglvd  (hruugh  and  c h a&teu d  do wuUic whole. 


LXI. 

Ucr  glossy  hair  was  elusterd  o'er  a  brow 

Rri|;ht  with  intelligence,  .ind  fair  and  smooth; 

Her  eyebntw'h  shaiK*  was  like  the  aerial  bow, 
Iierrhi>ek  all  purple  with  the  beam  of  youth, 

Mounting,  at  times  to  a  Irausparont  glow, 
As  if  her  veins  nu  lightning;  kite,  in  sooth, 

Possessd  an  air  ami  grace  by  no  means  common : 

tier  stature  uill— 1  iiate  a  dumpy  woman. 

LXII. 
Weddnl  she  was  some  years,  and  to  a  mau 

Of  fifty,  and  such  husbands  are  in  plenty; 
And  yet,  I  think,  instead  of  such  a  one, 

T  were  belter  to  b-ivc  two  of  fiv«»-and-twenty, 
Kspecially  in  countries  near  (he sun: 

And  now  I  think  on  't,  «  mi  vien  in  menlc,» 
I^tdies.  even  of  the  most  uneasy  virtue. 
Prefer  a  s}iouse  whose  age  is  sliort  of  thirty. 

LXIII. 
T  is  a  >ad  thing,  I  cannot  chiise  but  say. 

And  all  (he  fault  of  that  indtvent  sun 
Who  cannot  leave  ah»iie  our  helpless  clay. 

Hut  will  keep  baking,  broiling,  burning  on, 
That,  liows»M-ver  people  fast  and  pray. 

The  tlesli  i*  frail,  ancl  so  the  s<miI  undone: 
What  men  call  gallautry,  and  go<U  adultery, 
Is  much  more  common  where  the  climate  '»  sultry. 

I.XIV. 

Happy  the  naiionx  of  (he  moral  north! 

Where  all  is  virtue,  and  the  winter  seas«in 
Sends  Mu  without  a  rag  on,  shivering  forth 

(T  was  snow  that  brought  Siiint  Anthony  lo  reuoa); 
Where  jurien  cast  up  what  a  wife  is  worth, 

IW  laying  whaie'er  sum,  in  mulct,  they  please  on 
The  lover,  who  mu>t  pay  a  handbome  price, 
Itecausv  it  is  a  marketable  vice. 

I.XV. 
Alfonso  was  the  name  of  Julia's  loni, 

A  man  well  Imtking  for  his  yeant,  and  who 
Was  neither  much  beloved  nor  yet  abliorr'il: 

They  liv«il  logelher  as  nn»*t  jM'ojde  ilo, 
Sufftring  each  others'  foibles  by  accord, 

.\nd  not  exactly  eidier  one  or  two; 
Yet  he  was  jealous,  though  he  did  not  show  i(, 
For  jealousy  dislikes  the  world  to  know  it. 

I.XVI. 

Julia  was — yet  I  never  eouhl  see  why— 
Wi(h  Donna  Inei quite  u  fa\OHrite  friend; 

Be  I  ween  (heir  taste*  there  was  small  sympalliy, 
For  not  a  line  had  Julia  ever  jienii'd: 

Some  pctiple  whimper  (Imt  iit>  doubt  they  lie. 
For  malice  still  impiKes  «ome  private  end) 

That  Inez  hal,  ere  !)o«  .\lf«»iiso\  marriagp, 

Forgot  with  him  her  very  prudent  carriage; 

LXVII. 
And  that,  still  k<^>ping  up  ilie  ohl  connexion, 

Which  time  had  lately  reii<lerd  iiiiich  more  cba.stc, 
She  took  liis  lady  :iKo  in  affec(i(»n. 

And  certaiiilv  (his  course  wa^  much  the  best: 
She  rtatli  r'll  .lull  1  with  her  saiii-  pro(cc(iou. 

And  .•mipliniendd  l>«»n  Alfmi^Ms  (i«!e; 
And  if  she  could  iidt  ;wlio  lan'.  sileuce  scandal. 
At  least  she  left  il  a  inure  slcudiT  liauiile. 
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LXVIII. 
I  can't  tell  whether  Julia  mw  the  affair 

With  other  people's  eyes,  or  if  her  own 
Discoveries  made,  but  none  could  be  aware 

Of  this,  at  leftst  no  symptom  e'er  was  shown ; 
Perhaps  she  did  not  know,  or  did  not  care. 

Indifferent  from  the  first  or  callom  grown : 
I  'm  really  puzzled  what  to  think  or  say, 
She  kept  her  coonsel  in  so  close  a  way. 

LXIX. 
Jaan  she  saw,  and,  as  a  pretty  child, 

Garess'd  him  often,  such  a  thing  might  be 
Quite  innocently  done,  and  harmlevs  styled 

When  she  had  twenty  years,  and  tliirteen  he; 
But  T  am  not  so  sure  I  should  have  smiled 

When  she  was  sixteen,  Julia  twenty-three: 
These  few  short  years  make  wondrous  alterations. 
Particularly  amongst  sun-burnt  nations. 

LXX. 

Wbate'cr  the  cause  might  be,  they  had  become 

Ghange<l;  for  the  dame  grew  distant,  the  youth  shy, 

Their  looks  cast  down,  their  greetings  almost  dumb, 
And  much  embarrassment  in  either  eye; 

There  surely  will  be  little  doubt  with  some 
That  Donna  Julia  knew  the  reason  why. 

But  as  for  Juan,  he  had  no  more  notion 

Tlian  he  who  never  saw  the  sea  of  ocean. 

LXXI. 

Yet  Julia's  very  coldness  still  was  kind. 
And  tremulously  gentle  her  small  hand 

Withdrew  itself  from  his,  but  left  behind 
A  little  pressure,  thrilling,  au:l  so  bland 

And  slight,  so  very  slight,  that  to  the  mind 
T  Was  but  a  doubt ;  but  ne'er  m.igirian's  wand 

Wrought  change  with  all  Armida's  fiery  art 

Like  what  tliis  light  touch  left  on  Juan's  heart. 

LXXir. 
And  if  she  met  him,  though  she  smiled  no  more. 

She  look'd  a  sadness  sweeter  than  her  smile. 
As  if  her  heart  had  deeper  thoughts  in  store 

She  mast  not  own,  but  chcrisli'd  more  the  while, 
For  that  compression  in  Ma  burning  core ; 

Even  innocence  itself  has  many  a  wile. 
And  will  not  dare  to  tnist  itself  with  truth, 
And  love  is  taught  hypocrisy  from  youth. 

LXXIII. 
But  passion  most  dissembles,  yet  betrays 

Even  by  its  darkness;  as  the  blackt^st  sky 
Foretcls  the  heaviest  tempest,  it  displays 

Its  workings  through  the  vainly-guarded  eye. 
And  in  wliatever  aspect  it  arrays 

Itself,  't  is  still  the  same  hypocrisy  ; 
Coldness  or  anger,  even  disdain  or  hate. 
Are  masks  it  often  wears,  aud  still  too  late. 

LXXIV. 
Then  there  were  sighs,  the  deeper  for  suppression, 

And  stolen  glances,  sweeter  for  the  theft. 
And  burning  blushes,  though  for  no  transgression. 

Tremblings  when  m(!t,  and  restlessness  when  left: 
All  these  are  little  preludes  to  possession. 

Of  which  young  passion  rannot  be  bereft, . 
And  merely  tend  to  show  how  greatly  love  is 
Embarrass'd  at  first  starting  with  a  novice. 


LXXV. 

Poor  Julia's  heart  was  in  an  awkward  Mate : 
She  felt  it  f^ing,  and  resoWed  to  make 

The  noblest  efforts  for  herself  and  mate. 
For  honour's,  pride's,  religion's,  virta^s  take: 

Her  resolutions  were  most  truly  great, 

And  almost  might  have  made  a  Tarqaia  qoakf ; 

She  pray'd  the  Virgin  Mary  for  her  graee. 

As  being  the  best  judge  of  a  lady's  case. 

LXXVI. 

She  Tow'd  she  never  would  see  Joan  more. 

And  next  day  paid  a  visit  to  his  mother, 
And  look'd  extremely  at  the  opening  door. 

Which,  by  the  Virgin's  grace  lei  in  anodw: 
Grateful  she  was,  and  yet  a  little  sore — 

Again  it  opens,  it  can  be  no  other, 
T  is  surely  Juan  now — Xo!      I  *m  afraid 
That  night  the  Virgin  was  no  further  pray'd. 


Lxxvn. 

She  now  determined  that  a  virtuous  woman 
Should  rather  face  and  overcome  trmptaiioo: 

That  tlight  was  base  and  dastardly,  and  da  dub 
Should  ever  give  her  heart  the  least  sensaiioo; 

That  is  to  say  a  thought,  beyond  the  comm<xi 
Preference  that  we  must  feel  upon  occawn 

For  people  who  are  ])lea!sanier  tlian  others, 

But  then  they  only  seem  so  many  brothers. 

LXXVIII. 

And  even  if  by  chance — and  who  can  tell? 

The  devil  *8  so  very  sly — she  should  discovn 
That  all  witliin  was  uot  so  very  well. 

And  if,  still  free,  that  sudi  or  such  a  Iwn 
Might  please  perhaps,  a  virtuous  wife  can  qwl 

Such  thoughts,  and  be  the  better  when  iberi 
And,  if  the  man  should  ask,  *t  is  but  denial. 
I  recommend  young  ladies  to  maketriaL 

LXXIX. 

And  then  there  are  such  things  as  love  dhriac 
Bright  and  immaculate,  uomix'd  and  parr. 

Such  as  the  angels  think  so  very  tine. 

And  matrons  who  would  lie  no  less  secarr, 

Platonic,  ])crfect.  a  just  such  love  as  mine;* 
Thus  Julia  said — and  thought  &o,  to  besnrc. 

And  so  I  'd  have  her  think,  were  I  die  man 

On  whom  her  reveries  celestial  ran. 

LXXX. 

Such  love  is  innocent,  and  may  exist 

Itetween  pung  persons  without  any  danger; 

A  hand  may  first,  ami  then  a  lip  he  kiss'd; 
For  my  part,  to  such  doing!^  I  'm  a  strui«er. 

But  hear  these  free<loms  for  tlio  utmost  list 
Of  all  oor  which  such  lo%'e  may  l»e  a  ran^ 

If  people  go  beyond,   t  is  quite  a  crime. 

But  not  my  fault— I  tell  tbem  all  in  tame. 

LXXXI. 

Love,  then,  but  love  within  its  proper  hmiis. 

Was  Julia's  innocent  determination 
In  young  Don  Juan's  favour,  and  to  him  i^^ 

Exertion  might  ho  useful  ou  oci*a&ion; 
Anil,  lighted  at  loo  pure  a  shrinr  to  dim  iti 

Ethcrial  lustre,  with  what  sweet  peixuasino 
He  might  be  taught,  by  loxre  and  her  together- 
I  really  don't  know  what,  nor  Julia  cither. 
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LXXXIl. 
[•Ill  ikidi  tliU  fine  inlentioD,  and  well  fenced 
mail  of  pniof — her  purity  of  soul, 
for  the  future  of  lirr  sirrugth  conrinred, 
(I  that  her  honour  was  a  rock,  or  mole, 
'(line  '^'^U^'y  f>*<)"^  ll^t  hour  ditpensed 
th  any  kind  of  troubl«*<ome  control, 
i  licthcr  Juh.i  to  the  task  was  equal 
It  which  must  be  mcniion'd  iu  the  sequel. 

LXXXIII. 

Jan  ftlie  deem'd  both  innocent  and  feasible, 
(1,  siirriy,  with  a  striplinj;  of  sixteen 

andal's  fan^js  could  fiv  on  much  that  '•  seizable; 

if  they  did  so,  satisiittl  to  moan 
n;;  but  what  was  (^o<Ni,her  breast  was  peaceable — 
|uiet  conscience  makes  one  so  serene! 
liaiis  ha\e  hiirird  each  other,  quite  persuadetl 
all  the  apostles  would  ha\e  done  as  tliey  did. 

LXXXIV. 

f.  in  the  mean  lime,  her  husband  died, 
Ilca\en  forbid  that  such  a  thought  should  cross 
rain,  though  in  a  dream  (and  then  slie  sigh'd)! 
er  could  she  survi\r  that  common  loss; 
ii.t  sii|)pos4>  that  moment  should  betide, 
ily  s,iy  suppiisi'  it — inter  nos 
should  Im'  erifre  nous,  for  Julia  thought 
nch,  but  then  the  rhyme  would  |;o  for  nought.) 

KXXXV. 

say  suppose  this  supposition : 
n,  being  then  grown  up  to  man's  estate, 
1  fully  suit  a  vidow  of  condition; 
n  se\en  years  hence  it  would  not  be  too  late; 
1  the  inierim  (to  pursue  this  \ision) 

mischief,  after  all,  couUl  not  lie  great, 
;  would  learn  the  nidiments  of  lore, 
D  the  seraph  way  of  those  above. 

I.XXXVI. 

ich  for  Julia.     Now  we  '11  turn  to  Juan. 
r  little  follow!  he  had  no  idea 
own  else,  and  ne>er  hit  the  true  one; 
eelings  quick  as  <)>id's  Miss  Medea, 
r/led  over  what  he  found  a  new  one, 
not  as  yet  imagimnl  it  could  he  a 
quite  in  conrs<>,  and  not  at  all  aLinntag. 
I.  with  a  little  patieni*e,  might  grow  charming. 

Lxxxvn. 

and  pensive,  idle,  restless,  slow, 
home  deserted  for  the  lonely  nood, 
■ntni  \KilIi  a  wound  he  could  not  know, 

like  all  (h-ep  grief,  plunged  in  solitude. 
>nd  myself  of  solitude  or  so, 

then  (  beg  it  may  be  understood 
itude  I  menu  a  sultan's,  not 
nit's,  with  a  haram  for  a  grot. 

LXXXVIII. 
Dve!  in  such  a  >KiMern«*ss  as  this, 
■re  transport  and  siH-iirity  entwine, 
■*  the  empire  of  thy  perfect  bliss, 
I  here  thou  art  a  god  indeed  di^ine.n 
ml  I  quote  from  d(»es  not  sing  amiss,' 
h  the  exception  of  the  second  line,  • 

lut  s.iine  twining  m  irauiiport  an«l  security** 
visted  to  a  plir.ise  of  some  obscurity. 


LXXXIX. 

The  poet  meant,  no  doubt,  and  thus  appeals 
To  the  good  sense  and  senses  of  mankind. 

The  very  thing  which  every  boily  feels. 
As  all  have  found  on  trial,  or  may  find. 

That  no  one  likes  to  be  disturb'd  at  mcab 

Or  love  : — I  won't  say  more  about  «ientwined» 

Or  «  transport,!!  as  we  know  all  tluit  before, 

But  beg  «  securityw  will  bolt  the  door. 

XC. 

Young  Juan  wander'd  by  the  glassy  brooks, 
Thinking  unutterable  things;  he  threw 

llimM>lfat  length  within  the  leafy  nooks 

\Vhcre  the  wild  braneh  of  the  cork  forest  grew; 

There  poets  find  materials  for  their  l>ooks. 

And  every  now  and  then  we  reid  them  through, 

So  that  their  plan  and  proso<{y  arc  eligible. 

Unless,  hkn  Wordsworth,  they  prove  unintelligible. 

XCI. 
lie,  Juan  (and  not  Words  worth*!,  so  pursued 

His  self-communion  with  his  own  high  soul, 
I'ntil  his  mighty  heart,  in  its  great  mood. 

Had  mitigated  p.irt,  though  not  the  whole 
Of  its  disease;  he  did  the  best  he  could 

With  things  not  very  siibjeet  to  control. 
And  turn'd,  without  perceiving  his  condition. 
Like  Coleridge,  into  a  metaphysician. 

xcn. 

lie  thought  about  himself,  and  the  whole  eartli. 

Of  man  the  womlerful,  and  of  the  htars. 
And  how  the  deuce  they  ever  could  have  birth; 

And  then  he  thought  of  earthquakes  and  of  wars, 
How  many  miles  the  moon  might  luive  in  girth. 

Of  air-balloons,  and  of  the  many  bars 
To  perfect  knowledge  of  the  boundless  skies ; 
And  then  he  thought  of  IKmna  Julia's  eyes. 

XCIH. 
In  tliougliLs  like  these  true  wivloin  may  diacem 

liOngings  sublime,  and  aspirations  higli, 
Which  some  are  bom  with,  but  the  mo«t  pari  Iram 

To  plague  themselves  wiilial,  they  know  not  why: 
T  was  strange  that  one  so  young  should  thus  eoncei* 

His  brain  about  the  action  of  the  sky; 
If  you  think  't  was  philosophy  that  tliis  did, 
I  can't  help  thinking  puberty  assisted. 

XCIV. 
He  pored  upon  tlie  leaves,  and  on  the  flowers. 

And  heard  a  voice  in  all  the  winds;  and  then 
lie  thought  of  wood-nymphs  and  immortal  bowen. 

And  how  the  goddesses  came  down  to  men: 
He  mivs'd  tlie  pathway,  he  forgot  the  bourn, 

.\nd,  when  he  look'd  upon  his  watch  again. 
He  found  how  much  old  Time  had  been  a  winner, 
He  also  fouud  that  he  had  lost  his  dinner. 

XCV. 

Sometimes  he  turn'd  10  gaze  upon  his  book, 

BoM'an,  or<iarcilasso;  —  by  the  wind 
Kven  as  the  p.ige  is  riistle<l  while  we  look. 

So  by  the  poesy  of  his  own  mind 
Over  the  mystic  leaf  his  «onl  was  shook. 

As  if  'I  «ere  one  whereon  magicians  bind 
Their  s|>ells.  and  give  them  to  the  passing  gale. 
According  to  some  good  old  woman's  tale. 
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xcvi. 

Thus  would  lie  while  his  lonely  hours  away 
Dissaiisfieil,  nor  knowini;  vhnt  he  wanted; 

Nor  Qlowinf*  reverie,  nor  poet's  lay, 
Could  yield  hin  spirit  that  for  which  it  panted, — 

A  bosom  whereon  he  his  head  mi);ht  lay. 

And  hear  the  heart  heat  with  tlic  love  it  (jrantedf 

With — several  other  things,  which  I  forget, 

Or  -which,  at  leiist,  I  need  not  mention  yet. 

xcvir. 

Those  lonely  walks  and  Irngthcnini;  reveries 
Could  not  esca{M!  the  jcntlc  Julia's  eyes; 

She  saw  that  Juan  was  not  at  his  rase; 

But  that  which  chiefly  inny  and  must  surprise. 

Is,  that  the  Donna  rnr<  «iid  not  leasif 
Ilcr  only  hon  with  qurstiou  or  surmise  { 

AVhcther  it  was  she  did  not  see,  or  would  not. 

Or,  like  all  \ery  clever  people,  could  not. 

xcviir. 

This  may  «><>f>iii  sinmge,  hut  yet  't  is  very  common; 

For  iu.sUince — grnilenion,  whose  ladies  take 
Leave  to  o'rr«trp  the  written  rijjlits  of  woman. 

And  hrcak  the — Which  romiiiaiidmrnt  isi't  they  break  ? 
(I  have  fttryot  the  number,  and  iliink  no  m:m 

Should  rashly  t|uote,  for  fenr  of  a  mistake.) 
I  say  when  these  same  fjcntlemm  are  jealous, 
They  make  some  blunder,  which  their  ladies  tell  us. 

XCIX. 
A  real  hnsb:md  always  is  suspicious. 

But  still  no  Icsssusptrts  in  the  wrong  place. 
Jealous  of  M>ine  one  \%lto  had  no  such  wishes, 

Or  pandering  blindly  to  his  own  disgrace, 
By  harbouring  soinedeiir  friend  extremely  vicious; 

The  last  indeed  's  infallibly  the  cast:: 
And  when  tite  s)ious(>  and  friend  are  gone  off  wholly, 
He  wonders  at  their  vice,  and  not  his  folly. 

C. 
Thus  parents  also  are  at  times  short-sighted ; 

Though  watchful  as  the  lynx,  they  nr'er  dis<*over. 
The  while  the  wirked  world  beholds,  delighted, 

Tonng  IIoiMrful's  mist^^ss,  or  Miss  Fanny's  lover, 
Till  some  confounded  eseiipade  has  hlighl«>d 

The  plan  of  twenty  yars,  and  all  is  over; 
And  then  the  mother  cries,  the  father  swears. 
And  wonders  why  the  devil  he  got  heirs. 

CI. 
But  Inez  was  so  anxious  and  so  clenr. 

Of  sight,  that  I  must  think,  on  this  occasion, 
She  had  some  other  motive  mueli  more  near 

For  leaving  Juan  to  this  new  temptation; 
But  what  that  motive  was,  1  sban  t  suy  here; 

Pcrha)>s  to  finish  Juan's  education. 
Perhaps  to  open  Don  Alfonso's  eyes. 
In  case  he  thought  his  wife  too  great  a  prixc. 

CII. 
It  was  upon  a  dav,  a  summer's  day ; — 

Summer's  indeed  a  very dnngerous  season, 
And  so  is  spring  ab«iut  the  end  of  May; 

The  Sim,  no  doiilit.  is  the  prevailing  reason  ; 
But  whalM)j'"er  the  c.iiise  is,  one  may  siiy. 

And  stand  convicted  of  more  truth  than  treason. 
That  there  are  months  which  nature  grows  more  merry 

in — 
March  has  its  hares,  and  May  must  have  its  heroine. 


Gin. 

T  was  on  a  summer's  day — the  sixth  of  Jme: 

I  like  to  be  particular  in  dates. 
Not  only  of  the  age,  and  year,  but  motm; 

They  are  a  sort  of  post-house,  wrhrre  the  Fats 
Cliange  horses,  making  lustory  change  hs  niac. 

Then  spur  away  o'er  empires  and  o'eroiiei, 
Leaving  at  last  not  much  besides  chroaologv, 
ExcepUag  the  post-obits  of  theology. 

CIV. 

T  was  on  the  sixth  of  June,  about  the  liour 
Of  half-past  six — pcrliaps  siill  nearer  seven. 

When  Julia  sate  witliin  as  pretty  a  bower 
Ah  r'er  held  houri  in  that  hcaihcniih  li'-irea 

Dcvribed  by  Mahomet,  and  Auacrroo  Moore, 
To  whom  the  lyre  and  laurels  have  L«rD  ^ntt. 

With  all  the  tropliies  of  triumpliant  sooi:— 

lie  won  them  well,  and  may  he  wear  them  loq^ 

CV. 

She  sate,  but  not  alone ;   I  know  not  well 
How  this  same  interview  had  taken  place. 

And  even  if  1  knew,  I  xhould  not  tell— 
People  shouhl  hold  tht*ir  toDgues  in  any  cue; 

No  matter  how  or  wliy  the  thin|*  befrl, 
Itut  there  were  she  and  Juan  face  to  fv^^ 

When  two  such  fiices  are  so,  't  would  be  «i»e, 

But  very  difficult,  to  shut  their  eyes. 

C\1. 

How  beautiful  sh^  look'd!  her  consdoai  heart 
Giow'd  ill  her  oheck,  and  yet  she  feltnown^t 

Oh  love  I  how  p<>rf(K:t  i«  thy  mystic  art. 

Strengthening  the  weak  and  trampling  oa  tfae*i 

How  self^icceitful  is  the  sagest  pari 
Of  mortals  whom  thy  lure  hath  led  alm^: 

The  pre<'ipice  she  stoo<l  on  wxs  immense— 

So  was  her  creed  in  her  own  innocence. 

CVII. 

She  thought  of  her  own  strcn^ith,  and  Juini  yMi- 
And  of  the  folly  of  nil  prudish  fears. 

Victorious  virtue,  and  domestic  truth. 
Ami  then  of  Don  Alfonso's  fiftv  years : 

I  wish  thesf:  last  had  not  ocrurr  ti,  in  sootii. 
Ih'cause  that  numhrr  mrely  much  emlMf*. 

And  through  all  chinos,  the  snowy  aud  tbcMcr^ 

Sounds  ill  in  love,  whate'er  it  may  in  money. 

cvin. 

When  people  say,  «  [  \c  told  youjt/iy  tiro^» 
They  mean  to  scold,  and  verv  often  do; 

When  poets  say.  *  I  *ve  written  jlC/k/  rhym**,' 
They  make  you  dread  tliac  they  11  recite  thefBlK 

In  gangs  of  ^/tv,  thieves  commit  their  crimes: 
■^l.A/0'  '**^^  for  love  is  rar**,  't  is  true; 

Ihit  then,  nti  doubt,  it  eijually  :is  true  is, 

A  good  deal  may  bu  bought  ^r  fifty  Louis. 

CIX. 

Julia  hid  honour,  virtue,  truth,  and  love. 

For  Don  Alfonso ;   and  she  inly  swore,  • 

lly  all  the  \ows  below  to  fowers  above. 

She  never  woubl  disgrace  the  ring  *he  wnre. 
Nor  leave  a  wish  which  wisdom  might  reprnve; 

And  while  she  poudcr'd  this,  besides  much  iool-. 
One  hand  on  Jiiau's  <Mrelcs.s|y  ^as  ihrnwn. 
Ouiteby  mistake— she  thought  it  was  heroma; 
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ex. 

L*nronsriou«]y  sbe  l^n'd  upon  thl^  other, 
Whii'h  plny'il  withia  the  langlra  of  li«r  hnir ; 

Anil  (o  contcml  with  thoughts  the  could  not  smother 
Shi>  veeiu'il,  liy  the  distractiou  of  her  air. 

T  wai  surely  very  wrong  in  Juan's  mother 
To  l(':ivc  tn^i:thrr  this  imprudent  pair, 

She  who  for  many  years  had  watch'd  her  son  ko — 

I  'm  very  certain  mine  would  not  liave  done  «o. 

CXI. 

The  han«l  which  still  held  Juan's,  by  degrees 
Genily,  hut  palpably,  confirm'd  its  graKp, 

As  if  it  vaid  «  detain  me,  if  you  please  ;•» 

Yet  (here  's  no  doubt  she  only  meant  to  clasp. 

Ilu  lingers  with  a  pure  Platonic  squeeie : 
She  would  have  shrunk  a«  from  a Jpad  or  a.<.p. 

Had  she  imagined  surh  a  thiug  couNmrnse 

A  feeling  dangerous  to  a  prudent  spouse. 

GXll. 

'  I  cannot  know  what  Juan  thought  of  this, 

Itut  what  he  did  Li  much  what  you  woulil  do  ; 

His  young  lip  thank'd  it  with  a  grateful  kiu. 
And  (hen.  alia«ird  at  its  own  joy,  withdrew 

In  deq>  des|>air,  le.«t  he  lia<I  done  amisa, 
Ixtve  is  sii  ^rry  timid  wlien  *l  is  new : 

She  hlush'd  <md  frown'd  not.  but  she  strove  to  upeak. 

And  held  her  tongue,  her  voice  wu  gtown  so  weak. 

axiii. 

The  sun  set,  and  up  rov  the  yellow  moon : 
The  de%il  's  in  the  moon  for  mischief;  they 

Who  eall'd  her  cra^tc,  meihinks,  began  too  soon 
Their  nomenclature  :  there  is  not  a  day, 

Tlie  longest,  not  the  twenty-firkt  of  June, 
8ee«  half  the  buunesiS  in  a  wicked  way 

On  which  (hree  single  hours  of  moonshine  smile — 

And  then  she  looks  *o  modest  ail  (lie  while. 

CXIV. 

Tliere  U  n  dangernn«  silenrc  in  that  hour. 

A  Millni'^s  whirh  leaves  room  for  the  full  soul 
Tn  open  all  il«elf,  v^iihoiK  the  power 

Of  calling  ^^  holly  hark  i(«  M*if-control; 
Tlir  sil%rr  light  which,  hallowing  tree  ami  tower, 

Sht^U  iM'nuty  and  deep  so((ne«(  o'er  the  whole, 
Rrea(he<  al<u>  (nthe  lieari,  and  o'er  it  throws 
A  I  living  l:mguor,  vihich  is  not  repose. 

cxv. 

And  Julia  Mfe  with  Juan,  half  emhracnl, 
And  half  retiring  from  the  glowing  arm, 

Whirh  tremhii'il  like  the  boiom  where  't  w:i«  pl.ice<l : 
Yet  still  »lie  mus(  ha%-r  thought  there  was  uo  liarni. 

Or  eUe  't  wrre  easy  (o  withdraw  her  wai.st; 
Rut  then  the  sitii-ition  liad  its  charm. 

And  (hen (mkI  knows  wliat  next — I  can't  go  on  ; 

I  'm  almost  Mirry  that  I  e'er  begun. 

CXVI. 

Oh  Plato  !  Plato !  you  liave  p.ived  the  way. 
With  yiiiir  foiifi>iiuiie<i  fintasirs,  to  more 

immoral  cmidurt  by  (he  fancied  sway 

Your  s^iiiem  ft-igns  o'er  (he  enntrolie«s  t'orc 

Of  hiim.iii  hr.iri<s  (hiin  all  (lie  lung  array 
()f  |Mie(s  aiiil  rout. Ulcers . — You  re  a  bore, 

A  (iiifrlattii.  a  coxcomb — and  have  been, 

At  be»t,  no  better  tluiu  a  go-between. 


CXVII. 
And  Julia  s  voice  was  lost,  except  in  tigln , 

Until  too  late  for  useful  convenatioo ; 
Tlie  tears  were  gushing  from  her  gentle  eyes, 

I  wish,  indeed,  they  had  not  had  occasion ; 
Rut  who,  alas!  can  love,  and  then  be  wise? 

Not  that  remorse  did  not  oppose  temptaiion,* 
A  little  still  she  strove,  and  much  repented. 
And  whispering  «  I  will  ne'er  conseuta-^coniented. 

GXVIII. 

T  i<  said  (hat  Xerxes  offered  a  reirard 
To  those  who  could  invent  him  a^ew  pleainre ; 

Alethink^  the  re<]uibi(ion  's  radier  hanl. 
And  must  have  cost  his  majes(y  a  treasure: 

For  my  part.  1  ni  a  moderate -minded  bard. 
Fond  of  a  little  love  (whi(*h  I  call  leisure); 

I  care  not  for  new  pleasures,  as  the  old 

Are  quite  enough  fur  me,  so  they  but  hold. 

•     onx. 

Oh  Pleasure!  you  *re  indeed  a  pleasant  thing. 

Although  one  must  be  daiun'd  for  you  no  doubt; 

I  make  a  resolution  every  .spring 
Of  reformation  ere  the  year  run  out. 

Rut,  somehow,  thih  my  vestal  vow  takes  wing. 
Yet  still,  i  trust,  it  may  l>e  kept  throughout : 

I  'm  verry  sorry,  very  much  asliamed. 

And  mean,  next  winter,  to  be  quite  reclaim'd. 

GXX. 
Uere  my  ch.iste  muse  a  liberty  roust  take — 

St.irt  not !  still  chaster  reader, — she  '11  be  nice  lienc*- 
For\K.ini.  anil  there  is  uo  great  cause  to  quake  .- 

TJiis  liberty  is  a  poetic  license, 
^Vhirh  some  irregularity  may  make 

In  (lie  design,  and  as  I  \m^  lAiigh  feme 
Of  Aristotle  and  the  Rides,  't  is  fit 
To  l>eg  his  pardon  vihen  I  err  a  bit. 

GXXI. 

This  license  is  to  hope  the  reader  will 

Suppose  from  June  the  sixth  (the  fatal  day, 

W'ifliout  whose  epoch  my  po«'(ic  skill. 

For  wau(  of  fac(s,  would  all  l»e  thrown  awjiy), 

liut  keeping  Julia  and  Don  Juan  still 

lu  sight,  (hat  several  mondis  Ilivc  pass'd ;  we  U  say 

'T  was  in  November,  liiK  I  ni  not  so  sure 

About  (he  day — the  era 's  more  obscure. 

CXXII. 

We  Ml  talk  of  (hat  anon. — 'T  is  sweet  to  iiear. 
At  miilniglit  on  tiie  blue  aud  moonht  deep. 

The  song  ami  oiir  of  Adria's  gondolier, 

l(y  distance  melluw'd,  o'er  the  waters  sweep; 

'T  is  sweet  to  see  the  evening  star  appear; 
'T  is  sweet  to  listen  as  (he  uight-wiodik  creep 

F'roni  leaf  to  leaf;    l  is  sweet  (o  view  on  high 

The  rainbow,  bastnl  ou  ocean,  span  the  sky ; 

CXXIII. 
T  is' sweet  to  hear  the  watch-dog's  honest  bark 

|{.iy  deep  iniiufh'd  webouieas  we  draw  near  home; 
T  is  sweet  tn  know  tliere  is  an  eye  vsill  mark 

Our  I  tiiiiiiii;.  .iiul  look  bi-i^;h(i-r  when  we  come; 
T  !•>  s\M  iM  to  lie  .i^.ikfn'ii  by  (he  l.irk. 

Or  jiiiril  liy  fillinc  w.il<'rs,  sweet  the  hum 
Of  Wees,  the  voice  of  >;ii  U.  the  WMig  of  hints, 
The  lisp  of  children.  .lUil  their  carlit>st  wurtU. 
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CXXIV. 
Sweet  is  the  vintage,  when  the  fthoxrcring  ^pet 

In  Raccbannl  profudon  reel  to  earth 
Purple  and  gashint; ;  sweet  are  our  cscapei 

From  civic  revelry  to  rural  mirth; 
Sweet  to  the  miser  arc  his  glltteria^  heipi ; 

Sweet  to  the  father  i%  his  first-Bom's  birth ; 
Sweet  is  revenge— especially  to  women, 
miage  to  Bolctiers,  prize-money  to  s^men. 

CXXV. 

Sweet  is  a  legacy;  and  pasMng  sweet 
The  unexpected  death  of  some  old  lady 

Or  gentleman  of  seventy  years  complete, 
Who've  made  «U4yoath»  wait  too — too  long  already 

For  au  estate,  or  cash,  or  country-^eat, 
Still  breaking,  but  with  stamina  so  steady^ 

That  all  (he  iKraelite*  are  tit  to  mob  its 

Next  owner,  for  their  double-damn  d  post-obits. 

cxxvi.     • 

T  is  tweet  to  win,  no  matter  how,  one's'laurels 
By  blood  or  ink  ;  't  is  sweet  to  put  an  end 

To  strife;  't  is  sioinctimes  sweet  to  have  our  qiiarreb, 
Parliculariy  i»ith  a  tiresome  friend  ; 

Sweet  is  old  wine  in  bottles,  air  in  bjrreU; 
Dear  is  the  helpless  creature  we  defend 

Against  the  world;  and  dear  the  schoolboy  spot 

Wc  ne'er  forget,  though  there  we  are  forgot. 

CXXMI. 

Dul  tweeter  still  than  thii,  than  these,  than  all, 
b  first  and  passionate  love — it  stands  alone, 

Like  Adam's  recollection  of  his  F.ill  ; 
The  tree  of  knowledge  has  been  pluck'd— all's  known- 

And  life  yields  nntliiim  furdier  to  recnl 
Worthy  of  tht^  aml)n>si9l  sin  so  shown, 

No  doubt  in  fable,  ns  the  unfnrgivrn 
-Fire  which  Prometheus  lilch'd  for  us  from  heaven. 

c.vxvin. 

Man  ^  a  strange  animal,  and  makes  strange  use 
Of  his  own  nature  and  the  various  arts, 

Aud  likes  particularly  to  produce 

Some  new  experiment  to  show  hit  parts : 

This  is  the  age  of  oddities  lot  loose, 

Where  different  talents  iind  their  different  niarU ; 

You'd  be«t  begin  with  truth,  and  when  yon 'velo&t your 

Labour,  there  's  a  sure  market  for  imposture. 

CXXIX. 
What  opposite  discoveries  we  have  seen ! 

(Signs  of  true  genius,  and  of  empty  i>ockets  :) 
One  makes  new  noses,  one  a  guillotine, 

One  breaks  your  bones,  one  sets  them  in  their  socket^; 
But  vaccination  certainly  has  been 

A  kind  antithesis  to  Congreve's  rockets, 


•  » 


cxxx. 

Rread  has  been  made  (imliffenrnt)  from  potatoes. 
And  galvnnism  has  set  some  corpses  grinning, 

But  has  not  answer'd  like  the  apparatus 
Of  the  Humane  Society's  beginning, 

By  whirli  meu  are  uusufFfK-ated  griitis ; — 

WtiatvoudroiLs  new  machines  liave  l.itcbeenspinninj 


cxx». 


cxxxn. 

This  is  the  patent  age  oF  nev  invendom 

For  killing  bodies  and  for  savini*  took. 
All  propagated  with  the  best  intentioiu: 

Sir  llumphrf  DHTy's  lantpm,  by  whicfa  eoali 
Are  safely  mined  for  in  the  mode  lie  meatinas; 

Timboctoo  trawli*  Toyages  to  ilie  Pole*. 
Are  ways  to  benHR  mankind,  a»  true. 

Perhaps,  as  thootin|;  them  at  Waterieo. 

CXXXIII. 

Man  's  a  phenomenon,  one  knows  not  what. 
And  wonderful  beyond  all  wonrfroa«  measir*: 

T  is  pity  though,  in  this  sublime  world,  tlut 
Pleasure  *r  a  tin,  and  somriime«  mo  \  a  ploMxr*; 

Few  mortals  know  wliat  end  they  vonld  be  at, 
But  whether  glory,  power,  or  lore,  or  trf^mn'. 

The  path  is  through  perplexing  ways,  and  wheo 

The  goal  is  gain  d,  we  die,  you  know — and  then— 

CXXXIV. 

What  then? — I  do  not  know,  no  moredoyoa— 
And  so  good  night. — Return  we  to  onr  itory: 

T  was  ia  November,  when  fine  days  are  few, 
And  the  far  mountains  wax  a  little  hoary. 

And  clap  a  white  cape  on  their  mantles  blue; 
And  liie  sea  dailies  round  the  promoatorr. 

And  tlu!  loud  breaker  botlst  against  the  rork, 

And  sober  sunt  must  set  at  five  o'clock. 

cxxxv. 

'T  was,  as  the  watchmen  say,  a  cloudy, night; 

No  moon,  no  surs,  the  wind  wa«  low  or  lood 
By  gusts,  and  many  a  stparkliof;  hearth  was  brific 

With  the  piled  wood,  round  whiirh  thefamilvcff*: 
There  s  something  cheerful  in  that  sort  of  K-hL 

Even  as  a  summer  sky's  without  a  cloud  : 
I  m  fond  of  fire,  and  crickets,  and  all  that. 
A  lobster  salad,  and  dsampagne,  and  chat. 

CXXXVI. 

T  was  midnight — Donna  Julia  was  ia  bed. 
Sleeping,  most  probably,~when  at  her  door 

Arose  a  clatter  might  awake  the  dead. 
If  they  had  never  been  awoke  before— 

And  that  ibey  have  been  .so  we  all  have  read. 
And  arc  to  be  so,  at  the  least,  once  more— 

Tlie  door  was  fasten'd,  hut,  with  >oice  and  list, 

First  knocks  were  heard,  then  «  Madam M^an-a^ 

CXXXVII. 

«  For  Gods  sake,  M.iclara— Madam— here's  mv  mi*" 

With  more  than  half  the  city  nt  his  baak— 
W.1S  ever  heanl  of  such  a  cursed  disaster? 

T  is  not  my  fauh— 1  kept  gfood  watch— Abck* 
l>o,  pray,  undo  ihe  bolt  a  litth?  faster— 

They  re  on  the  stair  jimt  now,  .md  iu  a  cra^k 
Will  all  Im'  here ;  perli»ps  he  yet  may  fly- 
Surely  the  window  s  not  so  very  high !« 
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CXXXVIII. 

Dy  ihk  timo  Doo  Alfonsco  wa«  arrived, 

Willi  t(»rclKti,  frirnils,aiid  Mnanu  ingreatourobeTi- 
Tiie  iii.ijnr  pnrt  of  (licoi  liaU  loii|;  been  wived. 

And  ihcrcfure  pauM-d  out  to  disturb  the  slumber 
Of  iiiiy  wirkc<l  wumao,  mho  rootrived 

By  ^t<-iil(h  her  huidMiud's  lempie^  to  encuiaber: 
KxAnipU>s  of  thiti  kiod  are  no  contagioun, 
Were  one  not  punish'd,  all  wouhl  bo  outrageous. 

CXXXIX. 

I  can't  tfii  how,  or  why,  or  what  suspicion 

(>>ulil  enter  into  Don  Alfonso's  be«d, 
Itui  for  a  cjvaUcr  of  hi»  roudiiioa 

It  siiri'ly  w.is  exroedin^ly  ill-bred^ 
Without  a  word  of  prcviouii  admonition, 

To  hold  a  Ie\cv  round  hLi  lady's  lied. 
And  suniiiiuii  lackeys  arm'd  with  iii||aDd  swonl, 
To  prn\c  himself  the  l^iiij;  he  niOkt  abhorr'd. 

CXL. 
Pbor  iKmiia  Julia !  sLirtinu  as  from  deep 

(Mind— lliat  I  dn  nut  say — slic  iiad  not  slept), 
|{e(;aii  :it  oiieo  to  Hcreaui,  aiul  yawn,  and  weep ; 

Her  maid  Aiitouia,  tiho  wis  au  adept, 
Contrivi-d  to  fliii^;  tlie  bed-cloilics  in  a  heap, 

As  if  sill'  had  just  now  from  out  them  crept : 
I  can't  Urll  why  she  should  take  all  this  trouble 
To  prove  her  mistress  had  hern  sleeping  double. 

CXU. 
But  Julia  mistress,  and  Antonia  maid, 

ApfM'ar'd  like  (wo  poor  liarinlcss  women,  who 
Of  i;oblins,  but  still  more  of  men,  afraid. 

Had  thnu|;ht  one  man  might  kc  detcrr'd  by  two, 
And  thrrrfqre  side  by  side  were  gently  laid, 

Cniil  the  hours  of  alisencc  should  run  through, 
And  truant  husbiuid  should  return,  and  My, 
•t  My  deHr,  I  was  tlie  lirst  who  came  away.» 

CXUI. 
Now  Julia  found  at  length  a  voire,  and  crirtl, 

mIu  Mr.iven's  name,  IKin  Alfonsto,  what  d'  ye  mean? 
1 1. IS  ma.inoM  M'izcd  you?  would  that  I  had  died 

Krc  sueh  a  monster's  victim  I  luid  been ! 
What  may  thi^  midnight  violence  betide, 

A  sudden  tit  of  drunkenness  or  spleen? 
Dare  you  suspect  me,  whom  the  thought  would  kill  ? 
Search,  then,  the  room  !» — Alfouso  said,  •<  I  will.ii 

CXLlll. 
He  vanhd,  they  «earch'd,  and  rummaged  e^ery  where 

(Ilitsrl  and  rIoiluV-prrss,  cliest  and  window-seat. 
And  found  much  linen,  lace,  and  scleral  p.iir 

l>f  stofkin(;s  ilipp^'ri.  brushes,  comb«,  complete, 
With  other  articles  of  I.idies  fair. 

To  keep  them  iH'antiful,  or  leave  them  neat : 
Arrat  thry  prick 'd  and  curtains  with  (heir  swords, 
And  wounded  several  shutters,  and  some  boanls. 

<:xLiv. 

Under  the  lN*d  they  searcli'd,  and  then*  they  found- 
No  matter  what — it  was  not  that  tln-y  >ought, 

They  open'd  windows,  gaiing  if  tlic  gmuud 

Had  signs  or  foot-marks,  hut  tlie  earth  said  nought: 

And  then  they  starc<l  c.ich  others'  faces  round: 
*T  is  odd,  not  one  uf  all  these  seekers  thought, 

And  seems  to  me  almoAt  a  sort  of  blunder, 

Of  looking  in  the  bed  as  v^ell  as  under. 


CXLV. 

During  this  inquisition  Julia's  tongue 

Was  not  asleep — nYes,  search  ami  search,*  sheened, 
M  Insult  on  insult  heap,  aotl  wrong  on  wrong! 

It  wah  for  thift  that  I  became  a  bride! 
For  this  in  silence  I  have  suffer'd  long 

A  husband  Uke  Alfonso  at  my  side ; 
Rut  now  1  '11  bear  no  more,  nor  here  remain, 
If  there  be  law,  or  hiwyert,  in  all  Spain. 

CXLVI. 
«  Yes,  Don  Alfonso,  hiubaiul  now  no  more, 

If  ever  you  indued  deserved  the  name, 
U  't  worthy  of  your  years  7— you  liave  threescore, 

Fifty,  or  sixty — it  is  all  tlie  same- 
Is  '(  viisc  or  fitting  causeless  to  explore 

For  facts  at;ainst  a  virtuous  woman's  Atme? 
rugratefiil,  perjurcil,  barl>aroiu  Don  Alfonso! 
How  dare  you  think  your  lady  would  go  on  so? 

CXLVH. 
M  Is  it  for  this  I  have  disdaiu'd  to  hold 

Till-  toiunion  privileges  of  my  sex  1 
That  I  h.(%e  rhasen  a  confessor  so  old 

And  deaf,  llut  any  other  it  wbuld  vex. 
And  ui'ver  ouru  he  h.is  fTad  cause  to  scold, 

But  fouinl  my  very  iuuucence  iierplex 
So  niiii-h,  he  always  doubted  I  was  married — 
How  sorry  you  will  be  when  1  'vc  miscarried ! 

CXLVIII. 

M  Was  it  for  this  that  no  Oirtejo  ere 

I  yet  have  chosen  from  out  the  youth  of  Sevilk*  7 
Is  it  for  this  I  hcarce  went  any  where, 

Kxt-ept  to  hull-tights,  mass,  play,  rout,  and  revel? 
Is  it  for  this,  whate'er  my  suitors  wiTe, 

I  favour  d  none — nay,  wns  almost  uncivil  ? 
Is  it  fiir  this  that  Genrrsil  (lount  O'Reilly, 
Who  look  Algicr<,  declares  I  used  him  vilely?** 

CXLIX. 

i>  Did  not  the  ffilian  Musico  Cirnni 
Sing  at  my  heart  six  months  at  least  in  vain? 

Did  not  his  eonntrymnn,  (>>unt  Comiani, 
Call  me  the  only  virtuous  wife  in  Spain  ? 

Were  there  not  also  ilussiaiis,  Kngiish,  many^ 
The  Count  Strong-troganoff  1  put  in  ]iain. 

And  Lord  )lount  tloffreliouse,  the  Irish  poor, 

Who  kill'il  himself  for  love  (witli  wine)  last  year. 

CL. 

«  Have  I  not  had  two  bishops  at  my  feet, 
The  Duke  of  Ichar,  aud  Don  Femau  NunesT 

And  is  it  thus  a  faithful  wife  you  treatT 
I  wonder  in  what  quarter  now  tlie  moon  is : 

I  praise  your  vast  forbearance  not  to  beat 
Me  also,  since  the  time  so  opportune  is— 

Oh,  valiant  man  !  with  sword  drawn  and  cock'd  trigger, 

Now,  tell  ine,  don't  you  cut  a  pretty  ligurel 

CIJ. 
•(  Was  it  for  this  ynu  took  your  sudden  journey, 

CiidiT  pretence  of  business  indis|»ensable, 
V.'ith  that  oiildinie  of  r.iscals  your  attorney, 

Whom  I  see  stamling  there,  aud  looking  s<-nsihle 
Of  having  pliyil  the  fool?  though  both  I  spurn,  lie 

Dc%er\es  the  worst,  his  conduct  s  less  defensible, 
Rrcaiise,  nu  douht,  't  was  for  hi»  dirty  fiee. 
And  not  from  any  love  to  )0U  or  me. 
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GLir. 

« If  he  comes  here  to  take  a  depomtion. 
By  all  meaiM  let  the  gentleman  proceed  ; 

You  've  made  the  apartment  in  a  fit  condition : 
There  's  pen  and  ink  for  yoo,  sir,  irhea  you  need — 

Let  every  thing  be  noted  with  precision, 
I  would  not  you  for  nothing  should  be  fee'd — 

Rut,  as  my  nuid  's  nudress'd,  pray  turn  your  spies  ouL» 

«  Oh!»  sobb'd  Antooia,  « I  could  tear  their  eyes  out» 

CUII. 
«  There  is  tlie  closet,  there  the  toilet,  there 

The  ante-chamber — search  them  under,  over  : 
There  is  the  sofa,  there  the  great  arm-chair, 

The  chimney — which  would  really  hold  a  lover. 
I  wish  to  sleep,  and  beg  you  will  take  care 

And  mak»n«  further  noise  fill  you  dUcover 
The  secret  cavern  of  this  lurking  treasure — 
Aud,  when  't  is  found,  let  me,  too,  have  that  pleasure. 

CLIV. 
•I  And  now,  Hidalgo !  now  tliat  you  have  thrown 

Doubt  upon  me,  confusion  over  all. 
Pray  have  the  courtesy  to  make  it  known 

fflio  is  the  man  you  search  for?  how  d'  ye  call 
Ilim?  wliat  'a  his  lineage?  let  liim  but  be  shown— 

I  hope  he  s  young  and  handsome — is  he  tall  ? 
Tell  me — and  be  assured,  that  since  you  stain 
31  y  honour  thus,  it  shall  not  be  in  vain. 

CLV. 
«  At  least,  perhaps,  he  has  not  sixty  years — 

At  that  age  he  would  be  too  old  for  slaughter. 
Or  for  so  young  a  husband's  jealous  fears — 

(Antonia!  let  me  have  a  glass  of  water). 
I  am  ashamed  of  having  !>lied  these  tears. 

They  are  unworthy  of  niy  father's  daughter; 
My  mother  dream'd  not  in  my  natal  liour 
That  I  should  fall  into  a  monster's  power. 

CLYI. 

«  Perhaps 't  is  of  Antonia  you  are  jealous. 
You  saw  that  she  was  sleeping  by  my  side 

\Yhen  you  hroke  in  upon  as  with  your  fellows : 

Look  where  you  please — we  've  nolliing,sir,  to  liide ; 

Only  iinotlier  time,  I  trust,  you  '11  tell  us. 
Or  for  the  sake  of  decency  abide 

A  moment  at  the  door,  that  we  may  be 

Drcss'd  to  receive  so  much  good  company. 

CLVH. 
a  And  now,  sir,  I  have  done,  and  say  no  more; 

The  little  I  have  said  may  serve  to  show 
The  guileless  heart  in  silence  may  grieve  o'er 

The  wrongs  to  whose  exposure  it  is  slow  : — 
I  leave  you  to  your  conscience  as  before, 

T  will  one  day  ask  you  why  you  used  me  so  7 
God  gran(  you  feel  not  tlien  the  bitterest  grief! — 
Antonia !  where 's  my  pocket-handkerchief  ?» 

CLVni. 
She  ceased,  aiil  turn'd  upon  her  pillow  ;  pale 

She  lay,  her  dark  eyes  flashing  through  their  tears. 
Like  skies  tliat  rain  and  lighten ;  as  a  veil 

Waved  and  oV<'(l>Ading  her  wan  cheek,  appears 
Iler streaming  hair;  (he  black  curls  strive,  but  fail. 

To  hide  the  glo<isy  shuuUicr  which  uprears 
Its  snow  through  all; — her  soft  lips  lie  apart. 
And  louder  than  her  hreatliiiig  beats  her  heart. 


GUX. 
The  Senhor  Don  Alfonso  stood  conf luteri ; 

Antmua  bustled  roand  the  ransack'd  room. 
And,  tumiog  ap  her  nose,  with  looks  mbuted 

Her  master,  and  \u%  myrmidons,  of  whom 
Kot  one,  except  the  attorney,  was  amused; 

He,  like  Achates,  faithful  to  the  tomb, 
So  (here  were  quarrels,  cared  not  for  the  cause. 
Knowing  they  must  be  settled  by  the  laws. 

CLX. 

Witli  prying  snub-nose,  and  uDnall  eyes,  he  stood, 
Following  Antonia's  motions  here  and  there. 

With  much  suspicion  in  his  attitude ; 
For  reputations  km  had  little  care : 

So  that  a  suit  or  action  were  made  good. 
Small  pity  had  he  for  the  young  and  Eur. 

And  ne'er  believed^  negatiTes,  till  these 

Were  proved  by  competent  folse  witnesses. 

CLXI. 

But  Don  Alfonso  stood  wiili  downcast  looks. 

And,  truth  to  say,  he  made  a  foolish  figun^: 
When,  after  searching  in  five  hundred  nooks. 

And  treating  a  young  wife  with  so  much  rifov. 
He  gain'd  no  point,  except  some  self  rebukes, 

Added  to  those  his  lady  with  such  vigour 
Hml  pourd  upon  him  for  the  last  half  hour. 
Quick,  thick,  and  heavy — as  a  thunder-shower. 

GLXII. 

At  first  he  tried  to  hanamer  an  excuse, 
Jo  which  the  sole  reply  were  tears  and  sobs. 

And  indications  of  hysterics,  whose 

Prologue  is  always  certain  throes  and  throla, 

Gasps,  and  whatever  else  the  owners  chose :~ 
Alfonso  saw  his  wife,  and  thought  of  Job's; 

He  saw,  too,  in  perspective,  her  relations, 

And  then  he  tried  to  muster  all  his  patienec. 

CLxni. 

He  stood  in  act  to  speak,  or  rather  stammer, 
But  sage  Antonia  cut  him  short  before 

The  anvil  of  his  ispeech  receive«l  the  hammer, 
With  *  Pray,  sir,  leave  the  room,  and  say  no  taxt. 

Or  madam  dies.» — Alfonso  niutt<*r'd  «  I>— - d  Ikt.* 

But  nothing  eke,  the  time  of  words  was  o'er; 

III-  cast  a  rueful  look  or  two,  and  did, 

lie  knew  not  wherefore,  ihat  which  he  was  UJ. 

CLXIV. 

With  him  retired  his  <■  pos»e  eomitatusr* 

The  attorney  last,  who  linger  d  near  the  door. 

Reluctantly,  still  urrying  there  as  late  as 
Antonia  let  him — uot  a  little  »ore 

At  this  most  strange  and  unexpUin'd  «  fcifltej- 
In  Don  Alfonso's  facts,  which  just  now  von 

An  awkward  look;  ai^he  revolved  the  case. 

The  door  was  faston'd  in  his  legal  face. 

CLXV. 

No  sooner  was  it  bolted,  tlian — Oh  shame '. 

Oh  sin !  oh  sorrow  !   and  oli  womaukiudl 
How  can  you  do  such  thiogA  and  kt* ep  vour  hiar. 

Tnless  this  world,  aud  t"  other  too,  be  blind* 
Nothing  so  dear  as  an  iiufilch'd  good  name ! 

But  to  proceed— for  there  is  more  behind : 
With  much  heart-felt  reluctance  be  it  $aid 
Young  Juan  slippd,  half-smotlicr'd.  from  the  bfJ. 
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CLXVI. 
He  had  b^n  liiil — I  don't  pretrnd  Co  uy 

How,  nur  can  1  inilreil  describe  the  irliere — 
Youni;,  lirndrr,  nml  pack'd  enMlY.  he  lay. 

No  doubt,  in  little  compam,  rouml  or  cqnare; 
Dut  pity  bim  I  ocitbrr  mu«t  nnr  may 

His  sufForaiioii  by  llut  pretty  pair; 
T  wore  brttiT,  tnre,  to  die  fto,  than  be  ihut, 
AVitb  maudlin  ClarcDrr,  in  bit  Bialmsry  butL 

CLXVll. 

And,  ^Tfondly,  I  pity  not,  becaniir 

He  b.id  no  bu«innis  to  commit  a  «in. 
Forbid  liy  br.ivenly.  fim'd  by  human  lawi, — 

At  lr:ist  't  wa«  ritbrr  ciirly  to  U'gin; 
Rut  at  kixicrn  the  conscicocR  rarely  (;nawt 

So  much  as  when  we  call  our  old  debt«  in 
At  ftiiiy  ycini,  .ind  draw  the  aiTounM  of  evil. 
And  find  a  deuced  balincc  with  the  devil. 

CLXVIU. 
Of  bin  position  I  can  |*iTe  no  notion: 

T  i*  written  in  the  Hebrew  Chronicle, 
IIow  the  pby^iciant,  leaving  pill  and  potion, 

Prrtcribnl,  by  way  of  blister,  a  younj;  Im'IIc, 
When  old  Kint;  Ihi^idn  blood  i;rrw  dull  in  motion. 

Anil  that  the  inrdiciiic  answer'd  very  neU  ; 
Perhap<(  't  wn«  in  a  different  way  applied, 
For  I).i\id  li«cd,  but  Juan  neariv  died. 

# 

CLXIX. 
Wliat  's  to  be  done  ?  Alfonso  will  be  back 

The  moment  he  hat  sent  UU  AkiU  away.  * 

Antoni.i's  kkill  waN  pnt  upon  (be  rack. 

Rut  no  device  could  1m*  brought  into  play — 
And  bow  to  parry  the  rrnew'd  attack  * 

Reftide<,  it  wanted  Itut  frw  hourv  of  day: 
Antoni.i  pii/yle«l;  Julia  did  not  «peak, 
Itut  pre««'d  her  bloodless  lip  to  Juan's  cheek. 

CLXX. 
He  turn  d  hi«  lip  to  her*,  and  with  his  haiul 

(liiU'd  lijck#ie  tangli'ft  of  her  wandering  hair; 
Even  then  tbt  ir  love  ilicy  could  not  all  command. 

And  half  fnq«o(  ihiirdjoger  and  despair: 
Antonit't  (Mtiencc  now  was  at  a  stand — 

u  Oiine,  roine,  't  is  no  time  uow  for  finding  therf,w 
Slie  «liiH|MT'd  in  great  wrath— n  I  must  deposit 
This  pretty  gentleman  within -tlie  closet: 

CLXXI. 
«  Pr.iy  keep  your  nonsense  for  some  luckier  night— 

If'ho  can  h.tvo  pnt  my  inaster  in  this  moo<l ' 
Whit  will  iKs-omc  on  't!— I  'm  in  Mich  a  fright ! 

The  de\il  \  in  the  urchin,  and  no  goml — 
Is  this  a  time  for  giggling?  thin  a  plight? 

Why,  don  (  you  know  that  it  may  end  in  blooil  .' 
You  11  lose  your  life,  and  I  «ball  Iom*  my  )i|ji-c, 
My  mistress  all,  for  that  half-girlish  face. 

CI.XXII. 
«  Had  it  but  bei>n  for  a  stout  caTalier 

Uf  twenty-five  or  thirty— come,  make  liastc) 
Rut  for  a  child,  what  piece  of  work  is  here  ! 

1  re.dly,  nudani,  wonder  at  your  taste — 
ff'ome,  sir.  get  in) — my  master  must  lie  near. 

There,  for  the  preM'ut  at  the  least  he  \  f.isl. 
Anil,  if  wr  can  but  till  the  moniing  keep 
Ourcouuvl — Juan,  mind  you  must  not  bleep.!* 


CLXXHI. 
Now,  Don  Alfonso  entering,  but  alone, 

(Closed  the  oration  of  the  trusty  maid : 
She  loicer'd,  and  he  tolU  her  to  be  gone, 

Au  onler  ftomcwh.it  sullenly  obey'd; 
However,  present  remedy  was  none. 

Ami  no  great  g(Mid  seem'd  answer'd  if  site  stay'd: 
Reganling  l>oth  with  slow  aofl  sidelong  view. 
She  snuffd  the  candle,  curtsied,  and  withdrew. 

CLXXIV. 
Alfonso  pausetl  a  minute — then  begun 

Some  strange  esiu^ni  fur  his  late  proceeding; 
He  would  not  justify  what  he  had  done. 

To  H.iy  the  best,  it  was  extreme  ill-breeding : 
Rut  there  were  ample  reasons  f(>r  it,  none 

Of  which  he  sp<fiHed  in  this  his  pleading: 
llisj^peech  w<isa  tine  naniple,  on  the  whole, 
nf  riietoric,  which  the  leani'd  call  ¥  riymarole.u 

CLXXV. 

Julia  s.iid  nought ;  though  all  the  while  there  rose 

A  re.idy  answer,  which  at  once  enables 
A  matron,  who  her  husband's  foible  knows, 

Hv  .1  frw  liuielv  words  to  turn  the  tables, 
>V|ii(Mi,  if  it  doe»  not  silence,  slill  must  pose, 

Kvrn  if  it  should  roniprise  a  park  uf  fables; 
T  in  to  retort  with  firmne'.<,  and  when  he 
Su-^iiects  with  ont,  do  you  reproach  with  tkret. 

CLXXVI. 

Ja'i.i,  in  f.ict,  had  tolerable  grounds, 

9    Alfoiisn's  lu\eji  with  Inei  were  well  known; 

Rut  ^hetlier  't  was  that  one's  own  guilt  confoundit— 

Hut  iliat  cin't  be,  as  has  l>eeu  often  shown; 
.\  l.i(iy  v^itli  apologies  abounds  : 

It  might  l>e  that  her  silence  sprang  alone 
FroMi  ilelieacv  to  Hon  Juan's  ear. 
To  whom  hhv  kuew  his  mother's  fame  was  dear. 

CLXXVII. 
There  might  be  one  more  motive,  which  makes  two  - 

Alfonso  ne'er  to  Juan  bail  alluded, 
Mentioii'd  hih  jealousy,  but  never  who 

Had  been  the  h.ippy  b>ver,  he  concluded, 
Conceal'd  amou^'.st  bis  premises  ;  t  is  true. 

His  niiuil  ibe  more  o'er  thin  its  myr»iery  brooded; 
To  speak  of  lui-i  now  were,  one  may  say. 
Like  throwing  Juan  in  Alfim»o's  way. 

<:lxxviii. 

A  hint,  in  tender  cases,  is  enough; 

Sileurc  is  bes|,  besides  there  is'a  tad 
^Tiiat  modern  phrase  appears  to  me  sad  stuff, 

Kut  it  will  serve  to  keep  my  verse  compact) 
Whii  h  keeps,  when  pu^h'd  by  questions  rather  rough, 

\  lailv  always  distant  from  the  fact— 
Tlif  eharming  i-realuies  lie  with  i«uch  a  grace. 
There  's  nothing  so  beeoniiug  (o  the  face. 

(XX.MX. 
They  bhish,  and  we  iM'lieve  them ;  at  least  I 

Have  always  done  so  ;    ( is  of  no  great  use. 
In  .Miy  i-a<ie,  atifiiipting  a  ri-ply. 

For  tiien  (hi-ir  eloi|iiein  •■  grows  quite  profuse  ; 
.\n.l  wlifii  .It  Iriigtii  tiii-y  aieout  of  bn-ath,  they  sigh, 

.\ud  «  Msi  ilieir  l.inguiii  eve-,  down,  and  let  hmse 
.\  ii-ar  or  t\so,  and  llieii  «e  nuke  it  up; 
.Villi  then— and  then- and  tlieo— sat  down  and  sup. 
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CLXXX. 

Alfonso  closed  his  Rpeecii,  and  iM^g'd  her  pardon, 
Which  Julia  half  ^itiihehU  and  Uicn  half  graaied, 

And  l<iid  conditions,  he  tliou(;ht,  very  hard  od. 
Denying  several  little  thinf,s  he  wanted: 

lie  stood,  like  Adam,  lingerin{;  near  his  fpirden. 
With  useless  penitence  pcrpli-x'd  and  haunted, 

Birsecching  slie  uo  further  would  refuse, 

Wheu  lo !  he  stiunbled  o'er  a  pair  of  shoes. 

CLXXXr. 
A  pair  of  shoes ! — what  then  ?  not  mnch,  if  they 

Are  such  as  fit  with  lady's  feet,  but  these 
(No  one  can  tell  how  much  I  (;rie%c  to  say) 

Were  masculine :  to  see  them  and  to  seize 
Was  hut  a  moment's  act. — Ah !  well-a-day  ! 

My  teeth  begin  to  chatter,  my  viuns  freeze — 
Alfonso  first  eumined  well  their  fashion,  - 
And  then  flew  out  into  another  passion. 

CLXXXIl. 
lie  left  the  room  for  his  relinquish'd  sword. 

And  Julia  instant  to  the  clo«4-t  flew  ; 
w  Fly,  Juan,  fly!  for  Heaven's  sake — not  a  word — 

The  door  is  open — you  may  yet  slip  ilirough 
The  passage  you  so  often  have  explored — 

Here  is  the  garden-key — tly — fly — adieu  I 
Haste*— haste ! — I  bear  Alfonso's  hurrying  feet — 
Day  lus  not  broke — tlterc  s  no  one  iu  the  street. » 

CLXXXIU. 
None  can  say  that  this  was  not  good  advice. 

The  only  mischief  was,  it  camC  too  late; 
Of  all  ex|)erienoc  t  is  the  usual  price, 

A  sort  of  income-tax  laitl  on  hv  fkle : 
Juan  had  reach'd  the  room-door  in  a  trice, 

And  might  have  done  mi  by  the  garden-gate, 
Rut  met  Alfonso  iu  his  drnssing'^'own, 
Who  tlireateu'd  death — so  Juan  knock'd  him  down. 

CLXXXIV. 
Dire  was  the  scuffle,  and  out  went  the  light, 

Antonia  cried  out  u  U.ipc !»  and  Julia  uFire  !» 
Out  not  a  servant  stirr  d  lo  aid  the  fight. 

.Vlfonso,  pommell'd  to  his  hoart'!>  desire, 
Swore  lustily  he  'd  be  rrveuged  this  night ; 

And  Ju;ui,  too,  blasphemed  an  octave  higher; 
His  blood  was  up,  though  young,  he  was  a  Tartar, 
And  not  at  all  disposed  to  prove  a  martyr. 

CLXXXV. 
Alfonso's  sword  had  dropp'd  ere  he  rould  draw  it, 

And  they  continne<l  hattling  hand  lo  hand. 
For  Juan  very  luckily  ne'er  saw  it ; 

His  temper  not  being  under  great  command, 
If  at  tluit  moment  he  had  chanced  to  claw  it, 

Alfonso's  days  had  not  been  in  the  land 
Much  longer. — Think  of  husbands',  lovers'  lives '. 
And  how  you  may  be  doubly  widows — wives  ! 

CLXX.XVl. 

Alfonso  grappled  to  detain  the  foe, 
And  Juan  throttlrd  him  to  get  away. 

And  bbiod  ('t  was  from  the  nose)  began  to  flow ; 
At  last,  as  they  more  faintly  wresllini;  lay, 

Juan  contrived  to  give  an  awkward  blow, 
And  then  his  onlv  garment  quite  gave  way; 

He  fled,  like  Joseph,  leading  it — but  there, 

I  doubt,  all  likeness  ends  between  the  pair. 


CLXXXvir. 

Lighls  came  at  length,  and  men  and  mndt,  wfao  haoi 
An  awkward  speciacle  their  eyes  before ; 

Antonia  in  hysterics,  Julia  svoon'd, 
Alfonso  leaning,  breathless,  by  the  door ; 

Some  half-torn  drapery  acatter'd  on  the  grooDd, 
Some  blood,  and  several  footsteps,  but  do  Bore . 

Juan  the  ^te  gain'd,  turn'd  the  key  about. 

And  likiof  not  the  inaide,  lock'd  the  obL 

CLXXXYUL 

Here  ends  this  Canto. — Need  1  rinf;  or  car. 
How  Juan,  nakctl,  favour'd  by  the  nig^ 

(Who  fhvours  what  slie  should  not),  found  kif  way. 
And  reach  d  his  home  in  an  unseemly  pli^t^ 

The  pleasant  scandal  ^nrhich  nrose  next  d^. 
The  nine  days*  wonder  which  was  brought  to  light, 

And  how  Alfonso  sued  for  a  divorce. 

Were  in  the  English  newspapers,  of  coarse. 

CLXXXIX. 

If  you  would  like  to  sec  the  whole  proceedings, 
The  dei>ositioa<,  aud  tlie  cause  at  full. 

The  names  of  all  the  witnesses,  the  pleading 
Of  counsel  to  uon-*suit  or  to  annul,  • 

There  's  more  than  one  edition,  and  llie  mdiop 
Are  various,  hut  they  none  of  them  are  dnll, 

The  best  is  tliat  in  sliort-lsand,  ta'en  by  Guney, 

Who  to  Madrid  on  purpose  made  a  jonmey. 

cxa 

But  Donna  Inex,  to  divert  the  train 
Ofone  of  the  most  circulating  scandals 

That  had  for  centuries  been  known  in  Spain, 
At  least  sinee  the  retirement  of  the  Vaadik, 

First  vow'd  (and  never  had  she  vow'd  in  viio) 
To  Virgin  Mary  several  pounds  of  candles; 

And  then,  by  the  advice  of  some  old  ladies. 

She  sent  lier  son  to  he  shipp'd  off  fvm  Cadii. 

CXCI. 

She  had  resolved  that  he  sliould  travel  ihron^^ 
.Vll  European  climes  by  land  or  sea,     « 

To  mend  his  former  morals,  and  get  new. 
Especially  in  France  and  Italy 

(At  least  this  is  the  thing  most  people  do). 
Julia  was  seut  into  a  convent ;  she 

Crieved,  but  perhaps,  her  feelings  may  be  belief 

Shown  in  the  following  copy  of  licr  letter: 

CXCII. 

«  They  tell  me  *t  is  decided,  you  depart: 

T  is  wise — 't  is  well,  but  uot  the  \v*i  a  pais: 

I  lia\e.no  furtlicr  claim  on  your  young  heart. 
Mine  is  tlie  victim,  and  would  be  again ; 

To  love  too  much  lias  been  the  only  art 
I  used ; — I  write  in  haste,  oud  if  a  stiin 

Hi-  on  this  sheet,  't  is  not  what  it  appears — 

My  eyeballs  bum  and  throb,  but  have  no  tears. 

CXCIII. 

•<  I  loved,  I  love  you  ;  for  this  love  liave  lo^t 

Slate,  sUtion,  heaven,  mankind's,  my  owoi'sM^a^ 

And  yei  cannot  regret  what  it  hath  cost. 
So  dear  Is  still  the  memory  of  Uaal  drran; 

Yri,  if  1  name  my  guilt,  't  is  uot  to  boast,— 
None  can  deem  harshlier  of  lue  than  I  deem : 

I  trace  this  scrawl  becaoac  1  cannot  rest— 

1  'vo  nothing  to  reproach  or  to  request. 
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cxav. 

«  Mau's  love  U  of  mnn't  life  a  thing  npart, 

T  is  womnn'K  wlinir  rtistenre ;  m.in  may  niii{;;i! 

Tliu  court,  r,iiii|),  cUuroli,  the  vn»cl,  and  the  mart ; 
Swonl,  (;nwii.  i;ain,  glory,  offer  in  rxohaDgf^ 

Priiie,  fiimo,  amhilion.  to  till  up  hit  heart, 

And  ffw  ihoro  arc  whom  these  cannot  estrange :    * 

Mm  hn\i>  all  these  resourrex,  ve  hot  one—     ' 

To  love  again,  and  he  again  undone. 

CXCV. 

M  Tdu  ^ill  proceed  in  pleanure  and  in  pride, 

Rrlovr<l  and  loving  many;  all  is  oVr 
For  nil*  on  unrtli,  exrvpt  »ome  years  to  hide 

My  «lame  and  Marrow  drq|>  in  my  heart's  I'orr : 
ThpM*  I  could  hear,  hut  cannot  cast  aside 

Till!  pji*i<iinn,  which  siill  rages  a^  before. 
And  «»  f.irj'wcil— forgive  me,  love  me — No, 
That  word  is  idle  now — hut  let  it  go. 

CXCVI. 
«1Jy  hre.ist  has  been  all  weakness,  is  so  yet; 

Hut  Ktill,  I  think,  I  can  collect  my  mind; 
My  hliH)d  still  niches  where  my  spirit  *s  set. 

As  roll  the  waves  before  the  setlletl  wind ; 
My  he;irt  it  frminine,  nor  can  forget — 

To  .ill,  except  one  image,  madly  blind : 
So  shakes  the  ni'edle,  and  %o  stands  the  pole, 
As  vibrates  my  fond  heart  to  my  fix'd  soul. 

CXCVII. 

« I  have  no  more  to  say,  but  linger  ttill, 
And  d.ire  not  set  uiy  seal  upon  this  sheet, 

And  yet  I  may  as  well  the  tisk  ful6l. 
My  misery  can  scarce  he  more  complete: 

I  had  not  lived  till  now,  could  M)rrow  kill; 

Death  shuns  the  wretch  who  fain  the  blow  would  nn-ct 

And  1  unist  f\en  survive  this  last  adieu, 

And  Lear  with  life,  to  love  and  pray  (or  you!n        • 

CXCVIIl. 
This  note  was  written  upon  i;ilt-edged  piiper. 

With  a  neat  little  rn>w-(|uill,  slight  and  new : 
licr  !ini.ill  while  haiul  coudi  hanlly  reacli  the  l:iper. 

It  trrnil>le<l  as  m.ignctie  neeilleh  do. 
And  yet  sill-  did  not  let  one  fear  escape  her; 

Till-  seal  .1  siin-llower ;  ««  Kile  notts  suit  pHriout,» 
The  niottu  cut  upon  a  white  cornelian. 
The  wax  was  superfine,  it«  hue  \ermilion. 

CXCIX. 

This  w.u  I>iin  Juan's  earliest  scrape;  but  whether 

I  Hhall  proceed  with  his  adventures  is 
lV>]>endent  on  the  public  alto^tlier: 

Wf  'II  see,  liowc\er.  what  tliey  say  to  this 
(Tlu'ir  favour  in  an  author's  cap  's  a  feather, 

Auil  no  gn-at  mi«!rhii*f  's  done  by  their  caprice) ; 
An<t,  if  their  approhatinn  we  ezp<>ricnce. 
Perhaps  they  'II  have  some  more  about  a  year  hence. 

a:. 

My  poem  's  epic,  and  is  mi-imt  to  be 

Ditidfd  in  twcUe  hoiiks;  each  book  containing. 
With  love,  and  war,  a  hea\y  gale  at  sea, 

A  list  of  slii|is,  and  c.iptains.  and  kings  n'i(;ning. 
New  chararirrs;  the  epis<Kles  are  thn-e: 

A  panorama  vii-w  of  hell 's  in  training, 
After  the  style  of  Virgil  and  of  Homer, 
So  that  my  name  of  Epic  's  no  misnomer. 


(3C1. 

All  these  things  will  be  specified  in  lime, 

\N  illi  strict  rei'anl  to  Aristotle's  Rulet, 
The  viidf  Dicciim  of  the  true  sublime, 

>Vhicli  makes  so  many  poets  and  some  fools; 
IVom:  i)orts  like  l>lank-verse — I  'm  fond  of  rhyme— 

(;oih1  workmen  never  quarrel  with  their  tools ; 
I  '\e  got  new  mythological  machinery. 
And  very  handsiome  snperaatuivl  scenery. 

a:ii. 

There  's  only  one  slight  difference  between 

Me  and  my  epic  brethren  gone  before. 
And  here  the  advantap.r  is  |ny  own,  I  ween 

(Not  that  I  have  not  sereral  merits  more); 
Hut  this  will  more  |)eculiarly  be  seen ; 

They  so  embellish,  that 't  is  quite  a  bore 
Their  labyrinth  of  fables  to  thread  through, 
>Vhcreas  liiis  story  's  actually  true. 

(xni. 

If  any  |M>rson  doubt  it,  I  appeal 

To  hi'.iory,  tradition,  ami  to  facts, 
To  ucws]Kipcrs  whoM:  truth  all  know  and  feel. 

To  pl.iy>in  live,  and  operas  iu  three  acts  ; 
All  ilic«e  confirm  my  statement  a  goml  deal. 

Rut  that  which  more  romplctely  ^lith  exacts 
Is  that  myself,  and  se^-eral  now  in  Seville, 
Saw  Juau's  last  elo|iement  witli  the  de\il. 

CCIV. 
If  ever  I  should  condcivrend  to  prose. 

I  II  write  poetical  commandments,  which 
Shall  Huperscde  bcynnil  all  doubt  all  those 

That  w  ent  before ;  in  thc-ie  I  Khali  enrich 
My  text  with  many  things  that  no  one  knows, 

.\nil  carry  precept  to  die  highest  pitch: 
I  11  (ill  the  work  «  Lon|;inus  o'er  a  Kottle, 
Or,  b\ery  poet  his  oien  Arislotle.n 

CCV. 

Thou  slialt  believe  in  Millon,  Dryden,  Pope: 

Thoushalt  not«etup>Vonlsworth,(loleridgc,Souihey: 

IUM-auM.>  the  lir^t  is  craied  bcyon<l  all  hoj)C, 
The  hcccmd  drunk,  the  third  so  quaint  and  mouthcy: 

With  Crablie  it  may  be  difficult  to  cope, 

And  Ctmpbell  s  liipp04-niie  is  somewhat  drouthy: 

Thou  shalt  not  sii  al  from  Samuel  Rogers,  nor 

Commit— flirtatiou  with  the  rouse  of  Moore : 

a:vi. 

Thou  shalt  not  covet  Mr  5>otlieby*s  Muse, 

His  1V|;asus,  nor  any  thing  tliat  's  his: 
Tliou  slialt  not  bear  false  witness,  like  m  tlie  Bliifsw 

; There  's  one,  at  least,  is  very  fond  of  this) : 
Thou  slialt  not  write,  in  Oiort,  but  what  I  cliuse: 

This  is  true  criticism,  and  you  may  kist — 
Exactly  ab  you  pleatu',  or  not — the  rod, 
Ihit  if  you  don't,  I'll  lay  it  on,  byG — d! 

(x:vii. 

If  any  person  should  presume  to  assert 

The  story  is  not  moral,  first,  f  pray 
That  th«y  will  not  cry  out  before  they're  hurt; 

Then  that  they  11  read  it  fi'er  again,  and  say 
But,  iloubtles'S,  n«d»ody  >»ill  be  s«  pert) 

That  this  is  not  a  ni(»ral  tale,  though  gay; 
r.i  Nitli*^.  in  canto  twelfth.  I  mean  lo  show 
The  very  place  jrhere  wicked  people  go. 
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GCVIII. 
If,  after  all,  tliere  should  be  tome  to  blind 

To  their  own  good  this  warning  to  despise. 
Led  by  some  tortuosity  of  mind, 

Not  to  believe  my  Terse  and  their  own  eyes, 
And  cry  that  they  «  Che  moral  cannot  find,*  * 

I  tell  him,  if  a  clergyman,  he  lies — 
Should  captains  the  remark,  or  critics,  make, 
They  also  lie  too — under  a  mbtake. 

CC1X. 
The  public  approbation  I  expect. 

And  J>eg  they  11  take  my  word  about  the  moral. 
Which  I  with  their  amusement  will  connect 

(So  children  cutting;  teeth  receive  a  coral) ; 
Meantime,  tlicy  '11  doubtless  please  to  recollect 

My  epical  prrtenflions  to  the  laurel : 
For  fear  some  pmdish  readers  should  grow  skittish, 
I  've  bribed  my  grandmother's  review — the  British. 

CCX. 
I  sent  it  in  a  letter  to  the  editor. 

Who  thank'd  me  duly  by  return  of  post— 
I  'm  for  a  handsome  article  his  creditor; 

Yet,  if  my  gentle  Muse  he  please  to  roast. 
And  break  a  promise  after  having  made  it  her, 

Denying  tlie  receipt  of  what  it  cost. 
And  smear  his  page  with  gall  instead  of  honey, 
All  I  can  say  is — that  he  had  the  money. 

GCXI. 
I  think  that  with  this  holy  new  alliance 

I  may  insure  the  public,  and  defy 
All  other  magaxines  of  art  or  science. 

Daily,  or  montliiy,  or  three-monthly;  I 
Have  not  essay 'd  to  muiiply  their  clients, 

Because  they  tell  mr  'l  were  iu  vain  to  try. 
And  that  the  Edinburgh  Review  and  (^)uarterly 
Treat  a  dissenting  author  very  martyrly. 

CCXIl. 

m  Non  ego  hoc  ftrrem  calida  juventa 
Consule  Planco,n  Horace  said,  and  so 

Say  I,  by  which  quotation  there  is  mca^t  a 
Hint  that  some  six  or  seven  good  years  ago 

(Long  ere  I  dreamt  of  dating  from  the  Brcnta), 
I  was  most  ready  to  return  a  blow. 

And  would  not  brook  at  all  this  sort  of  fning 

In  my  hot  youth — when  George  the  Third  was  King. 

CCXIU. 
But  now,  at  tliirty  years,  my  hair  is  gray 

(I  wonder  vrhat  it  will  be  like  at  forty  7 
I  thought  of  a  peruke  the  other  dny,) 

My  heart  is  not  much  greener;  and,  in  short,  I 
Have  squander'd  my  whole  summer  while  't  was  May, 

And  feel  no  more  the  spirit  to  retort ;  I 
Have  spent  my  life,  both  interest  and  principal, 
And  deem  not,  what  i  deem'd,  my  soul  invincible. 

CCXIV. 
No  more — no  more — Oh !  never  more  on  me 

The  freshness  of  the  heart  can  fall  like  dew, 
Which  out  of  all  the  lovely  things  we  see 

Extracts  emotions  beautiful  and  new, 
llivc<l  in  oiir  bosoms  like  the  bug  o'  the  bee : 

Think'st  thou  the  honey  >ftith  those  objects  grew? 
Alas !  't  was  not  in  them,  but  in  thy  power, 
To  double  even  the  sweetness  of  a  dower. 


ccxv. 

No  more — no  more — Oh !  never  more,  m) 
Canst  thou  be  my  cole  world,  my  omver 

Once  ail  in  all,  but  now  a  tiling  apart, 
Thou  caost  not  be  my  blearing  or  ray  cv 

The  illusion 's  gone  for  ever,  and  thou  art 
Insensible,  I  trust,  but  none  the  worse; 

And  in  thy  Aead  I  Ve  got  a  deal  of  jiidgm< 

Though  Heaven  knows  bow  it  erer  found  a 

OCX  VI. 

My  days  of  love  are  over — me  no  more  7 
The  charms  of  naaid,  wife,  and  »till  less 

Can  make  the  fool  of  which  they  made  bei 
In  short,  I  must  not  lead  the  life  I  did  dt 

The  credulous  hope  of  mutual  minds  is  o> 
The  copious  use  of  claret  is  forbid,  too; 

So,  for  a  good  old  gentlemanly  vice, 

I  think  I  must  take  up  with  avarice. 

CCXVII. 

Ambition  was  my  idol,  which  was  broken 
Before  the  shrines  of  Sorrow  and  of  Pica 

And  the  two  last  have  left  me  many  a  tokes 
O'er  which  refleuon  may  bo  made  at  leiM 

Now,  like  Friar  Bacon's  brazen  head,  I  'vesp 
«  Time  is,  time  was,  time  's  paftt,»  a  chvn 

Is  glittering  youth,  which  I  have  spent  bedn 

My  heart  in  passion,  and  my  head  00  rhyoH 

CCXVIIL 

What  is  the  end  of  fame?  't  is  but  to  fill 
A  certain  portion  of  uncertain  paper; 

Some  liken  it  to  climbing  up  a  hill. 

Whose  summit,  like  all  hills,  ic  lost  in  va 

For  this  men  write,  speak,  preach,  and  hero 
And  bards  bum  what  they  call  their*  midn 

To  have,  when  the  original  is  dust, 

A  yame,  a  wretched  picture,  and  worse  bast 

CCXIX. 

What  are  the  hopes  of  man?  old  Egypt's kii 
Cheops,  erected  the  first  pyramid 

And  largest,  thinking  it  was  just  the  thing 
To  keep  his  memory  whole,  and  mummy 

But  somebody  or  other,  rummaging. 
Burglariously  broke  his  coffin'^  lid ; 

Let  not  a  monument  give  you  or  mc  hope«. 

Since  not  a  piuch  of  dust  remains  of  Cbeop 

ccxx. 

But  I,  being  fond  of  true  philosophy. 
Say  very  often  to  myself,  «  Alasl 

All  tliinijs  that  hjve  been  born  were  bom  tc 
And  flesh  (which  Death  mows  down  to  ha 

You  vc  passd  your  youth  not  so  unplcAsani 
And  if  you  had  it  o'er  again—  t  viould  pi 

So  thank  your  stars  that  matters  are  no  w« 

And  read  your  Bible,  sir,  and  mind  your  poi 

CCXXI. 

But  for  the  present,  gentle  reader!  and 
Siill  gentler  purchaser!    the  bard—that  s 

.Must,  wilU  pcrmissiou  sliake  you  by  the  hai 
Anil  so  your  humble  servant,  and  g.Hnl  by 

Wc  meet  a(j;un,  if  we  should  undersuud 
F:ash  other;  and  if  not,  I  idiall  not  try 

Vour  patience  further  than  by  this  shoi  t  sai 

T  were  well  if  oUiers  fbllow'd  my  example. 
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a:xxii. 

«  Co,  littlrhook,  from  tlii&  my  solitude  ! 

I  ciisi  thee  on  (lie  waicrA,  f,o  lliy  vay»  ! 
Au«l  if.  »s  I  bi'iict<>,  (liy  \c'\a  be  good, 

The  v^orld  «ill  fiixl  tlirc  after  muny  days.* 
Whrn  Souiluy  '&  rivid,  and  WonlAwortli  uodentood, 

I  r;iiri  lirip  piiuin(;  in  my  claim  to  praiw — 
The  f<mr  hr.t  rliymiT«  arc  Soutlicy's  every  line  : 
For  Ciod  a  sake,  n*adcr  !  lake  them  not  for  mine. 


CANTO  II. 


I. 

Oh  vc  I  >»lio  tciiHi  the  in(*enuou«  youth  of  nations, 
lloilind.  Fr.incr.  Kii^jl.tnd,  (t«rrmauy,  or  Spain, 
I  pniy  ye  (loi;  thcin  iipon  all  orrasions. 
It  ninids  ilit'ir  ni(»r.ils  ;  ni>\i'r  mind  the  pain  : 
The  Ih-nI  of  iiioilirift  and  uf  ('durations. 

In  Ju.in'^  (MM-,  wen*  but  employ 'd  in  vain, 
Sincr  in  A  v^.iy.  that  !«  rather  of  the  oddest,  he 
liecanie  divested  of  hi?>  nJtiv«;  modesty. 

II. 

Had  he  but  been  place<l  at  a  public  school. 
In  ihr  third  form,  or  e\cu  in  the  fourth, 

His  daily  (a>>k  had  kept  his  fancy  cool, 

At  li'a^t  had  he  been  nurtured  in  the  north ; 

Spain  may  prove  an  exception  to  the  rule. 
But  ihrn  exception<i  always  prove  its  worth — 

A  lad  of  sixteen  rausiu|;  a  ili\or('e 

Puiiled  his  tutors  %ery  much,  of  course. 

III. 
I  can't  •uiy  th.it  it  puriles  me  at  all. 

If  all  tliini;^  b«>  i  onvidfr'd  :  lirkl  tliere  was 
His  lady  nioihrr,  inatlu-ni.itical, 

A ,  ni'v<T  mind  ;  his  tutor,  an  old  as«; 

A  jtrrKy  \\oni.in —  that 's  quite  natural. 

Or  ('lsf>  till*  ihinc  had  hardly  come  to  pass)  ; 
A  husb.iiKl  ridiiT  old.  not  much  in  unity 
"^'ith  Ins  youni;  wife — a  lime,  and  opportunity. 

IV. 

Well— ^f II,  the  world  must  turn  upon  its  axis. 
And  all  mankind  turn  with  it,  heads  or  tails. 

And  li%r  and  die,   make  love,  and  pay  our  Uies, 
Autl  a^iho  \i>erin(;  wind  shifts,  sliift  our  sails; 

The  kini;  commandis  lis,  and  th«  doctor  quae  ks  us. 
The  prifst  in«iru»'ts,  and  so  our  life  e»4iales, 

A  little  bnath,  lo\c.  wine,  ambition,  fame, 

Fightiu);,  devotion,  dust^perhaps  a  name. 

V. 
I  said,  that  Juan  had  Im'cu  sent  to  Gadii— 

A  prnty  town,  I  recnllerl  it  well — 
'T  i*>  there  the  marl  of  (be.  roluni.il  trade  is 
(Or  mas,  brforr  Pirn  l.:.irn d  to  rrbrl)  ; 
!    And  -.in  li  Hwr.t  I'/irU— I  nir.in  smh  i;nirefnl  ladies, 
Hirir  xcTV  w.ilk  would  make  \our  bosom  bwelJ  j 
I  caul  deNi  riljc  it,  ilion^li  "O  much  it  strike, 
Nor  likeu  it— 1  never  mw  llie  like  : 


VI. 

An  Arab  horse,  a  stately  stag,  a  barb 

New  broke,  a  ramelcopanl,  a  gaielle, 
No — none  of  these  will  do  ;— and  tlien  tlieir  girb  ! 

Their  veil  and  petticoat — Alas  !  to  dwell 
r|K)n  ^urh  things  would  very  near  absorb 

A  canto — then  tlieir  feet  and  ancles! — well. 
Thank  llea\en  I  '\c  got  no  metaphor  quite  ready 
''And  so  my  siiber  Muse — come  let '»  lie  steady — 

VII. 

Chaste  Muse  !— well,  if  you  must,  you  miui) — the  veil 
Thro^Kii  back  a  moment  with  the  glancing  hand. 

While  the  (>'er{>oweriiig  eye,  that  turns  you  pale. 

Flashes  into  the  heart  :— All  sunny  land 
'  Of  |o\e  !   when  I  fuigei  you,  may  I  fail 

To s,iy  my  pr.i)crs— but  never  was  there  plann'd 

.V  dress  thn)Ui;li  which  the  eyes  give  such  a  >ollcy, 

Excepting  the  Venetian  Fazzioli. 

VIII. 

But  to  our  tale  :  the  Donna  Inez  aeut 
i  Her  sou  to  Cadii  only  to  embark  ; 
:  To  stay  there  had  not  answer'd  her  intent, 

r.nt  why  ? — wc  lea\e  the  reader  in  the  dark— 
T  was  for  a  voyage  (hat  the  young  man  was  meaol. 

As  if  a  Spiuish  ship  were  Noah's  ark. 
To  wean  him  from  the  wickedness  of  earth. 
And  scud  him  like  a  dove  of  promise  forth. 

IX. 

i  Don  Juan  bid  his  valet  pack  bis  things 

I      AcrtMiliug  to  direction,  then  received 

'  A  lecture  and  some  money  :  for  four  spring! 

j      He  waa  to  travel ;  and,  though  Inex  grieved 
(As  e\ery  kind  of  parting  lias  its  stiu^s^. 

She  ho|H'd  he  would  improve — perhaps  beSiefcd: 
\  letter,  too,  she  gave  ;^he  never  read  ii^ 
Of  good  advice — and  two  or  three  of  credit. 


In  the  mean  time,  to  pass  her  liours  away, 
brave  Inei  now  »et  up  a  .Sunday-school 

For  naughty  chddren.  who  would  rather  play 
;  Like  (ni ant  rogues^  (he  devil  or  the  fool ; 

Infinls  of  three  years  old  were  taught  that  day. 
Dunces  were  wliipp'd  or  set  upon  a  stool : 

The  great  success  nf  Juan's  education 

Spurr'd  her  to  teach  another  generatipo. 

XI. 

Juan  emimrk'd — the  sliip  got  under  weigh. 
The  wind  wa»  fair,  tlie  water  passing  rough  ; 

A  devil  of  a  sea  nills  in  that  bay. 

As  I,  who  've  cross'd  it  oft,  know  well  enough  : 

And,  staudiug  upon  deck,  the  dasliing  spray 

Flies  in  one's  face,  and  makes  it  weatlier>tough  ; 

And  there  he  stood  to  tiike,  and  take  again. 

His  iirki — i>crliaps  his  last — farewell  of  Spain. 

Xil. 
I  can't  but  say  it  is  an  awkward  sight 
To  second's  native  land  rrcetling  through 

I  The  growini;  waters — it  unmans  one  quite  ; 

E'>|iei  I  div  vklieii  life  is  rather  new  ; 

I I  retdllti  (  i;ri-a(  Ibuains  coast  loukt  while, 
i      Hn(  aliiiC'^t  eveiy  other  country's  blue, 

When,  g  iiin<;  uu  llu  ni.  my^tiiicd  by  diaiance, 


We  eultr  uu  our  luiutical  cJiitteiice. 
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xin. 

So  Jnan  stood  bewtlder'd  on  the  dopk  : 

The  wind  sanQ,  cordage  ttraio'd,  and  sailon  swore, 
And  the  ship  creak'd,  the  town  became  a  speck. 

From  which  away  so  Mr  and  fast  they  bore. 
The  best  of  remedies  is  a  beefsteak 

Against  aea-nckness  ;  try  it.  sir,  before 
Ton  sneer,  and  I  assure  yon  this  is  true, 
For  I  have  foond  it  answer — so  may  yon. 

XIV. 
Don  JoMi  stood,  and,  easing  from  the  stem. 

Beheld  hu  naOTC  Spain  receding  for  : 
First  pardngs  form  a  lesson  hard  to  learn. 

Even  nations  feel  this  when  they  go  to  war  ; 
There  is  a  sort  of  nneipress'd  concern, 

A  kind  of  shock  that  sets  one'n  heart  ajar : 
At  learing  even  the  most  unpleasant  people 
And  places,  one  keeps  looking  at  the  steeple. 

XV. 

But  Juan  had  got  many  things  to  leave — 
His  mother,  and  a  mistress,  and  no  wife, 

So  that  he  had  much  belter  canse  to  grieve 
Than  many  persons  more  advanced  in  life ; 

And,  if  we  now  and  then  a  sigh  must  heave 
At  quitting  even  those  we  quit  in  strife, 

No  doubt  we  weep  for  those  the  heart  endears — 

That  is,  till  deeper  griefs  congeal  our  tears. 

XVI. 

So  Juan  wept,  as  wept  the  captive  Jews 
By  Babel's  water,  still  remembering  Sion  : 

I  'd  weep,  but  mine  is  not  a  weeping  muse. 
And  such  light  griefs  are  not  a  thing  to  die  on ; 

Young  men  should  travel,  ,if  but  to  amuse 
Themselves  ;  and  the  next  time  their  servants  lie  on 

Behind  their  carnages  their  new  portmanteau, 

Perhaps  it  may  h«  lined  with  this  my  canto. 

•     XVII. 

And  Juan  wept,  and  much  he  sigh'd,  and  thought. 
While  his  salt  tears  dropp'd  into  the  salt  sea, 

«  Sweets  to  the  sweet ;»  (I  Uke  so  much  to  quote  : 
Tou  must  excuse  this  extract,  't  is  where  she. 

The  Queen  of  Denmark,  for  Ophelia  brought 
Flowers  to  the  grave,)  and  sobbing  often,  he 

Reflected  on  his  present  situation. 

And  seriously  resolved  on  reformation. 

XVIII. 
«  Farewell,  my  Spain  !  a  long  farewell !»  he  cried, 

«  Perhaps  I  may  revisit  thee  no  more. 
But  die,  as  many  an  exiled  heart  hath  died. 

Of  its  own  thirst  to  see  again  thy  shore : 
Farewell,  where  Gundalqiiivir's  waters  glide ! 

Farewrell,  my  mother  !  and,  since  all  is  o'er. 
Farewell,  too,  dearest  Julia !» — (here  he  drew 
Her  letter  out  again,  and  read  it  through.) 

XIX. 

«  And  oh  !  if  e'er  I  should  forget,  I  swear— 
But  that  *s  impossible,  and  cannot  be — 

Sooner  shall  this  hlu  i  ocean  melt  to  air. 
Sooner  shall  earth  resolve  itself  to  sea, 

Titan  I  re<«ign  thine  image,  oh !  my  fsir ! 
Or  think  of  any  thing,  excepting  thee; 

A  mind  diseased  no  remedy  can  pkysicM — 

(Here  the  ship  gave  a  lurrh,  and  he  grew  sea-sickV 


«  Sooner  shall  faanvm  kiic  earth — (ben  he  fell  wit 
Oh,  Julia  !  what  is  every  other  wroe ! — 

(For  God's  sake,  let  me  have  a  giatt  of  fiqaar^ 
Pedro!  Btttbta!  help  me  down  below.) 

Julia,  my  lore !— (you  rascal,  Pedro,  quirker} — 
Oh,  Julia !— (this  curaed  veMel  pitches  so;— 

Beloved  Julia!  bear  me  still  beseeching» — 

(Here  he  grew  inartictilate  with  retching). 

XXI. 

He  felt  that  chilling  heaviness  of  bean. 

Or  rather  stomach,  which,  alas!  attends. 
Beyond  the  best  apothecary's  art, 

Tlie  loss  of  love,  the  treachery  of  friends. 
Or  death  of  those  we  doat  00,  when  a  part 

Of  us  dies  with  them,  as  each  fond  hope  ead» 
No  doubt  he  would  liave  been  much  more  pjibeiii:. 
But  the  sea  acted  as  a  strong  emetic. 

XXII. 
Love's  a  capricious  power;  f  *ve  known  it  hold 

Out  through  a  fever  caused  by  iu  own  heat. 
But  be  much  punled  by  a  cough  <nd  cold. 

And  find  a  quinsy  very  hard  to  treat ; 
Against  all  noble  maladies  he  '•  bold. 

But  vulgar  illnesses  don't  like  to  meet. 
Nor  that  a  sneete  should  interrupt  his  sigh; 
Nor  inflammations  redden  his  blind  eye. 

xxni. 

But  worst  of  all  is  nausea,  or  a  pain 
About  the  lower  region  of  the  bowels ; 

Love,  who  hermcally  breathes  a  vein. 
Shrinks  from  the  application  of  hot 

And  purgatives  are  datogerous  to  his  reign. 
Sea-sickness  death  :  his  love  was  perfect,  bow  ek 

Could  Jnan  s  passion,  while  the  billows  roar. 

Resist  his  stomach,  ne'er  at  sea  before? 

XXIV. 

The  ship,  called  the  most  holy  «  Trinidada,* 
Was  steering  duly  for  the  port  Leghorn  ; 

For  there  the  Spanish  fiimily  Moncada 
Were  settled  long  ere  Juan's  Mre  was  bom  . 

They  were  relations,  and  for  tliem  he  had  a 
Letter  of  introduction,  which  the  mom 

Of  his  departure  had  been  sent  him  by 

His  Spanish  friends  for  tliose  in  Italv. 

XXV. 

His  suite  consisted  of  ttire«  serv.ints  nod 

.V  tutor,  the  licentiate  Pedrillo, 
Who  several  languai'es  did  understand. 

But  now  lay  sick  and  speechless  on  his  pill 
And,  rocking  in  his  hummock,  long'd  for  Ux 

His  head-aclie  being  iiicreasctl  by  e\ervLJ 
And  the  waves  coring  through  the  port-hob 
His  birth  a  little  damp,  and  him  afraid. 

XXVI. 

T  was  not  without  some  reason,   for  the  v 
Increased  at  night,  until  it  blew  a  f^le; 

And  though  'i  was  not  much  to  a  n:i«al  n 
Some  landsmen  would  have  look'd  a  li 

For  s  lilors  arc,  in  fact,  a  different  kind  ; 
At  sunset  they  be{;an  to  take  in  sail. 

For  the  sky  show'd  it  would  comr  nn  to 

And  r:irry  away,  perli.ip<,  a  maM  or  so. 
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xxvn. 

Inrk.  file  wind  with  xuddm  nhift 
tUe  hhip  ri|;lit  into  the  troiij'h  of  the 
vrk  lier  aft,  and  made  an  awkward  rift« 
the  Rtcro-poxt,  aI>>o  jihatlerd  the 
her  4tern-frame,  and,  ere  the  roiild  lift 
from  out  her  pnsent  jeopardy, 
■r  tore  away  :  't  wa»  time  to  found 
»(,  and  there  were  four  fret  water  foand. 

XXVIII. 
of  people  iaxtanily  was  put 
ir  pump4.  and  the  remainder  set 

part  of  the  rart;o,  and  what  not, 
y  could  not  come  at  the  le.ik  m  yet ; 
y  did  (;rt  at  it  really,  but 
■ir  ^iilv.ition  was  :(u  even  bet : 

ruKJi'd  tlirou(;li  in  a  way  quite  puriling, 
y  ihru«t  bheeis,  tjiirts  jncketa,  hales  of  muslin, 

XXIX 

p4'i>iu(; ;  hut  all  K«rh  iiif.redienis 

lavr  lM>en  \aiu.  .<nd  iliey  must  have  nonedown 
idl  iheir  rffort^  ;nni  mpefiivnis, 
llii-  pumps :   I  'm  (;l.id  to  m.ike  them  known 
hrothrr-tars  who  may  ha\e  need  hence, 

y  iiMK  of  water  wen*  uplhrown 

HT  hour,  uud  they  had  all  been  undone 

e  maker,  Mr  Man,  of  London. 


ivanced,  the  weather  xeem'd  to  abate, 
11  the  leak  they  rtfkon'd  to  reduce, 
the  jJiip  alloaf.  though  three  feet  yet 

0  hand  iinii  oiu'  rli:iin  pump  still  in  use. 
blew  fr«li  ajj  liu  :  a«  it  grew  late 

1  nime  on.  aud.  while  Mime  guns  broke  loose, 
•  hicli  all  dfvripiive  |M>wer  transcends — 
one  hla^t  the  ship  on  her  Iteam-ends. 

XXXI. 

I.iy,  motion U'<i>,  nmi  ftrt>m'd  up*ei ; 

liT  left  (he  hold,  and  wash'd  thedeck^. 

»  a  Mvnr  mrn  tio  not  soon  fnr(>ef ; 

V  rrinrml»i'rhatilr<,  fire*,  and  wrecks, 

irr  thing  th:it  brings  re|p-et. 

k^  ilirir  hopes,  or  hrart«,  or  heads,  or  necks  : 

vuing^  ari>  much  talk'<l  of  by  the  divers 

m«T<  who  may  chance  to  be  survivors. 

XXXIf. 

*lv  the  maMs  were  cut  awav, 
ain  aud  miien  :  first  the  mixes  went, 
maxt  follow'd  ■  but  the  «hip  still  lay 
nrre  log,  and  baffled  our  intent, 
and  bowsprit  were  rut  down,  and  they 
:r  at  la«t  ^although  we  never  meant 
til  all  till  every  hope  wa«  blighted), 
with  violence  the  old  &hip  righted. 

XXXIII. 

(Msily  Kuppo^fd,  mhile  thin 
iug  on.  kome  |>eople  were  unquiet ; 
-ngrrs  would  find  it  much  amiss 
Iheir  lives,  ns  well  as  spoil  their  diet; 
the  able  seaman,  deeming  his 
arly  o Vr.  iiiight  lie  disposed  to  riol. 
lUch  i>rra«ion4  tar^  will  ask 
and  sonictirars  drink  rum  fmm  the  cask. 


XXXIV. 

There  '%  nought,  no  doubt,  so  much  the  spirit  cmlnu 

As  rum  and  true  religion  ;  thus  it  was, 
S4ime  plumler'd.  some  drank  spiriu,  «om6  wiig  pilim. 

The  high  wind  made  the  treble,  and  as  bau 
The  hoirse   harsh  waves  kept  time ;  fright  cured  iIm 
qualms 

Of  all  the  luckless  laod«men's  sea-sick  nuws  : 
Strange  sounds  of  wailing,  blasphemy,  devoiioa, 
Clamour'd  in  chorus  to  the  roaring  ocean. 

XXXV. 
Perhaps  more  mischief  had  been  done,  but  for 

Our  Juan,  who,  with  stense  beyond  his  ytan, 
Hot  to  the  spirit-room,  and  Mood  before 

It  with  a  pair  of  pistols ;  and  their  fears. 
As  if  Death  were  more  dreadful  by  his  door 

Of  tire  than  water,  spite  of  oatlis  and  tears. 
Kept  Ktill  aloof  the  crew,  who,  ere  they  sunk, 
,  Thought  it  would  he  becoming  to  die  drunk. 

XXXVI. 

w  Give  us  more  grog.w  they  criwl,  «  for  it  will  be 
All  one  an  hour  hence.M  Juan  answer'd,  ■  No! 

T  in  true  that  death  awaits  both  you  and  me, 
llut  let  us  die  likr  men,  not  sink  below 

Like  brutes:* — and  thus  his  dangerous  post  kept  lie, 
.\nd  none  likeil  to  anticipate  the  blow; 

And  even  Pedrillo,  his  most  reverend  tutor. 

Was  for  some  mm  a  disappointed  suitor. 

XXXVII. 

The  good  old  gentleman  was  quite  aghast. 
And  made  a  loud  and  pious  lameiitalion  ; 

Repented  all  his  sins,  and  made  a  last 
Irrevocable  vow  of  reformation ; 

Nothing  should  tempt  him  more  (ibis  peril  pnt) 
To  quit  liis  arademie  occupation. 

In  cloisters  of  the  Hassic  Salamanca, 

To  follow  Juan's  wake  Uke  Sancho  Panea. 

XXXVIII. 

But  now  there  came  a  Hasli  of  liope  onre  more ; 

Day  broke,  and  the  wind  luU'd :  the  masts  were  goaei  j 
The  leak  increased  ;  idioals  round  her,  but  no  sliore. 

The  vessel  swam,  yet  still  khe  held  her  own. 
They  trieil  tlie  pumps  again,  and  though  before 

Their  desperate  efforts  seem'd  all  useless  grown, 
A  glimpse  of  sunshine  set  some  hands  to  bale— 

The  ^tronger  pump'd,  the  weaker  ihrumm'd  a  nil.       I 

XXXIX.  { 

I'nder  the  vessel's  keel  the  sail  was  pass'd, 

And  for  the  moment  it  had  some  effect ; 
Rut  with  a  leak,  and  not  a  stick  of  mast 

Nor  rag  of  canvan,  what  could  they  eipeet!  | 

But  still  't  is  best  to  struggle  to  the  last, 

T  is  never  too  late  to  he  wholly  wrrck'd : 
And  though  t  is  true  that  man  can  only  die  once, 
T  is  not  so  pleasant  in  the  Gulf  of  Lyons.  | 

XL.  i 

There  winds  and  waves  had  hurl'd  them,  and  from  thence, 

Without  Iheir  will,  they  carried  them  away  ; 
For  they  were  forced  with  steering  to  dispense. 

And  never  h.id  as  yet  a  quiet  day 
On  which  they  might  repose,  or  even  roramence 

A  jury-mast  or  rudder,  or  could  say 
The  fillip  would  swim  an  hour,  which,  by  good  luck,         j 
Still  swam— though  not  exactly  like  a  duck.  i 


58o 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


XLL 
The  wind,  in  fact,  perhaps  was  rather  less. 

But  tlie  ship  labour' d  so,  they  scarce  could  hope 
To  -weather  out  much  longer ;  ific  distress 

Was  also  {[reat  with  which  they  had  to  cope. 
For  want  of  water,  and  (heir  solid  mess 

Was  scant  enough  :  in  vain  the  telescope 
Was  used — nor  sail  nor  shore  appear'd  in  sight. 
Nought  bat  the  heavy  sea,  and  coming  night. 

XLII. 
Again  the  weather  threaten'd,— again  blew 

A  gale,  and  in  the  fore  and  after  hold 
Water  appear'd ;  yet,  though  the  people  knew 

All  this,  the  most  were  patient,  and  some  bold, 
Until  the  chains  and  leathers  were  worn  through 

Of  all  our  pumps  : — a  wreck  complete  she  roll'd. 
At  mercy  of  the  waves,  whose  mercies  are 
Like  human  beings  during  civil  war. 

XLIII. 
Then  came  the  carpenter,  at  last,  with  tears 

In  his  rough  eyes,  and  told  the  captain  he 
Could  do  no  more ;  he  was  a  man  in  years. 

And  loug  had  voyaged  ihroujjh  many  a  stormy  sea. 
And  if  he  wept  at  length,  they  were  not  fears 

That  made  his  eyeliils  as  a  woman's  be, 
But  he,  poor  fellow,  had  a  wife  and  children. 

Two  things  for  dying  people  quite  bewildering. 

XLfV. 

The  ship  was  evidently  settling  now 

Fast  by  the  head  ;  and,  all  distinction  gone, 

Some  went  to  prayers  again,  and  made  a  vow 
Of  candles  to  their  saints — but  there  were  none 

To  pay  them  w^ih ;  and  some  look'd  o'er  the  bow ; 
Some  hoisted  out  the  boats :  and  there  was  one 

That  begg'd  Pedrillo  for  an  absolution. 

Who  told  him  to  be  damn'd — in  his  confusion. 

XLV. 
Some  lash'd  tliem  in  their  hammocks,  some  put  on 

Their  best  clothes  as  if  going  to  a  fair ; 
Some  cursed  the  day  on  which  they  saw  the  sun. 

And  gnash'd  their  teeth,  and,  howliug,  lore  their  hair  ; 
And  others  went  on,  as  tliey  had  begun, 

Getting  the  boats  out,  being  well  aware 
That  a  tight  boat  will  live  in  a  rough  sea, 
Unlets  with  breakers  close  beneath  her  lee. 

XLVI. 

The  worst  of  all  was,  that  in  their  condition. 
Having  been  several  days  in  great  distress. 

T  was  difficult  to  get  out  such  provision 

As  now  might  render  their  loug  suffering  less : 

Men,  even  when  dying,  dislike  inanition  ; 

Their  stock  was  damaged  by  the  weatlier's  stress  : 

Two  casks  of  biscuit  and  a  keg  of  butter 

Were  all  that  could  be  thrown  into  the  cutter. 

XLYII. 
But  in  the  long-boat  they  contrived  to  stow 

Some  pounds  of  bread,   though  injured  by  the  wet ; 
Water,  a  twenty-gallon  cask  or  so  ; 

Six  Hasks  of  wine  ;  and  they  contrived  to  get 
A  portion  of  their  beef  up  from  below. 

And  with  a  piece  of  pork,  moreover,  met, 
BuL  scarce  enough  to  sorve  tliera  for  a  luncheon  ; 
Then  there  was  rum,  eight  gallons  in  a  ponchoon. 
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XLVIII. 

The  other  boats,  the  yawrf  and  pinnace,  had 
Been  stove  in  the  be^nniog  of  the  gaJe; 

And  the  long-boat's  condition  was  but  bad,   * 
As  there  were  but  two  blankets  for  a  sai). 

And  one  oar  for  a  m.ist,  which  a  young  lad 
Threw  in  by  good  luck  over  the  ship's  rail ; 

And  two  boats  could  not  bold,  ^r  less  be  stored. 

To  save  one  half  the  people  then  on  boanJ. 

XLL\. 

'T  was  twilight,  for  tlie  sunless  day  went  down 
Over  the  waste  of  waters  ;  like  a  vnl. 

Which,  if  withdrawn,  would  but  disclose  the  frovo 
Of  one  who  liates  uk,  so  the  ni^ht  was  shown. 

And  grimly  darkled  o'er  their  faces  piilr. 
And  hopeless  eyes,  which  o'er  the  deep  alone 

Gazed  /iim  and  desolate  ;  twelve  days  had  Fear 

Been  their  ^miliar,  and  now  Death  was  here. 

L. 

Some  trial  had  been  making  at  a  raft, 
Witli  little  hope  in  such  a  rolling  wa, 

A  sort  of  thing  at  which  one  would  have  hughVl. 
If  any  laughter  atauch  times  could  be. 

Unless  with  people  who  too  much  liave  qoaffd. 
And  have  a  kind  of  wild  and  horrid  glee. 

Half  epileptical,  and  half  hysterical : 

Their  preservation  would  have  been  a  miracle. 

LI. 

At  half-past  eight  o'clock,  booms,  hen-coops.  «pan. 

And  all  things,  for  a  chance,  had  been  c^i  kKH«. 
That  still  could  keep  afloat  the  struggling  tarv. 

For  yet  they  strove,  although  of  no  great  ut*. 
There  was  no  light  iu  heaven  but  a  few  stars ; 

The  boats  put  off  o'ercrowded  with  their  cre«i; 
She  gave  a  heel,  and  then  a  lurch  to  port. 
And,  going  down  head  foremost — sunk,  in  ^lort 

LII. 

Then  rose  from  sea  to  sky  the  wild  farewell! 

Then  shriek'd  tlie  timid,   and  stood  still  ibe  I n^r 
Then  some  leap  d  overboard  witli  drcadfnl  yell. 

As  eager  to  anticipate  their  grave  ; 
And  the  sea  yawn'd  around  her  like  a  hell. 

And  down  shesuck'd  with  her  the  whirling  vit^ 
Like  one  who  grapples  with  hi«  enemy. 
And  strives  to  strangle  liiui  before  he  die. 

LIII. 

And  first  one  universal  shriek  there  rush'd. 
Louder  than  the  loud  ocean,  like  a  crash 

Of  echoing  thunder  ;  and  then  all  was  liusU'd. 
Save  the  wild  wind  and  the  remorseless  da^h 

Of  billows;  but  at  intervals  there  gusb'd. 
Accompanied  witli  a  convulsive  splash, 

A  solitary  shriek — the  bubbling  cry 

Of  some  strong  swimmer  in  bis  agony. 

LIV. 

The  boats,  as  stated,  had  got  off  before, 

And  in  them  crowded  several  of  the  crew  ; 
And  yet  their  present  hope  was  hardly  more 

Than  what  it  had  been,  for  so  strong  it  blew. 
There  was  slight  chance  of  reaching  anv  »hore . 

And  then  they  were  too  many,  though  so  ff«— 
i  Nine  in  the  cutter,  thirty  in  the  boat, 
-  Were  counted  in  them  when  they  got  afloat. 
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LV. 
All  the  mt  perish 'd;  iirar  ivo  huniired  touU 

Had  Irfl  their  hodif'S;  and,  what 't  worvr,  alas! 
When  over  CBlholir^  ilie  ocean  rolls. 

They  must  ivait  several  weckn  before  a  mass 
Takes  off  nni*  prck  uf  purgatorial  coals, 

R4vau<ie.  till  |H'(>plr  know  s^hat  's  come  to  pass. 
They  won't  lay  out  their  money  on  the  dead — 
It  co&t»  ilirce  francs  fur  every  mass  lliat  's  said. 

LVI. 
Juan  (;ot  into  the  lon(;-bosit,  and  there 

ContiivotI  to  hflp  IVdrillo  to  a  |>lace; 
It  M'cni  d  as  if  (hry  had  cKrhan(;e<l  their  care. 

For  Juaa  wore  iho  ma(;istrrial  face 
Which  cour.i|jc  {\i\e\,  while  jKjor  Pedrillo's  p.iir 

Of  eyes  were  crying;  for  their  owners  caM-; 
Batlist.t  :'ihou(',h  a  name  called  shortly  Tita) 
Was  lost  by  gottiuu  at  !>ome  aqua-vtia. 

LVII. 

Peilm,  his  v.ilet,  too.  he  tried  to  save; 

Rut  the  s.ime  caus/-.  conducive  to  his  loss. 
Left  him  so  drunk,  he  jump'd  into  the  wave. 

As  o'er  the  ruitpr's  e<i^e  he  tried  to  cross, 
And  so  he  found  a  vrine-aud- watery  grave : 

Tliey  could  not  reM'uc  him,  although  so  close, 
necaus<-  the  sea  r<ia  hi(;hcr  every  mioute, 
And  for  the  boat — tlie  crew  kept  crowding  in  it. 

LVIII. 

A  small  old  spaniel, — which  had  been  Don  Jose's, 
His  father's,  whom  he  loved,  as  ye  may  ihiuk. 

For  on  buch  thii)(p(  the  memory  reposes 

Willi  tenderui>ss, — stood  howling  on  tlie  brink. 

Knowing,  (dojjs  ha\e  such  intellectual  noses!) 
No  doulif,  the  ve^el  was  about  lo  sink; 

And  Juan  caught  him  up,  and,  ere  he  slepp'd 

Off,  threw  him  in,  then  after  him  be  Icap'd. 

LIX. 
He  also  stufPd  his  money  where  he  could 

About  his  person,  and  Pedrillo's  too, 
Who  In  him  do,  in  fact,  whaie'er  he  would. 

Not  knowing  what  him«elf  to  say  or  do. 
As  every  ri'»ing  w.i\e  his  dread  renew'd; 

But  Juan,  trusting  they  might  still  get  through. 
And  deeming  there  were  rcmerliet  for  any  ill. 
Thus  rc-emhark  d  his  tutor  and  bis  spaniel. 

LX. 

T  was  a  rough  night,  and  blew  so  stiffly  yet. 
That  the  sail  was  hecalni'd  between  tlie  seat, 

Though  on  the  wave's  high  top  too  much  to  set. 
They  dared  not  take  it  in  for  all  the  breeie; 

Each  si>a  rurld  oer  the  stern,  and  kept  them  wet. 
And  made  them  hale  without  a  moment's  ease. 

So  that  ihemseUes  as  well  as  hopes  were  «lamp'd, 

And  the  poor  liiilc  cutter  quickly  swamp'd. 

LXI. 
Nine  m>uIs  more  went  in  her :  the  long-boat  still 

Kept  above  water,  with  an  oar  for  mast. 
Two  blankets  stiich'd  together,  answering  ill 

Instead  of  s«iil,  were  to  the  oar  made  fast; 
Though  every  wave  roll'd  menacing  to  fill. 

And  pri*sent  p<Til  all  before  surpass'd. 
They  grieved  for  those  who  perish'd  with  the  cutter, 
And  al»o  for  tlie  biscuit-casks  and  butter. 


LXIf. 
The  sun  rose  red  and  fiery,  a  sure  sign 

Of  the  continuance  of  the  {^ale  :  to  run 
Iteforr  the  sea,  uutil  it  should  grow  fine, 

Was  all  that  for  the  present  could  be  done  : 
A  few  tea-siMionfuU  of  their  rum  and  wine 

Was  served  out  lo  the  people,  who  liegun 
To  faint,  and  dama|;e<l  bread  wet  through  the  bags, 
.\nd  most  of  them  had  little  clothes  but  rags.    « 

LXHJ. 
Thcv  counted  thirty,  crowded  in  a  space 

Wliiih  left  srane  room  for  motion  or  exeftion! 
They  did  their  best  to  mcMtify  their  c.ise,        ^ 

One  half  S.1IC  up.  though  numb'd  with  the  immersion, 
While  t'  other  half  were  laid  <lown  in  their  place. 

At  watch  and  watch ;  thus,  shivering  like  the  tertian 
Ague  in  its  cold  lit,  they  iiild  their  t>oat. 
With  iKtthing  but  the  sky  for  a  great-coat. 

LXIV. 
"T  is  very  certain  the  desire  of  life 

Prolon};s  it;  this  is  ob\ious  to  physicians. 
When  patients,  neither  plagued  with  friends  nor  wife, 

Sur\i\e  through  scrs  dcs|>erate  conditions. 
Because  they  still  can  ho|M',  nor  shines  the  knife 

Nor  shears  of  Atro|N)s  before  their  visions  : 
IVspair  of  all  reco\ery  «]>oiU  longevity. 
And  makcb  meu's  miseries  of  abrming  brevity. 

LXV. 

T  is  said  that  persons  living  on  annuities 

Arc  longer  lived  than  (»(hers, — (hmI  knows  why, 

rule«^s  to  pl.igue  the  grantors, — yet  so  true  it  is. 
That  some.  I  really  think,  do  never  die; 

Of  any  creditors  the  worst  a  Jew  it  is, 

And  that 's  their  mode  of  furnishing  supply : 

In  my  young  days  they  lent  me  cash  that  way, 

Which  I  found  very  troublesome  to  pay. 

LXVI. 

T  is  thus  with  people  in  an  open  boat, 

They  li\e  u|>on  the  love  of  life,  and  |yar 
More  than  <-au  he  believetl,  or  even  thought. 

And  stand,  like  rocks,  the  tempest'^  wear  and  tear; 
Anil  har4lship  still  has  lieen  the  bador's  lot. 

Since  Nikdi's  ark  went  cruising  here  and  there- 
She  had  a  curious  crew  as  well  as  cargo, 
Like  the  first  old  Greek  privateer,  tlie  Argo. 

LXV  II. 
But  man  is  a  carnivorous  production, 

And  must  have  meals,  at  least  one  meal  a  day; 
He  cannot  live,  like  woodcocks,  upon  suction, 

But,  like  the  shark  and  tiger,  must  have  prey  : 
Although  his  anatomical  construction 

Bears  vegetables  in  a  grumbling  way. 
Your  labouring  pi-ople  think  beyond  all  quesliou, 
Beef,  veal,  and  mutton,  better  for  digestion. 

LXVlll. 
And  thus  it  was  with  this  our  hapless  crew  ; 

For  on  the  third  day  there  came  on  a  calm. 
And  though  at  iirst  their  strength  it  might  renew, 

And,  lying  on  their  weariness  like  balm, 
I.ull'il  them  like  turtles  sleeping  on  the  blue 

Of  iM  e.iii,  when  they  woke  they  felt  a  qualm. 
And  fell  all  ravenously  on  tlicir  provision, 
InsleatI  of  hoarding  it  with  due  precision. 
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LXIX. 

The  cou!i«(|iKMicc  was  cusily  foreseen — 

Tliry  ate  up  all  they  h:id,  and  drank  their  wine, 

In  spite  of  all  rpmonsiraoces,  and  then 

On  what,  in  fart,  next  day  were  (hey  to  dine? 

They  hoped  the  wind  would  rixe,  these  foolish  men! 
And  carry  them  to  shore;  thene  hopes  were  fine, 

liut,  as  (hey  had  hut  one  oar,  and  that  bridle. 

It  would  liave  Iteen  more  wise  to  save  (heir  victual. 

LXX. 
The  fourth  day  came,  but  not  a  breath  of  air. 
And  ocno  slumber'd  like  an  unwe.in'd  child : 
j   The  fifth  day,  and  their  boat  lay  floating  there. 

The  sen  and  sky  were  bine,  and  clear,  and  mild — 
;   Willi  their  one  oar  (I  wish  they  had  had  a  pair) 

What  could  they  do?  and  hunger's  ra^e  grew  nild  : 
I   So  Juan'<i  spaniel,  spite  of  hi^  enireaiinQ, 
j   Was  kill'd,  and  poriion'd  out  for  present  eatinj;. 

;  Lxxi. 

On  the  >ixih  day  tlicy  fed  upon  hix  hide. 
And  Juiin,  who  had  slili  n^fiised,  because 

The  creature  was  his  fathcr'it  doj;  that  dicil, 
Now  feeling  all  the  vulture  in  his  jaw^, 

With  some  remorse  nxeived  ( ihoui;h  first  denied},    * 
As  a  great  ^vour,  one  of  the  fure-paws, 

Which  he  divided  with  INnlrillo,  who 

Devour  d  it,  longiug  for  the  other  loo. 

LXXII. 

The  seventh  day,  and  no  wind — the  burning  sun 
Dlister'd  and  scorch'd ;  and,  stagnant  on  the  sea. 

They  lay  like  carcases ;  and  hope  was  none. 
Save  in  the  breeze  that  came  not;  savagely 

They  glared  upuu  each  other — all  was  done. 

Water,  and  wine,  an«l  food. — an«l  you  might  see 

The  longings  of  the  cannibal  aris<' 

(Although  they  spoke  not)  in  their  wolfish  ^es. 

LXXIII. 

At  length  one  whispcr'd  his  roinpanioii,  who 
Whispcr'd  anther,  and  thus  it  went  round. 

And  theu  into  a  hoarser  nuirniur  grew. 

An  ominous,  and  wild,  and  desper.ite  souud  , 

And  when  his  comrade's  thought  each  sufferer  knew, 
'TMas  but  his  own,  siipprcvs'd  till  now,  he  found  : 

And  out  they  spoke  of  lots  for  flesh  and  blood. 

And  who  should  die  to  be  his  fellow.V  food. 

LXX  IV. 

Hut  ere  they  came  to  this,  they  that  day  shared 
Some  leathern  caps,  and  Mhat  rcinaiu'd  of  shoes; 

And  then  they  look'd  around  them,  and  dcspair'd, 
And  none  to  be  the  sacrifice  would  chuse: 

At  length  the  lots  were  torn  up  and  prepared. 
But  of  matcriuls  that  much  shock  the  nmse — 

Having  no  paper,  for  the  want  of  better. 

They  took  by  force  from  Juau  Julia's  letter. 

LXXV. 

The  lots  were  made,  and  mark'd,and  mix'd,and  handed, 
In  silent  horror,  and  their  distribution 

LuU'd  even  the  savaye  hunger  whiili  dcmandetl, 
liikc  the  IVomethean  vulture,  this  pollution ; 

None  in  particular  had  sought  or  plann'd  it, 
'T  was  nature  gnaw'd  them  to  this  n'solution, 

Hy  which  none  were  permitted  to  bir  neuter — 

And  the  lot  fell  on  Juan  s  luckless  tutor. 


LXXVI. 

lie  but  reqaested  to  be  ble«l  lo  death  : 
The  surgeon  had  liift  ioscrumenU  and  blai 

Pedrillo,  and  so  gnilly  cbbM  bis  breath. 

You  hardly  couki  perceive  when  Ik  was  dead. 

He  died  as  born,  a  Cilholic  in  faith, 
Like  most  in  the  belief  in  which  they're  bred. 

And  first  a  little  crucifix  he  kiu  d. 

And  then  held  out  bis  jugular  and  wrist. 

LXX  VII. 

The  surgeon,  as  there  was  no  other  fee. 

Had  his  first  choice  of  mor»eU  for  his  pains; 
But  being  tliirstiest  at  the  moment,  he 

Preferr'd  a  drauylit  from  the  fbst'flowiag  %eini 
Part  was  divided,  part  thrown  in  the  sea, 

And  such  things  as  the  ratrail»  and  the  braias 
Kegaled  two  sharks,  who  foHow'd  o'er  the  billov— 
The  sailors  ate  the  rest  of  poor  Pedrillo. 

LXX  VIII. 

The  sailors  ale  him,  all  save  three  or  four. 
Who  were  not  quite  so  fond  of  animal  food. 

To  these  was  added  Juan,  who,  before 
Refusing  his  own  spaniel,  hardly  could 

Feel  now  his  appetite  iiicre^ised  much  more; 
T  was  not  to  be  expected  that  he  should. 

Even  in  extremity  of  their  dii«aster. 

Dine  with  tliem  on  his  pais  tor  and  his  master 

LXXIX. 

T  was  better  that  he  did  not;  for,  in  fjct. 
The  consequence  was  awful  in  the  extrrme : 

For  they,  who  were  mo«t  ravenous  in  the  ad, 
Weut  raging  mad — Lord !  bow  they  did  Lh«f-lK*-' 

And  foam  and  roll,  with  straufje  couvnJaom  nckif. 
Drinking  salt  water  like  a  mountain-stream. 

Tearing,  and  grinning,  howling,  screechiog,  s»erifit 

An<i,  with  hyaraa  Inugbter.  died  despairing. 

LXXX. 

Their  nunilicrs  were  much  thinn'd  by  thi*^  mllii'^oc 
And  all  the  rest  wore  thin  enough,  I1cj\en  lo9«* 

And  some  of  them  had  lost  their  rrcolleciion. 
Happier  ihau  ihey  who  still  perceived  their  vfoff 

But  others  ponder'd  on  a  uew  disscrrtion, 
As  if  not  warn'd  sufficiently  by  those 

Who  had  already  |>erish'd,  suffering  madly. 

For  having  used  their  uppctMes  so  Kidlv. 

LXXXI.. 

And  next  they  thought  upon  the  masters  inai- . 

As  fattest;  but  he  sas-ed  hinmself,  because, 
Itcsides  being  much  averse  from  such  a  fair. 

There  were  some  other  reasons  r  the  fir.1  wj«. 
He  had  been  rather  in«Iisposed  of  late. 

And  that  which  chiefly  proved  his  saving  rlau< 
Was  a  small  present  made  to  him  at  Catiiz. 
By  goncral  subscription  of  the  ladies. 

Lxxxir. 

Of  poor  Pedrillo  somellmig  still  rcniamd. 

But  it  was  used  sparingly, — some  were  afraid. 
And  others  still  their  Ap|>etiies  constrain'd. 

Or  but  at  times  a  little  supper  ntade ; 
Vll  except  Juan,  who  throughout  abstain'd. 

Chewing  a  piece  of  bamboo,  and  some  le^il 
At  length  they  caught  two  boobitvi  and  a  noiidv. 
And  then  they  left  off  eating  the  dead  body. 


1 

7 

i  l; 

I 

I 

L 

II 


DON  JUAN. 


583 


1 


I.XXXIII. 

And  if  Potlrilln's  f.itr  ftliuultl  shocking  be. 
RrnicmhiT  ('<;oiiiin  coniiescrnilii 


XC. 


To  rat  ilio  lipad  iif  his  arcli-«nraij 

Tlii>  nioiii«>nt  ufirr  he  )>oliii«iy  end* 
His  t.-ilc:  if  foi'o  he  fiHMl  ill  hrll,  at  sea 

T  ii  4urrly  f.iir  lu  (Unr  ii|>on  our  hiendx, 
Whf-n  s]ii|mri.<<  k's  dhuri  allnwaniff  grown  too  •r.inty, 
.    Without  liriiii;  iiiiii-h  more  horrible  than  Danlc. 

LXXXIV. 

And  iho  Kami*  ni|;hl  there  fell  a  »hower  of  rain. 

For  whirh  their  mouths  (;aped.  like  the  crack*  of  mrth 

VS'hr-ii  dried  to  summei  du<>t ;  tdl  taught  by  pain, 
Men  really  kuow  not  what  (*oo4l  water  \  worth  : 

If  you  had  be<-ii  iu  Turkey  or  in  Spain, 

Or  with  a  famish'd  hoat'ft-cn>w  had  your  birth, 

Or  in  the  desert  hrard  the  camel'x  bell, 
^    You'd  wihh  yourself  where  Truth  it — in  a  well. 

LXXXV. 

It  pour'd  down  torrents,  hut  they  were  no  richer, 
I'mii  till  y  fouo<i  a  r.ii;i;ed  piece  of  sheet, 
'  Which  M-r\ed  thrm  as  a  Kurt  of  spon(;y  pitcher, 

And  wh^'n  they  dcem'd  its  moisture  wa<»  complete, 
Thev  ruu|;  it  nut,  and,  thouuli  a  thir&ty  ditcher 
~'       Mifjit  not  ha\e  ihou^hi  the  M*aoiy  draught  so  sweet 
-^ '  As  a  full  put  of  porter,  to  their  tliinkinj* 
=-  They  ne'er  til]  uow  had  known  ibc  joys  of  drinking. 

"  LXXXM. 

^    And  their  baked  lips,  with  many  a  bloody  crack, 

Suik'd  in  the  moisture,  which  like  nectar  sireamM; 
;. :  Their  throai<«  wrn'ovenn,  tlieir  swoln  tongues  were  black,  I 

As  the  rich  man\  in  hell,  who  \ainly  MTeam'd 
^  To  b4>i;  the  Ix'ggur,  who  could  not  rain  l>ack 
^        A  drop  of  d«'w,  when  i-very  drop  liad  seem'd 
s^  To  t.LNie  of  hea\en— if  thin  lie  true,  iodeeil, 
3*  Some  (IhristiauH  liave  a  coiiiforiable  cn^ed. 


The  boy  eipired— the  father  held  the  clay, 
,      And  lo<ik'd  upon  it  loui;,  and  when  at  last 
.  Death  left  no  doubt,  and  the  dead  burtlien  lay 
Siiff  on  Iuh  heart,  and  puUe  and  hope  were  past, 

lie  walch'd  it  willfully,  until  away 
i      Twas  borm-  by  the  rude  isa\e  wherein  'twas  cast; 

Then  he  hiins4-lf  sunk  doxtn,  all  dumb  and  shivering, 
I  And  ga\e  no  sign«  of  life,  kjve  his  limbs  quivering. 

XCI. 

Now  oicrhend  a  rainlmw,  bursting  through 

The  scattering  einiids.  shone,  spanning  the  dti^i 
Resting'  i(s  bri{'lit  base  on  the  quivering  blue:  ^ 
i      And  all  within  its  an-h  appear'd  to  be 


=  lAXXVil. 

L    There  were  two  fathers  in  this  ghastly  crew, 

.\nd  with  them  their  is^o  sons,  of  whom  the  one 
<>  Was  mure  robust  and  h.irdy  to  the  view, 
^'       But  he  died  early :  and  when  he  was  gone, 
y  liis  nean'st  messmate  told  his  sire,  who  threw 

One  glance  on  him,  and  said,  ••  Heaven 's  will  be  done ! 
•r  I  c<iu  do  nothing.w  and  he  saw  him  thrown 
-:'  Into  the  deep,  without  a  tear  or  groan. 

I.XXXVIII. 
The  other  father  had  a  weaklier  child, 
>.         Of  a  soft  check,  an<i  a«pect  delicate; 
But  the  boy  Itori-  up  long,  and  with  a  mild 
And  p.ilient  spirit,  held  aloof  his  fate; 
r  Little  be  s.iid,  and  now  ami  then  he  smiled, 
r  As  if  to  win  a  part  from  off  the  weight 

«:  lie  saw  increasing  on  his  father's  heart, 
.     IVith  the  deep  deadly  thought,  that  they  must  pari. 

lAXXIX. 

And  o'er  him  iM'nt  his  sire,  and  never  raised 
^         His  eyes  from  off  his  face,  but  wiped  the  ft»am 
,    From  his  pale  lips,  and  e\«T  on  him  g-iied; 

And  when  the  wisli  d-fur  shower  at  length  was  comci 
And  the  boy's  eyes,  viliich  the  dull  film  half  glaieil, 

Brighteii'd,  and  for  a  moment  secin'd  to  roam, 
lie  squei'ied  from  out  a  rag  some  drops  of  rain 
Into  his  dying  child's  mouth — hut  in  vain. 


(Hearer  than  that  without,  au<i  its  wide  hue 

Wai'd  broad  and  slaving  like  a  banner  free. 
Then  changed  like  to  a  bow  that's  bent,  and  then 
Forsook  the  dim  eyes  of  these  shipwreck'd  men. 

XCII. 

It  changed,  of  course;  a  heavenly  cameleon 
'      The  airy  child  of  vapour  and  the  sun, 
Rmught  forth  in  purple,  cradle<l  in  vemiiiioD, 

liaplihfil  in  molten  gold,  and  swathed  in  dun, 
(•littering  like  crei«ceiit»  o'er  a  Turk's  pavilion, 

Anil  lileiuling  every  (ulour  into  one. 
Junt^like  j^l»lack  eye  in  a  nTcnt  scuffle 
(For  ^metinirs  we  must  \to\  vtiihout  the  maf(le)J 

XCI  II. 

Our  shipwreck'd  seamen  thought  it  a  good  omen — 
It  is  as  well  to  think  so,  nitw  and  then; 

Twas  an  old  ciisioni  of  the  (»reek  and  Homan, 
And  may  become  of  great  advantage  when 

Folks  are  discouraged ;  aiwi  most  surely  no  men 
Had  (greater  need  to  ner«e  themselves  again 

Than  iIicm',  and  so  this  rainbow  look'd  like  liope-- 

(Juite  a  celestial  kaleidoscope. 

XCIV. 

.About  tliiit  time  a  beautiful  white  bird, 

Wrf>-fiMi|ed,  not  uulike  a  dove  in  siie 
And  plumage  I'proliably  it  might  have  err'd 

I'pon  its  course),  p.iss'd  oft  tieflure  their  eyes. 
And  trii'<l  to  |H'rcli,  although  it  saw  and  heard 

Ihe  men  within  the  boat,  and  in  this  guise 
It  came  and  went,  and  tliilti-rd  round  them  till 
Night  fell : — this  seem'd  a  lietter  omen  still. 

XCV. 
Hill  in  this  case  I  also  must  remark, 

T  was  well  this  bird  of  promise  did  not  perch, 
I  Rt'cause  the  tackle  of  our  chatter'd  baril 
Was  not  so  safe  for  roosting  as  a  church; 
Anil  h.id  it  b(>en  the  do\e  from  Noah's  ark. 
Returning  there  from  her  successful  search, 
I  Which  in  thnr  way  that  moment  chanced  to  fall. 
They  would  have  rat  her,  olive-branch  and  all. 

XCVi. 

With  twilight  it  again  came  on  to  blow. 

Hut  not  with  \iolence;  the  stars  shone  out. 
The  boat  made  viay ;  yet  now  they  were  so  low, 

Tliey  knew  not  where  nor  what  they  were  about; 
Some  fancied  they  saw  land,  and  some  said  ••  Notw 

The  frequent  fog -banks  gave  them  cause  to  doubt - 
Some  sworc  that  they  heard  brtalters.  otiiers  guns. 
And  all  mistook  about  the  latter  onee. 

i 
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XCVII. 
'As  moniing  broke,  the  light  wind  died  away, 

When  he  who  had  the  watch  sung  out,  and  swore 
If 't  was  not  land  that  ro^e  with  the  sun's  ray 

He  wish'd  that  land  he  iiever  might  see  more: 
And  tlie  rest  ruhb'd  iheir  eyes,  and  saw  a  bay, 

Or  thought  they  saw,  and  shaped  their  course  for 
shore ; 
For  shore  it  was,  and  gradually  grew 
Distinct  and  high,  and  palpable  to  view. 

XCVIII. 
And  then  of  these  some  part  hurst  into  tears, 

Andjrtbers,  looking  with  a  stupid  stare, 
Gonldfll^  yet  separate  their  hopes  from  fears. 

And  teem'd  as  if  they  h<id  no  further  care; 
While  a  few  pray'd — (ilie  first  time  for  some  years) — 

And  at  the  bottom  of  the  boat  three  were 
Asleep ;  they  shook  them  by  the  hand  and  head. 
And  tried  to  awaken  them,  but  found  them  dead. 

XCIX. 
The  day  before,  fast  sleeping  on  the  water. 

They  found  a  turtle  of  the  hawkVbill  kind, 
And  by  good  fortune,  gliding  sofily,  caught  her, 

Which  yielded  a  day's  hfc,  and  to  their  mind 
Proved  e^en  still  a  more  nutritious  matter, 

Because  it  Ivft  encoungcment  behind : 
They  thought  that  in  such  perils,  more  than  chance 
Had  sent  them  this  for  their  deliverance. 

C. 
The  land  appear'd,  a  high  and  rocky  coast. 

And  higher  grew  the  mountains  as  they  drew, 
Set  by  a  current,  toward  it :  thoy  were  lost 

In  various  conjectures,  for  none  knew 
To  what  part  of  the  earth  they  had  been  toss'd. 

So  changeable  had  bren  the  winds  that  blew; 
Some  thought  it  was  Mount  JFAna,  some  the  highlands 
Of  Candia,  Cyprus,  Rhodes,  or  other  islands. 

CI. 
Meantime  the  current,  with  a  rising  gale. 

Still  set  them  onwards  to  the  wclromc  shore, 
Like  Charon's  bark  of  specircs.  dull  and  pale  : 

Tlieir  living  freight  was  now  reduced  to  four  ; 
And  three  dead,  whom  their  strength  could  not  avail 

To  heave  into  the  deep  with  those  before. 
Though  the  two  sharks  still  follow'd  them,  and  dash'd 
The  spray  into  their  faces  as  they  splash'd. 

CII. 
Famine,  despair,  cold,  thirst,  and  heat  had  done 

Their  work  on  them  by  turns,  and  thinn'd  them  to 
Such  things,  a  mother  had  not  known  her  son 

Amidst  the  skeletons  of  that  gaunt  crcw; 
By  night  chill'd,  by  day  scorch'd,  thus  one  by  one 

They  perish'd,  until  witlier'd  tu  tlirse  few, 
But  chiefly  by  a  species  of  srif-slaughtcr. 
In  washing  down  l^edrillo  willi  salt  water. 

cm. 

As  they  drew  nigh  the  land,  which  now  was  seen 

Unequal  in  its  aspect  here  and  there, 
They  felt  the  freshness  of  its  growing  green, 

That  waved  in  forest  tops,  and  smooth'd  the  air, 
And  fell  upon  their  glazed  eyes  like  a  screen 

From  glistening  waves,  and  skies  so  hot  and  bare — 
Lovely  seem'd  any  object  that  should  sweep 
Away  the  vast,  salt,  dread,  eternal  deep. 


CIV. 

The  shore  look'd  wild,  wiihoat  a  trace  of  mtn. 

And  girt  by  formidable  waves;  but  ihey 
Were  mad  for  land,  and  thus  ilieir  course  they  na, 

Though  riglit  a-liead  the  roaring  breaker*  hv  - 
A  reef  between  them  also  now  began 

To  sliow  its  boiling  »urf  and  bounding  «pray. 
But,  finding  no  place  for  their  landing  bettrr. 
They  ran  the  boai  for  shore,  and  ovenei  ber. 

CV. 

But  in  his  native  streaoi,  die  Gnadalqnivir. 

Juan  to  lave  hU  youthful  limbs  was  wont ; 
And,  having  learn'd  to  swim  in  that  sweet  river. 

Had  often  turn'd  the  art  to  some  account. 
A  better  swimmer  you  could  scari'e  see  ever, 

He  could,  perhaps,  have  pass'd  theHellespooL 
As  once  (a  feat  on  which  ourselves  we  prided) 
Leander,  Mr  Ekeohead,  and  I  did. 

CVI. 

So,  here,  though  faint,  emaciated,  and  stark. 

He  buoy'd  his  boyish  limbs,  and  strove  to  ply 
With  the  quick  wave,  and  gain,  ere  it  was  ibrk. 

The  beach  which  lay  before  him,  high  and  dry: 
The  greatest  danger  here  was  l^m  a  shark. 

That  carried  off  his  neighbour  by  the  thigb  ; 
As  for  the  other  two,  they  could  not  swim. 
So  nobody  arrived  on  shore  but  him. 

CVIL 
Nor  yet  had  he  arrived  but  for  the  oar. 

Which,  providentially  for  him,  was  wasfa'd 
Just  as  his  feeble  arm.*  could  strike  no  more, 

And  the  hard  wave  o'erwhelm'd  him  as 't  wudak 
Within  his  grasp  ;  he  clung  to  it,  and  sore 

The  waters  beat  while  he  thereto  was  U<lid  ; 
At  last,  with  swimming,  wrading,  scrambHag.  he 
Roll'd  on  the  beach,  half  senseless,  from  ibeM 

CVIII. 

There,  breathless,  with  his  digging  nails  heduag 
Fast  to  the  sand,  lest  the  reiurgiuj;  wj\e. 

From  whose  reluctant  roar  his  life  lie  wrung. 
Should  suck  him  back  to  her  in^Jiiate  grji\- 

And  there  he  lay,  full-length,  wliere  he  wa^  ^1105, 
Before  tlie  entrance  of  a  cliff- worn  cavr, 

With  just  enough  of  lifie  to  feci  its  pain. 

And  deem  that  it  was  saved,  perhaps  in  vain. 

CIX. 

With  slow  and  staggering  effort  he  arose. 
But  sunk  again  upon  his  bleeding  knee 

And  quivering  hand  ;  and  then  he  look'd  for  tbc« 
Who  long  had  been  his  mate»  upon  the  sea. 

But  none  of  them  appear'd  to  shire  his  woes, 
Save  one,  a  corpse  from  out  the  famish  d  three, 

Who  died  twd  days  before,  and  now  had  found 

An  unknown  barren  beach  for  burial  ground. 

ex. 

And,  as  he  gazed,  his  diny  brain  spun  fost. 
And  down  he  sunk  :  and,  as  he  sunk,  the  sand 

Swam  round  and  round,  and  all  his  senses  pjssd : 
He  fell  upon  his  side,  and  hi«  stretch'd  hand 

Droop'd  dripping  on  the  oar  (liieir  jury-mx<. 
And,  like  a  wither'd  lily,  ou  the  land 

His  slender  frame  and  pallid  aspect  lav. 

As  fair  a  tliiug  as  e'er  was  form'd  of  ciay. 
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CXI. 
;  in  h\*  damp  traare  yonng  Joan  by 
w  not,  for  the  earth  was  gone  for  him, 
had  nothing  more  of  ni(;ht  nor  day 

•  cont;ealtn0  blood,  and  iienaet  dim : 
this  lieavy  faintneu  pass'd  avay 

"«  not,  till  each  painful  pulse  aiiid  limb, 

ing  vein,  seem'd  throbbing  back  to  hfe, 

h,  though  vanquish'd,  still  retired  with  strife. 

CXII. 
ic  opcn'd,  shut,  ag.iin  unclosed, 
was  doubt  and  diuiuess:  he  thought 
as  in  the  boat,  and  liad  but  doted. 
It  again  with  his  despair  o'erwrought, 
id  it  di>ath  in  iRliich  he  had  reposed; 
en  oncv  more  his  feelings  back  were  broughli 
ly  by  his  svimmiug  eyes  was  seen 
Female  face  of  seventeeu. 

CXIII. 
ndiug  rlo«e  oVr  his,  and  the  small  mouth 
I  <iiiiiO!»t  prying  into  hiii  for  breath; 
ing  him,  tlir  soft  marm  hand  of  youth 
il  his  nuswrring  spirits  hack  from  death  ; 
liiiig  his  rliill  trm|ilrs,  tried  to  soothe 
»uUe  to  animation,  till  beneath 

•  iou(*h  and  tn^mbling  care,  a  sigh 
kiml  efforts  made  a  low  reply. 

CXIV. 
s  the  cordial  pour'd,  and  mantle  flung 
d  his  srarre-<'lad  limhs;  and  the  fair  arm 
ighrr  the  faint  head  which  o'er  il  hung; 
IT  transparent  rlieek,  all  pure  and  warm, 
liis  deutli-like  forehrad  ;  then  she  wrung 
wy  nirin,  long  dreuch'd  by  every  storm ; 
h'd  with  rai;cmess  each  throb  that  drew 
om  his  heave<l  bosom — and  hers  too. 

cxv. 

Dg  him  with  care  into  the  cave, 
'iitic  girl,  and  her  attendant, — one 
'ot  her  elder,  and  of  brow  less  grave, 
lore  robu«t  of  figure, — then  begun 
e  lire,  and  as  the  new  flames  gave 
to  the  ro4*ks  which  roofd  them,  which  the  sun 
er  seen,  the  maid,  or  whatsoe'er 
appear'd  distinct,  and  tall,  and  fiiir. 

cxvr. 

»  was  overhung  with  coins  of  gold, 
parkled  o'er  tiie  auhum  of  her  hair, 
teriiig  hair,  whose  longer  locks  were  roll'd 
ids  behind,  and,  though  her  stature  were 
the  highest  for  a  frniide  mould, 
nearly  reach'd  lier  heel ;  and  in  her  air 
M  a  something  which  l)espoke  command, 
^ho  was  a  lady  in  the  laud. 

CXVII. 
,  I  said,  was  auburn  ;  but  her  eyes 
black  as  death,  their  lashes  the  same  hue, 
tcast  length,  in  whose  silk  shadow  lies 
St  attraction,  for  when  to  the  view 
om  its  raven  fringe  the  full  glance  flies, 
with  such  force  tiie  swiftest  arrow  flew; 
he  snake,  late  coil'd,  who  pours  his  length', 
■Is  ac  once  his  venom  and  his  strength. 


CXVIII. 
Her  brow  was  white  and  low,  lier  cheeks'  pure  dye 

Like  twilight  rosy  still  with  the  set  sun ; 
Short  upper  lip--sweet  lips !  that  make  us  sigh 

Ever  to  liave  seen  such ;  for  she  was  one 
Fit  for  the  model  of  a  statuary 

(A  race  of  mere  impostors,  when  all  *s  done— 
I  've  seen  much  finer  women,  ripe  and  real. 
Than  all  the  nonsense  of  their  stone  ideal). 

CXIX. 
1  '11  tell  you  why  I  say  so,  for  't  is  just 

One  should  not  rail  without  a  decent  cauiai 
Tliere  was  an  Irish  lady,  to  whose  bust  .*- 

I  ne'er  saw  justice  done,  and  yet  the  was 
A  fre(|uent  model ;  and  if  e'er  she  miut 

Yield  to  stem  Time  and  Nature's  wrinkling  laws, 
Tliry  vkill  destroy  a  face  which  mortal  thouglit 
Ne'er  compass'd,  nor  less  mortal  chisel  wrought. 

CXX. 
And  such  was  she,  the  lady  of  the  rave: 

Her  dress  was  very  diffprent  from  the  Spanish, 
Simpler,  and  yet  of  colours  not  so  grave; 

For,  as  you  know,  the  Spanish  women  banish 
Bright  hues  when  out  of  doors,  and  yet,  while  wave 

Around  them  (what  1  hope  will  never  vanish) 
The  )»a.squiiu  and  the  mantilla,  they 
Scam  at  the  same  time  mystical  and  gay. 

CXXI. 
Rut  with  our  damsel  this  was  not  the  case: 

Her  dress  was  many-colour'd,  finely  spun ; 
Her  locks  curl'd  negligently  round  her  fore. 

Rut  through  them  gold  ami  gems  profusely  shone; 
Her  girdle  sparkled,  and  the  richest  lace 

Flow'd  in  her  veil,  and  many  a  precioiu  stone 
Flash'd  on  her  little  liand;  but,  what  was  sliocking. 
Her  small  snow  feet  had  slippers,  but  no  stocking. 

CXXH. 
The  other  female's  dress  was  not  unlike. 

But  of  inferior  materials :  she 
Had  not  so  many  ornaments  to  strike  : 

Her  hair  had  silver  only,  bound  to  be 
Her  dowry;  and  her  veil,  in  form  alike. 

Was  coarser;  and  her  air,  though  firm.  Ills  free; 
Her  hair  was  thicker,  but  less  long;  her  eyes 
As  black,  but  quicker,  and  of  smaller  site. 

CXXUI. 

And  these  two  tended  him,  and  cheer'd  him  both 
With  food  and  raiment,  and  those  soft  attentions. 

Which  are  (as  I  must  own)  of  female  growth. 
And  have  ten  thousand  delicate  inventions; 

They  made  a  most  superior  mess  of  broth, 
A  thing  which  poesy  but  seliiom  mentions 

Rut  the  best  dish  that  e'er  was  cook'd  since  Homer's 

Achilles  order'd  dinner  for  new  comers. 

• 

CXXIV. 

I  '11  tell  you  who  they  were,  tlii^  female  pair. 
Lest  thry  should  seem  princesnes  in  disguise; 

Besides  I  hate  all  mystery,  and  that  air 

Of  clap>trap,  which  your  recent  poets  prtte; 

And  so,  in  short,  the  girls  they  really  were 
Tliey  shall  appear  before  your  curious  eyes, 

Mutress  and  maid;  the  fir^t  vras  only  daughter 

Of  an  old  man  who  lived  upon  tlie  water. 
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cxxv. 

A  tisharman  lie  bad  been  ia  bit  youth, 

And  still  a  sort  of  fiibernian  wu  lie; 
But  odier  speculations  were,  in  sooth. 

Added  to  bis  coDoexion  wiUi  Uie  sea, 
Perhaps,  not  so  respectable,  ia  truth : 

A  little  smuggling,  and  some  piracy. 
Left  him,  at  last,  the  sole  of  many  masters 
Of  an  ill-gotten  million  of  piastres. 

cxxvr. 

A  finlier,  therefore,  was  he — though  of  men, 
Like  Peter  the  Apostle, — and  he  fish'd 

Tor  waa|ning  merchant-vesseU,  now  and  thVn, 
And  sometimes  caught  as  m^my  »&  he  irish'd ; 

The  cnrgoes  he  conGscaied,  and  gain 

He  sought  in  the  slave-market  too,  and  dish'd 

Full  many  a  morsel  for  that  Turkish  trade, 

By  -which,  no  doubt,  a  good  deal  may  be  made. 

cxxvn. 

Ue  was  a  Greek,  and  on  his  isle  ha<l  built 
(One  of  tlie  wild  and  smaller  Cyclades) 

A  very  handsome  house  from  out  his  guilt, 
And  tliere  he  lived  exceedingly  at  ease; 

[leaven  knows  what  cash  he  got,  or  blood  he  spilt, 
A  sad  old  fellow  was  he,  if  you  please. 

But  this  I  know,  it  was  a  spacious  building. 

Full  of  barbaric  carving,  paint,  and  gilding. 

cxxvni. 

He  had  an  only  daughter  call'd  Haidee, 
The  greatest  heiress  of  the  Eastern  isles; 

Besides  so  very  beautiful  was  she. 

Her  dowry  was  as  uothiug  to  her  smiles: 

Still  in  her  teens,  and  like  a  lovely  tree 
*So  grew  to  womanhood,  and  brtween  whiles 

Rejected  several  suitors,  just  to  learn 

How  to  accept  a  better  in  his  turn. 

CXXIX. 

And  walking  out  upon  the  beach,  below 

The  cliff,  towards  sunset,  on  that  day  she  found. 

Insensible, — not  dead,  but  nearly  so, — 

Don  Juan,  almost  famish'd,  and  half  drown  d; 

But.  being  naked,  she  was  shock'd.  you  know. 
Yet  deem'd  herself  in  common  pity  bound, 

As  far  as  in  her  lay,  u  (o  take  him  in, 

A  stranger,»  dying,  witli  so  wliite  a  skin. 

CXXX. 

But  taking  him  into  her  father's  house 
Was  not  exactly  the  best  way  to  save, 

Cut  like  conveying  to  the  cat  the  mouse, 
Or  people  in  a  trance  uito  their  grave ; 

Because  the  good  old  man  had  so  much  m  voi/c,w 
Unlike  the  honest  Arab  thieves  so  brave. 

He  would  have  hospitably  cured  the  stranger, 

And  sold  him  instantly  when  out  of  danger. 

CXXXI. 
And  therefore,  with  her  maid,  she  thought  it  best 

(A  virgin  always  on  her  maid  rchcs) 
To  place  him  in  the  cave  for  preseut  rest: 

And  when,  at  last,  he  opcn'd  Wis  bl;uk  eyes. 
Their  charity  increased  about  tluir  guest: 

And  iht'ir  compassion  grew  to  such  a  size. 
It  opend  half  the  turnpike  g,»tes  to  heaven— 
(Saint  Paul  says  't  is  the  toil  which  nuist  be  given). 


They  made  a  6re,  but  sncb  a  fire  as  ihej 
Upon  the  n>omcitt  could  oootrivc  with  mcb 

Materials  as  were  cast  up  round  the  bay. 
Some  broken  planks  sikI  oars,  tbat  to  the  tooc^ 

Were  nearly  tinder,  since  so  loo^  they  lay, 
A  mast  was  almost  crumbled  to  a  cruleii: 

But,  by  God's  grace,  bene  wrecks  were  iu  such  pkn 

That  there  was  fuel  to  have  fumisk'd  twenty. 

CXXXIII. 

He  had  a  bed  of  furs  and  a  pelisse. 

For  Haidee  stripp'd  her  sables  off  to  make 
His  couch;  and  tbat  be  augbt  be  more  at  ea«e. 

And  warm,  in  case  by  cbaore  be  sb«nid  awake. 
They  also  gave  a  petticoat  apiece. 

She  and  her  maid,  and  promised  by  day-break 
To  pay  him  a  fresh  vini,  with  a  dish 
For  breakfast,  of  eggs^   coffee,  biead,  and  tisk 

CXXXIV. 

And  tlius  they  left  him  to  bis  lone  repose: 
Juan  slept  like  a  top,  or  like  the  dead. 

Who  sleep  at  last,  perhaps  (God  only  knows). 
Just  for  the  present,   and  ia  his  lull'd  he»l 

Not  even  a  vision  of  liis  former  woes 
Throbb'd  in  accareed  dreams,  which  tometiom  spce 

Unwelcome  visions  of  our  former  years. 

Till  the  eye,  cheated,  opens  thick  with  icais. 

cxxxv. 

Young  Juan  slept  all  dreamless: — but  the  maid 
Who  smooth'd  his  pillow,  as  she  left  the  deo, 

Look'd  back  upon  liina,  and  a  moment  sLir'd, 
And  tum'd,  believing  tliat  lie  call'd  again. 

Ue  slumber'd ;  yet  the  thought,  at  least  she  said 
(The  heart  will  sHp  even  as  the  tongue  and  pe&l^ 

He  had  pronounced  her  name — but  sbe  forgot 

That  at  this  moment -Anan  knew  it  noL 

cxxxvi. 

And  pensive  to  her  fstber's  house  she  went, 
Enjoining  silence  strict  to  Zoc,  who 

Ketler  than  her  knew  what,  iu  fact,  she  meant. 
She  being  wiser  by  a  year  or  two: 

A  year  or  two  s  an  age  when  rigiitly  spent, 
And  Zoe  spent  hers  as  most  women  do. 

In  0!*i"i"g  all  that  useful  sort  of  knowledge 

Which  is  acquired  in  nature's  good  old  coUegr. 

CXXXVII. 

The  morn  broke,  and  found  Juau  slumberiof;  uiil 
Fast  in  his  cave,  and  nothing  claj^hd  upou 

His  rest;  the  rushing  of  the  nri(jlibouring  rill, 
And  the  young  beams  of  the  excludeii  sun. 

Troubled  him  not,  and  he  might  sJeep  bi«  till; 
And  need  he  lud  of  slumber  yet.  for  none 

llaii  sufferd  more — his  lianlsliips  were  companow 

To  those  rebited  in  my  grand-d^d's  narrative. 

CXXXVIII. 

Not  so  Haidee;  she  sadly  tos&'d  and  tumbled. 

.\nd  sljirted  from  her  sleep,  and,  turning  off. 
Drcaniil  of  a  thousand  w  rei:k»,  o  or  whit  h  >lio-iuoili-^ 

An<l  hindsopie  corpses  strcw'd  upon  the  >:iorei 
And  woke  her  maid  so  early  that  she  gnuniiti^I. 

And  calld  her  father's  old  Ua\cs  up.  who  svorr 
In  several  oaths— .Vrioeuiau,  Turk,  aud  Creek,— 
They  knew  not  what  to  ihink  of  sach  a  freak. 
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cxxxrx. 

But  up  slio  pot,  and  np  «he  made  them  (jH, 
>Vi(li  somr  prelrorr  about  the  run,  that  makm 

Swrel  skicft  ju4t  when  he  rihet,  or  is  net; 

AikI  't  is,  no  doutil,  a  Mglit  to  nee  when  brrak< 

Brii;h(  IMia'bus,  while  the  mountuint  still  are  Wft 
With  mist,  and  rvrry  hird  with  him  awakes, 

And  ni|;ht  is  tluD{;  off  like  a  moumiui;  Ruit 

Worn  for  a  hushaad,  or  tome  other  brute. 

CXL. 
I  My,  the  Hun  is  a  most  glorious  liffhl, 

I  'vc  ki't'u  him  rise  full  ofi,  indeed  of  late 
1  have  Mit  up  on  purpo^  all  the  ni^ht. 

Which  lia&trn^,  as  physici.inv  say,  one's  fate  : 
And  so  all  yr,  who  would  be  in  the  ri(;ht 

In  hriilih  and  purs^,  begin  your  day  to  date 
From  d.iy-hrrak,  and  when  coflin'd  at  founcon*. 
Engrave  upon  thi*  plate,  you  rose  at  four. 

CXLI. 

And  llaidec  nirt  the  moruinf*  face  to  face ; 

Iter  own  was  fre«ilie^t,  though  a  feveriith  flush 
Had  dyctl  it  with  the  headlong  blood,  whosr  race 

From  heart  to  rheek  is  curb'd  into  a  blush. 
Like  to  a  torrrnt  whirli  a  mountain's  base. 

That  uviTpoM^rrs  some  Alpine  river's  msli, 
Checks  to  a  lake,  whose  wavn  in  cin*les  spread. 
Or  the  Rrd  Sec — but  the  sea  is  not  red. 

CXiJI. 
And  flown  the  cliff  the  island  virgin  came. 

And  near  the  ca>e  her  quirk  light  footsteps  drew. 
While  the  suu  smiloti  on  her  with  his  first  llanie. 

And  young  Aurora  kitft'd  her  lips  with  dew. 
Taking  h(*r  for  a  sister;  just  tliesame 

Mi>i.ike  you  would  have  made  on  seeing  thr  two. 
Although  the  mortal,  quite  as  fresh  and  fair. 
Had  all  the  advantage  too  of  not  being  air. 

CXLlll. 
And  when  into  the  cavern  llaidee  slepp'd, 

All  timidly,  y<*t  rapidly,  she  saw- 
That  like  an  infant  Juau  sweetly  slept: 

And  then  she  stopp'd,  and  stood  as  if  in  awe 
(For  sleep  is  awful),  ami  on  tiptoe  crept 

And  wrapp'd  him  cUiser,  lest  the  air,  too  raw , 
Should  rearh  his  bloo<l;  then  o'er  him,  still  as  death, 
bent  witik  hush'd  lips  tliat  drank  his  scarce-drawn  breath. 

CXLIV. 

And  thus,  like  to  an  augel  o'er  the  dying 

Who  ilii!  in  righteousness,  she  leau'd;  and  there 

All  tranquilly  the  shipwreck'd  boy  was  lying, 
.\h  o'er  him  lay  the  ealm  and  stirless  air: 

IIui  Zo<'  tlip  me.intlnie  some  eggs  was  frying, 
Sim-e.  after  all,  no  lionht  the  youthTul  pair 

Must  breakfast,  and  betimes — lest  they  should  a^k  it, 

S>hi:  drew  out  her  provision  from  the  basket. 

CXLV. 

She  knew  that  the  Ixst  fei-lings  must  have  virtnal, 
And  that  a  shipwrerkd  youth  would  hungry'  bt ; 

Ite^ides,  b«-ing  less  in  lo\e,  she  yawn'd  a  liltip, 

Ami  felt  her  veins  rhill'd  hy  the  neighlmurin^;  *ea; 

And  so.  hhr  ronk'd  their  hn-akfast  to  a  little  j 
I  ran't  viy  that  she  ga\e  them  any  tea. 

Milt  tlif-re  were  eggs,  fruit,  coffi-e,  bread,  H^h.  hoiiey. 

With  .*xio  wine, — and  all  f«ir  love,  not  money. 


GXLVI. 

And  Zoe,  when  the  eggs  were  ready,  and 

The  coffee  made,  would  fiitn  haTe  waken'd  Jitan; 

(tut  llaidee  stopp'd  her  with  her  qnick  small  hand, 
And  vkitlioul  word,  a  sign  her  linger  drew  on 

Her  lip,  which  Zoe  needs  must  understand ; 
Ami,  the  first  breakfast  spoil'd.  prepared  a  new  one, 

Because  her  mistress  would  not  let  her  break 

That  iilecp  which  seem'd  as  it  would  ne'er  awake. 

CXIA'II. 

For  still  he  lay,  and  on  his  thin  worn  cheek, 

\  purple  hectic  play'd,  like  dying  day 
On  the  snow  tops  of  diaant  hills;  tlu;  streak 

Of  sufferance  yet  upon  his  forehead  lay, 
Wht-re  the  blur  \eins  look'il  shadowy,  shrunk,  and  weak ; 

And  his  blaek  curls  were  dewy  with  the  spray. 
Which  \\eij;hd  upon  them  yet,  all  damp  and  salt, 
Mix'd  with  the  stony  va|>ours  of  the  vault. 

CXLVIII. 

And  she  lient  o'er  him,  and  he  lay  beneath, 
llush'tlas  the  l>abe  upon  its  mollier's  breast, 

Droop'd  as  the  willow  when  no  winds  can  breathe, 
Lull'd  like  the  depth  of  ftcran  when  at  rest. 

Fair  as  the  cn>wning  rose  of  the  whole  wreath. 
Soft  as  the  callow  cygnet  in  its  nest  ; 

In  short.  hc\»as  a  very  pretty  fellow, 

.Vllhongh  his  woes  Ind  tiirn'il  him  rather  yellow. 

CXMX. 

lie  woke  anil  gi/eil,  and  would  have  slept  again. 

Bill  the  fair  face  vihich  met  his  eyes  forbade 
Thnsc  i-ycs  to  close,  though  weariness  and  pain 

II  III  further  sleep  a  further  pleasure  made ; 
Tpr  woman's  face  was  never  form'd  in  vain 

For  Juan,  so  that  even  when  he  pray'd, 
lie  turnd  from  grisly  saints,  and  martyrs  liairy. 
To  the  sweet  portraiu  of  the  Virgin  Mary. 

CL. 
!  And  thus  upon  his  elbow  he  arose. 

And  look'd  u|>on  the  lady  in  whose  cheek 
The  p.ilv  contended  with  tlie  purple  rose. 

As  with  au  effort  she  began  to  speak; 
Her  eyes  were  eloquent,  her  wonts  would  pose. 

Although  she  told  him.  in  good  modem  Greek, 
With  an  Ionian  accent,  low  and  sweet, 
Tliat  he  was  faint,  and  must  noC  talk,  bat  eat. 

CU. 

Now  Juan  could  not  nndersiand  a  word. 

Being  no  Creeian;  but  he  had  an  car. 
And  her  voice  was  tlie  warble  of  a  bird. 

So  soft,  so  sweet,  so  delicately  clear. 
That  liner,  simpler  music  ne'er  was  heard  ; 

The  sort  of  sound  we  echo  with  a  tear, 
Wiihuui  knowing  why— an  overpowering  lone, 
Whem'c  melody  descends,  as  from  a  Ihruue. 

CLII. 

And  Jinn  gized  as  one  who  is  awoke 

By  a  ilisiiiii  or|;aii,  dotibli  ig  if  he  be 
Not  yt  a  driMiii'T,  till  the  spell  is  broke 

By  tin-  watihiiian,  or  souie  vnrh  riMlity, 
Or  h\  one's  early  \alet'scurwd  knock; 

At  ica^l  it  is  a  heavv  sound  to  me. 
Who  hke  a  mnrninj;  slumber — for  the  night 
Shows  stars  ami  women  in  a  better  light. 
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cun. 

And  liMn,  too,  WM  bdp'd  one  from  bU  dream, 
Or  ileep,  or  whatsoe'er  it  was,  by  feeliag 

A  most  prodigumt  appetite:  the  tteam 
Of  Zoe  •  cookery  no  doubt  was  stealing 

Upon  his  seowR,  and  the  kindling  beam 
Of  the  new  fire  which  Zee  kept  up,  kneeling 

To  stir  her  viands,  made  him  quite  awake 

And  long  for  food,  but  cluetly  a  bccf-stealb. 

CLIV. 
But  beef  is  rare  within  these  oxless  isles; 

Goats*  flesli  there  is,  no  doubt,  and  kid,  and  mutton, 
And  when  a  holiday  upon  them  smiles, 

A  joint  upon  tlieir  barbarous  spits  they  put  on : 
But  this  oceurs  but  seldom,  between  whiles, 

For  some  of  these  are  rock«  with  scarce  a  hut  on, 
Others  are  fair  and  fertile,  amoni;  which, 
This,  though  not  large,  was  one  of  the  most  rich. 

CLV. 
I  say  that  beef  i.s  rare,  niid  c.m't  help  thinkini; 

That  the  old  fdble  of  the  Minotaur — 
From  which  our  modern  morals,  ri^jhtly  shrinking. 

Condemn  the  royal  lady's  ta.ste  who  wore 
A  cow's  shape  for  a  mask — was  only  (sinking 

The  allegory)  a  mere  type,  no  more. 
That  Posiphae  promoted  breeding  cattle. 
To  make  the  Cretans  bloodier  in  battle. 

CLVI. 
For  wc  all  know  that  English  people  are 

Fed  upon  beef  -I  won't  say  much  of  beer. 
Because  't  is  liquor  only,  and  bein<;  far 

From  this  my  subject,  has  no  business  here; — 
We  know,  too,  tliey  are  very  fond  of  war, 

A  pleasure— like  all  pleasures — rnllier  dear; 
So  were  the  Cretans — from  which  I  infer 
That  beef  and  battles  botli  were  owing  to  iicr. 

CLVII. 
But  to  resume.     The  lan^^id  Juan  raised 

His  head  upon  his  elbow,  and  he  saw 
A  sight  on  which  he  iMd  not  lately  gazed. 

As  all  his  latter  meals  had  been  quite  raw. 
Three  or  four  things  for  which  tlie  I^rd  he  praised, 

And,  feeling  still  the  fimish'd  vulture  gnaw, 
Me  fell  upon  wbate'cr  was  offcr*d,  like 
A  priest,  a  shark,  an  alderman,  or  pike. 

CLVIII. 
He  ate,  and  he  was  well  supplied;  and  sli?, 

Who  watch'd  him  like  a  mother,  would  have  fed 
Him  past  all  bounds,  because  she  smiled  to  sec 

Such  appetite  in  one  she  had  decm'd  dead : 
But  Zoii,  being  older  than  Haidee, 

Knew  (by  tradition,  for  she  ne  er  had  read) 
That  faraish'd  people  must  be  slowly  nursed, 
And  fed  by  spoonfuls,  else  they  always  burst 

CMX. 

And  so  she  took  the  liberty  to  state. 

Rather  by  deeds  than  words,  becaiL^c  the  case 

Was  urgent,  tliat  the  gentleman,  whose  fate 
Had  made  her  mistress  quit  her  bud  to  trace 

The  &ea-shore  at  this  hour,  must  leave  his  plate. 
Unless  lie  wisli'd  to  die  upon  the  place — 

She  snatch'd  it,  and  refused  another  morsel, 

Saying,  he  had  gorged  enough  to  make  a  horse  ill.    , 


Next  they— he  being  naked,  save  a  laiier'd 
Pair  of  scares  dcemC  trow  sera     went  to  work. 

And  in  the  fire  his  recent  rags  they  scatter  d. 
And  drea'd  him,  for  the  present,  like  a  Tari. 

Or  Greek— chat  is,  although  it  not  mueh  matbrd. 
Omitting  turban,  slippers,  pistols,  dirk,— 

They  fumish'd  lum,  entire  except  some  iiitch«s. 

With  a  clean  shirt,  and  very  spacious  brredic«. 

CLXI. 

And  then  fair  Ilaidee  tried  her  tongnc  at  sprakia^ 
But  not  a  word  could  Joan  comiMnehend, 

Allliough  he  listen  d  so  that  tlie  young  Greek  io 
Her  earnestness  would  ne'er  have  mode  an  rod; 

And,  as  he  interrupted  not,  went  ekiug 
Her  speech  out  to  her  protege  and  frteud. 

Till,  pausing  at  the  last  her  hreath  to  take. 

She  saw  he  did  not  understand  Romaic. 

CLXIf. 

And  then  she  had  recourse  to  noils,  and  signs. 
And  smiles,  and  sparkles  of  the  speaking  etc, 

And  read  (the  only  book  she  could)  tlie  huts 
Of  his  fair  face,  and  found,  by  sympathy. 

The  answer  eloquent,  where  the  soul  -hioes 
And  darts  in  one  quick  glance  a  long  rrply ; 

And  thus  in  every  look  she  saw  exprn»»d 

.\  world  of  words,  and  things  at  which  »he  gues.! 

CLXIII. 

And  now,  by  dint  of  fingers  and  of  eyes. 

And  words  repeated  after  her,  lie  took 
A  lesson  in  her  tongue;   but  by  surmise. 

No  doubt,  less  of  her  language  thiu  her  look 
As  he  who  studies  fervently  the  skies 

Turns  oftener  to  the  stars  than  to  his  book. 
Thus  Juan  leam'd  his  alpha  beta  better 
Froju  llaidec's  gkince  than  any  graven  letter. 

CLXIV. 

T  is  pleasing  to  be  school'tl  in  a  strange  tongue 
By  female  lips  and  eyes — that  i-«,  1  mean. 

When  both  the  teacher  aii<i  the  taught  are  youv^. 
As  was  the  case,  at  least,  where  1  ha%e  U-ru; 

They  smile  so  when  one  's  right,  and  wheu  one's  vr.J 
They  smile  still  more,  and  tlieii  there  inters ra« 

Pressure  of  liands,  perhaps  even  a  rlia>ti.>  ki»i:~ 

I  learu'd  the  Utile  that  I  know  bv  thU: 

CLXV. 

That  is,  some  words  of  Spanish,  Turk,  or  Gr«.-«k. 

Italian  not  at  all,  ha\iug  uo  loachers 
Much  English  I  cannot  pretend  to  spcuk. 

Learning  tlut  l.iogunge  cliicHy  fi uni  iu  preicLf?'- 
Barrow, South,  Tillotson,  whom  overy  wivk 

I  study,  also  Blair,  tlie  highest  reaihcrs 
Of  eloquence  in  piety  and  prose — 
I  hate  your  poets,  so  read  none  of  those. 

CLXV  I. 

As  for  the  ladies,  I  have  nought  to  sjy, 

A  wanderer  from  the  Briii»li  world  of  fisliioa. 

Where  I,  like  other  •  dogs,  have  had  niv  dav.i- 
Like  other  meu  too,  may  have  had  mv  pj>«oih- 

But  that,  like  other  tilings,  lias  pass'd  aw.iv- 
And  all  her  fools  whom  I  could  lav  the  i.u^b  oc 

Foes,  friends,  men,  women,  now  un*  nought  to  lur 

But  dreams  of  what  has  been,  no  more  to  he. 
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CLXVII. 
re  to  Don  Juan.     He  brguo 
ir  new  wonU,  and  to  repeat  tbem ;  bttt 
!lin(;8,  universal  a«  the  sun, 
siicli  n%  couJd  not  in  hit  breast  be  abut 
n  wiihin  (he  bosom  of  a  nun: 
s  in  love — as  you  would  be,  no  doubt, 
oung  benefiiclrets, — so  was  she 
tie  way  we  very  often  sec. 

CLXVIII. 

■y  day  by  day-break— ratlier  early 
uu,  who  was  somewhat  fond  of  rest— 
c  into  the  cave,  but  it  was  merely 
her  bird  reposing  in  his  uest; 
would  Hofily  stir  his  locks  so  curly, 
iut  disturbing  her  yet  slumbering  guest, 
g  all  gently  o'er  his  check  and  mouth, 
I  bed  of  roses  the  sweet  soutli. 

CI.XIX. 
ry  mom  lii<  colour  fre&hlicr  came, 
vrry  day  hclp'd  on  hi«  convalescence, 
/ell,  hccau^  health  iu  the  human  frame 
i^aut,  lH*kides  l>cing  true  love\  essence, 
til  and  idleness  to  passion's  (lame 
il  and  gunpowder ;  and  <oine  go<Hl  lessons 
learnt  from  C(>resaod  from  llacchus, 
whom  Venus  will  not  long  attack  us. 

(XXX. 
enus  fills  the  heart  (without  heart  really 
though  good  always  i^^  not  quite  so  good), 
escnts  a  plate  of  vermicelli, 
•vc  must  he  sutlain'd  like  ilesh  and  blood.— 
accliiu  pours  out  wine,  or  hands  a  jelly: 
tiysters  too,  are  amatory  food; 
•  is  their  purveyor  from  above 
knows, — it  may  be  Neptune,  Pan,  or  Jov^. 

CLXXI. 
uan  woke,  he  found  some  good  things  ready, 
II.  a  breakfast,  and  the  liiiei^t  eyes 
>r  made  a  youthful  heart  le^s  steady, 
■H  hi<r  maid'it,  as  pretty  for  (heirsiie; 
«e  »pi>ken  (if  all  thin  ainrady — 
rpetiiinn  '%  tin*v»ine  and  unwise, — 
u.in,  after  iKithing  iu  (he  sea, 
Iwavs  back  to  coffee  and  llaidce. 

CLXXII. 

re  so  young,  and  one  ^  innocent, 
l).i(hin]>  pasK'd  for  nothing;  Ju.in  scem'd 
.Is  t'  were  (he  kind  of  lieii^g  sent, 
loin  the^e  twt»  year*  «lir  had  nightly  dream'd, 
thing  (o  he  lo^ed,  a  cn>a(iire  meant 
her  h.ippine&s,  and  whom  she  drem'd 
er  happy;  all  who  joy  would  win 
arc  it, — happiness  was  burn  a  twin. 

CLXXIII. 

leh  pleasure  to  behold  him,  such 

gement  uf  cxiKtenee  to  partjike 

A'idi  him,  to  thrill  beneath  his  touch, 

itrh  him  slumbering,  and  to  see  him  wake. 

with  him  for  ever  were  too  much ; 

len  the  thought  of  parting  made  her  quake: 

her  own,  her  ocean  treasure,  cast 

icb  wreck— her  first  love  and  her  last. 


CLXXIV.  % 

And  thiu  a  moon  roll'd  on,  and  fdrBtidee 

Paid  daily  visit!  to  her  boy,  and  took 
Such  plentiful  precautions,  that  still  be 

Remain'd  unknown  within  his  craggy  nook: 
At  last  her  father's  prows  put  out  to  sea. 

For  certain  mcrcluintmen  upon  tlie  look. 
Not  as  of  yore  to  carry  off  an  lo, 
But  three  Ragosan  vessels,  bound  for  Scio. 

CLXXV. 
Tlien  came  her  freedom,  for  she  had  no  mother. 

So  tliat,  her  fiither  being  at  sea,  she  was 
Free  a«  a  married  woman,  or  such  other 

Female,  as  where  she  likes  may  freely  paas. 
Without  even  tlic  incumbrance  of  a  brother, 

The  freest  she  that  ever  gaxed  on  glass: 
I  speak  of  christian  lands  iu  this  comparison,  ^ 

Where  wives,  at  least,  are  S4-ldom  kept  in  garrison. 

CLXXVI. 
Now  slie  prolong'd  her  visits  and  her  talk 

(For  tliey  must  talk),  aud  he  hail  learnt  to  say 
So  much  as  to  propose  (o  take  a  walk, — 

For  little  had  he  wander'd  since  the  day 
On  Mhi(4i,  like  a  young  lluwer  snapp'd  from  the  stalk, 

Droiipiug  aud  dewy  on  (he  l)i>nch  he  lay, — 
And  tlius  they  walk'd  out  in  the  afternoon. 
And  saw  the  sun  set  opposite  the  moon. 

CLXXVII. 
It  was  a  wild  and  breakcr^bcaten  coast, 

With  cliffs  above,  and  a  broad  sandy  sliore, 
(luarded  by  shoals  and  rocks  as  by  a  host. 

With  lii're  aud  there  a  creek,  whose  aspect  wore 
A  better  welroine  to  the  teinpest-tosa'd ; 

Aud  rarely  ceased  the  haughty  billows'  roar. 
Save  on  the  drad  long  summer  days,  which  make 
The  outstretch 'd  ocean  glitter  like  a  lake. 

,  CLXXVIII. 

^nd  the  small  ripple  spilt  upon  (he  lieaeli 

S<'arrely  o'erpas&'d  (he  cream  of  your  cham|Kigne, 

When  uVr  (he  brim  the  sparkling  bumpers  reach. 
That  spring-dew  of  the  spirit!  (he  heart's  rain! 

Few  things  surpass  old  wine:  and  they  may  preach 
Who  pleas'-. — the  tnon'l»ei*auselhey  prearhin  vain, — 

Let  us  ha\c  wine  and  women,  mirth  aud  laughter, 

Strrmons  and  soda-water  the  day  after. 

CLXXIX. 
Man,  b«iag  reasonable,  must  get  dnink; 

Tlie  MK  of  life  is  but  intoxication : 
(•lory,  the  gripe,  love,  gold,  iu  these  are  sunk 

The  hoiN-s  of  all  men,  and  of  every  nation ; 
Without  their  siip,  how  branchless  were  the  trunk 

Of  life's  strange  tree,  so  fruitful  on  orcaiiion: 
But  to  return,— get  \ery  drunk;  and  when 
You  wake  with  head-ache,  you  shall  see  wliat  then. 

CLXXX. 
Ring  for  your  %alet— bid  him  quickly  bring 

Some  hock  and  soda-water,  then  you  11  know 
\  pleasure  worthy  Xem-s  (he  grca(  king; 

For  not  the  blest  shrrl>et,  snblinieii  viitli  snow. 
Nor  the  first  sparkle  of  the  di-M-rt-spring, 

Nor  Burgunily  in  all  itssuUM't  glow. 
After  long  travel,  ennui,  love,  or  slaughter. 
Vie  with  that  draught  of  hock  and  soda-water. 
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CLXXXI. 

_l  fjtiak  it  wai  tUe  coajit  that  I 


f  TV.    .^,  (/escribing— Yes,  it  was  llie  coast — 


J,  tbi*  period  qaiet  as  tUe  sky, 
j-lfff^adt  unlumbled,  the  blue  waves  unloss'd, 
Ijid  all  was  stiiluess,  save  the  bCii-bird's  cry, 
'  Aod  dolphin's  leap,  and  little  billow  eross'd 
/)|^  some  low  rock  or  shelve  that  made  it  fret 
Against  the  boundary  it  scarcely  wet. 

CLXXXir. 
And  forth  they  wander  d,  her  KJre  being  gone, 

As  I  have  haid,  upon  uii  expedition; 
And  mother,  brother,  |;».iniian,  she  had  none. 

Save  Zoe,  who,  althou(;h  with  <lue  precision 
She  waited  on  her  lady  with  the  sun, 

Thought  daily  service  was  her  only  uiiMion, 
Bringing  warm  water,  wreathint;  her  long  tresses. 
And  asking  now  and  then  for  cast-off  dn:«scs. 

cr.xxxiri. 

It  was  the  cooling  hour,  just  when  the  rounded 
Red  sun  sinks  down  behind  the  azure  hill, 

Which  then  seems  as  if  the  whole  earth  it  bounded. 
Circling  all  nature,  hush'd,  and  dim,  and  still, 

With  the  far  mountain-creM:ent  half  surrounded 
On  one  idde,  and  the  deep  sen  calm  and  chill 

Upon  the  other,  and  the  rosy  sky, 

With  one  star  sparkling  through  it  like  an  eye. 

CLXXXIV. 
And  thus  they  wnnder'd  forth,  and  hand  in  hand. 

Over  the  shining  pebbles  and  the  shells 
Glided  along  the  smooth  and  lianlen'd  sand, 

And  in  the  worn  and  wild  rcrcpiacleK 
Work'd  by  the  storms,  yet  work'd  as  it  were  plann'd, 

In  hollow  halls,  with  sparry  roofs  and  rells, 
They  tum'd  to  rest;  and,  each  clapped  by  un  arm. 
Yielded  to  the  deep  twilight's  purple  charm. 

CLXXXV. 
They  look'd  up  to  the  sky,  whose  floating  glow  * 

Spread  like  a  rosy  ocean,  vast  and  bright ; 
They  gaiod  npon  the  glittering  sea  below. 

Whence  the  broad  moon  rose  cin'ling  into  sight; 
They  heard  the  waves  splash,  and  the  wind  so  low. 

And  saw  each  other's  dark  eyes  darting  light 
Into  each  other — and,  l>eliolding  this. 
Their  lips  drew  near,  and  clung  into  a  kiss; 

CLXXXVl. 
A  long,  long  kiss,  a  kiss  of  youth,  and  lo\e, 

And  beauty,  all  conccnlratiMg,  like  rays 
Into  one  focus  kindled  from  abo\e; 

Such  kisses  as  belong  to  early  days. 
Where  heart,  and  soul,  and  sense,  in  concert  move. 

And  the  blood  's  lava,  and  the  pulse  a  blare, 
Each  kiss  a  heart-quake, — for  a  kiss's  strength, 
I  tliink  it  must  be  reckon'd  by  itj»  length. 

CLXXXVII. 
Hy  length  I  mean  duration ;   theirs  endured 

Heaven    knows    how    long — no    tloubt   lliey   never 
reckon'd; 
And  if  tliey  had,  they  could  not  have  secured 

The  sun)  of  their  sensations  to  a  second  : 
They  had  not  spoken;  but  they  felt  allured. 

Aft  if  their  souls  and  lijis  each  other  be<kon'd, 
Wjiirh,  being  .joiu'«l,  like  swarming  be»s  they  clung — 
Tiicir  hearts  the  llowersfroin  \\  lirncc  tin-  hom-y  sprung. 


They  were  alone,  yet  not  alone  as  they 

Who,  that  in  chambers,  tliink.  it  loaeliset«. 

The  silent  ocean,  and  tlie  star-light  hay. 

The  twiiiglit  glow,  which  momenily  (;ri'w  |e^. 

The  voiceless  sands,  and  droppinf;  c^vc^  tiial  Ux 
Around  them,  made  tli«m  to  each  other  press. 

As  if  there  were  uo  life  beneath  the  skv 

Save  theirs,  and  that  their  life  could  neterdie. 

CLXXXIX. 

They  fear'd  no  eyes  nor  car<  on  ihit  lon^^  beach, 
They  fi>lt  no  terrors  from  the  night,  they  wrn 

All  in  all  to  each  other:   though  their  speceh 
Was  broken  words,  they  thoii*jht  a  language  tittrr. 

And  all  the  burning  ton^'ue^  the  |».i^ions  teach 
Found  in  one  sigh  the  best  interpreter 

Of  nature's  oracle — first  love, — that  all 

Which  Eve  has  left  her  daughters  since  her  fill. 

cxc. 

Ilaidee  spoke  not  of  scruples,  ask'tl  no  vows 
Nor  offer'd  any;  she  had  never  heard 

Of  plight  and  promises  to  he  n  spouv?, 
Or  perils  by  a  loving  maid  incurr  d ; 

She  was  all  which  pure  ignorance  allows. 
And  flew  to  her  young  mate  like  a  young  M.; 

And,  never  having  dreamt  of  falsehood,  ^bc 

Had  not  one  word  to  say  of  constancv* 

CXCI. 

She  loved,  and  was  heloved — she  adored. 

And  fihc  was  worshipp'd ;   after  nature's  faAim, 
Their  intense  souls,  into  earli  other  pourd. 

If  souU  could  die,  liad  perisli'd  in  that  pa'4ioa.- 
But  by  degrees  tlieir  senses  were  restored. 

Again  to  be  o'ercome,  again  to  d.i&h  on; 
And,  beating  'gainst  hi%  bosom,  Haidee't  hrvl 
Felt  as  if  never  more  to  l>eat  apart. 

CXCII. 

Alas!  they  were  were  so  young,  so  botuiifuL 
So  lonely,  loving,  helpless,  and  the  hoar 

Was  that  in  which  the  heart  i<s  always  full. 
And,  having  o'er  it«clf  no  further  power. 

Prompts  deeds  eternity  cannot  annul. 

But  pays  off  moments  in  an  endless  shower 

Of  hell-lire — all  prepared  for  pe«jple  givinj^ 

Pleasure  or  pain  to  one  another  living. 

CXCIII. 

Alas!  for  Ju.m  and  Ilaidee!  thev  were 
So  loving  and  so  lovely — till  then  nr*er. 

Excepting  our  lirst  p.irents,  such  a  pair 
Had  run  the  risk  of  boinj;  damn^i  ft»re*fT. 

And  ilaidee,  being  devout  as  well  as  f«ir. 
Had,  doubtl(«s,  heard  about  the  SiT«;iaa  riicr 

And  hell  and  purgatory — hut  for^^ot 

JiLst  in  the  very  crisis  slie  should  not. 

C.XCIV. 

They  look  upon  each  other,  and  their  c^v* 

Gle.im  in  the  moon-light;  and  her  whii.tr*>" 
Round  Juan's  head,  and  his  around  hi-r>  li> 

Half  buried  in  the  tres!M>s  whit  h  it  gri«p<. 
She  sits  upon  his  knee,  .nnd  drinks  bi»  ?'^L;». 

Ho  hers  imtil  they  end  in  broken  ^m\*^-- 
And  thus  they  form  a  group  that 's  quili*  jbK" 

Half  nikiid,  loving,  natural,  and  Gr«k 
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cxcv. 

:io«^  livcp  au(i  bamiDi;  momcnu  paM'd, 

slink  to  <li'i'|i  within  lirrarinA, 

I.  liui  .-ill  tf'iiilrriy.  liiou(;li  fabi, 

liis  lir.iil  upon  liiT  iMt^oin'i)  charms 

I  then  her  oyr  (o  hiMV««  u  caHf. 

on  Ihf  |i.ili>  t  heck  iirr  hrr:i<tt  now  «.irin», 

irr  o'rrt]iii»ini;  hi'jrt,  which  p.inu 

:  |;r.)nlf«l,  jimI  with  all  it  grants. 

<:.\<;vi. 

ii'n  it  f.iur*'  un  n  li(;hl, 

•■  iiioinriit  when  il  ilr.tin^  lh<>  brra^t, 

nil  Mi.ii^.  ihi-  liii<>t  ill  Hi(;hl, 

viih  .1  str<iiij;iT  for  :i  (;iii-Nt, 

rn  lhi>  pri/r  his  struck  in  (ii;hl. 

Hill;;  hi«  iiiii^t  hci.inli^l  rhi'M. 

;  hill  not  siirh  inii'  ji>y  .in*  rcapinj; 

I  wjtrh  u'er  what  thry  iuw  whiU-  kh'i'piu(;. 

(:\<:vii. 

Iii*s  so  tr:iiM|iiil,  so  hflovrd, 
h  ilh  of  tifr  with  iim  ii  )i\ing; 
irlrs<i.  hrlplfxo,  iiiul  million cil, 
ii'oiiv  iiiiiH  of  lilt-  joy  't  i«  (jivinj;, 
ill.  inlhriril,  |viss'tl,  ntul  prn«cil, 
.u  Ji-piht  hryofid  ihr  w.ilrh(*r'&  tliving; 
•'  thiiiu  wi-  hi^r  with  .ill  its  (Trore, 
lurm&p  hkf  death  williont  its  Icrron. 

CXCVllI. 

t(  h'd  liiT  lovor— and  that  honr 
and  Ni|;ht'!»,  .tnd  (K-tMiM  ftolilude, 
T  soul  >»illi  ihrir  uniird  powrr; 
I*  li.irn'ii  VI nd  and  riM-k«  »o  rude 
w.t\i'-\%orn  lovf  had  m:idc  thrir  hoivcr, 
ii(;lit  ii|Min  ihrir  la-^Mon  rouhl  inirudr, 
M.irv  ih.ii  tTowili'd  tht*  )ihi(>  ^p-iir 
h.tppirr  than  hrr  i;lo«iug  face. 

<:\(:ix. 

\c  of  woiiifn!  it  io  known 

\t  ly  ami  a  frarfiil  tliin(;; 
rir«  ii|»oii  that  tlic  it*  thrown, 
«  lost,  lifr  haih  no  morr  to  bring 

iiiocknii's  of  till*  paitl  alonp, 

ri'%riigr  ik  a4  Ihr  ii);er!«  kprin*, 

<|iiirk,  aiiil  rrnshiiii*:  yctat  real 
li'ifn — what  thc-y  iullict  tliry  feci. 

CC. 
Il;  for  niaii.  lo  ni.in  mi  oft  uiiju^C, 
M>  lo  wonirn  ;  our  vAv.  lioiid 
I,  triMrhi-ry  is  ill  tjii-ir  tnihi; 
•-••ni'i-al.  ihi'ir  hurstiiii;  hf.irtft  drspond 
Jul.  ill!  Hoii.i'  Wi-alihi«T  lust 

II  til  iiiai  ri.t(;«' — .iut\  what  n-^K  bi-youdT 
htlsliiiid.  iirtt  a  filllili'S4  loti-r, 

1^.  niirsiii|*,  prayiiii;,  and  all  h  u«rr. 

I  lo\rr.  soini*  laki'  dniiK  or  priyni, 
id  fill  il  hoiist'hoM.  iiihrrs  dissi|imiuii, 
«.iv.  md  hiK  i'\«  h  iii|;i-  llii-ir  i  ans, 
r  .id\aiii  ip*  of  a  liriiMitis  sialioii; 
s  r>r  ciii  lirlliT  ihi-ir  aftairs, 
in|;  an  iiiiii.iiiiral  siiiiation, 
III!  palace  ti>  ihc  ilirty  hovrl : 
the  dr«il,  and  then  write  a  novel. 


(X:il. 


liaidre  was  nature's  bride,  and  knew  not  lliU; 

liaitlee  «at  pisMon'a  <  hiltl,  Itorii  «heK  tlie  nun 
.Showers  triple  WqUi,  and  scorcher  i>%en  iba  ki*» 

Of  his  i;.iM-lleH-ycd  daughters;  she  wait  one 
Made  but  to  io%e,  lo  feel  that  iihe  w.i^  lii^ 

Who  was  her  chosen:  what  wa«  h.iid  or  don** 
KIstnkIhti*  was  nothim; — She  had  iuiu|;ht  lo  fear, 
Hope,  rare,  nor  lo\e  beyond,  her  heart  lieai  /lerr.. 

<:(:iir. 

And  oh!   that  qiiirkeniiif;  of  ilie  heart,  that  licat; 

How  much  it  rost«  Us!  yet  I'irh  riiiu^  throb 
l«  in  ils  iau«e  as  its  effccl  so  sweet, 

Tliat  wisdom.  c\er  on  the  vatch  to  rob 
Joy  of  iu  alt-hyiny,  and  to  rt'pi>at 

Fine  triilhs ;  e\en  coUM-ieiire.  Ino.  has  a  loagb  job 
To  make  us  uuilrrstand  each  i;ood  old  maxim, 
S>  (;uod — I  wonder  Caslicreagh  don't  tax  'em. 

a:\\. 

And  now  'I  was  tloiie — un  the  lone  shore  were  plighted 
Thi-ii  hearts;   the  tt.ir<,  their  iinpiial  ton-hek,  »hcd 

ili'anly  iipoii  the  InMiiliful  thry  li(;ht<'«l: 

Oieaii  ilnir  witness,  ami  the  ra%e  their  beJ, 

fly  thi'ir  own  fiolin<;s  halhiM'd  and  united. 
Their  priisi  was  stdilnde,  and  they  were  wed: 

Aiiti  Ihcy  wi-n>  happy,  for  to  their  young  eyes 

Kach  was  an  angel,  and  eurih  |Mradi«e. 

<x;v. 

Oh  In^f!  of  whom  great  Osar  was  the  suitor, 

Titus  I  he  niastiT,  .\nlony  the  slave, 
Horiee,  (LitiilUis,  scliolirs,  0%id  tutor. 

.^ippho  the  »age  blne-stotkiiig,  in  whose  grare 
.III  iliosr  may  h-ap  who  rather  won  hi  he  neuter — 

I.i-nea  lia's  rot  k  slill  o\erlouks  the  wj\e^ — 
Oh  Lo%el   thoii  art  the  %ery  );od  of  e«il, 
For,  after  all,  wc  cannot  call  thee  dc«il. 

VJCW. 
Thou  niake^l  the  rliasle  eiinniii>ial  slate  preenrioiu, 

.\nd  ji-siisi  with  the  brows  nf  nii|;liii'*st  men: 
Cesar  .iiid  Pom|>ey.  M.iliomel,  lu-lis,-rius, 

lla\e  iiiui'h  emphiy'd  lite  iniiv  of  hi<lorv's  {ten; 
Their  li\es  ami  fiMlniie^  were  etin'mely  various,— 

Siiili  worthies  tiiiii'  will  never  s«-e  a|;aiii. — 
Yet  ti>  iheM'  four  ill  three  things  the  same  luck  boldf, 
They  all  were  heroes,  eoiupierors,  and  ruckoldt. 

CCVII. 

Thou  niakesi  philosophers:  there  's  Epicurus 

.\nd  Aruiippus,  a  material  irew! 
\Vho  to  imnioral  courses  would  allure  us 

Rv  iheoiies,  ipiiie  pr.iniiMble  loo: 
If  oiilv  fmiii  ihe drill  thev  Would  iiisure  US 

llow  p|i-as:tiit  Mi-M-  ihe  ill  ixtiii    not  quite  new), 
•<  Kai.  ilrink,  and  lo^e,  wliil  ran  the  rest  a^ail  us** 
So  said  the  roy.il  h.ige,  Sanlaiiapalus. 

va:\  hi. 

I'liil  in  in!   had  he  quiti-  for;;olieii  JulLi? 

Ami  sliiMil'i  he  hate  fiir|;«iiteii  her  so  mhui? 
I  can  t  hill  say  il  M-eiiis  io  me  most  irnly  a 

Priplexiii;;  tpiesiion;   bill,  no  doubt,  (he  mooo 
DiM-s  till  se  I  lungs  for  us,  and  whenever  iiiwly  a 

Palpilalion  Hm-s.  't  is  her  Inhiii, 
Klsi-  how  the  de%il  is  it  that  fresh  features 
Have  surh  a  eharm  for  us  puor  human  rrratamT 
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Vi 

•mrtliiog  of  antipi||u,  m  *t  were, 

I  (lu'ir  prr*rat  and  their  future  hUkte; 

lljitcry  that  '•  hardly  fair 

uuiil  the  truth  arrives  too  late-* 
(-.ID  proplc  do,  except  dlibpair? 
nr  things  cliange  thrir  names  at  Mich  a  rate; 
icp—ptisHion  in  a  lover's  i;loriout, 
Uhbaud  is  pronounced  uxoriouv 

Vlh 

ushamrd  of  being  fto  very  fond ; 
•metimcx  alM>  get  a  liitle  tired 

of  rour^,  is  rare),  aud  then  deftpond: 
ne  things  cannot  always  l>c  admired, 
so  nominated  in  the  boud,a 
»th  are  tied  till  one  sliall  liave  expired. 
;ht!  to  lose  the  spou<tC  tluit  was  adomiiig 
and  put  one's  serv-ants  into  motamiof. 

VIll. 
rtuhtless  ^mething  in  domestic  doings 
forms  in  fart,  true  love's  antithesis; 

•  p.iint  at  full  length  people's  wooiog% 
y  i;ive  a  hu^t  of  iiuirriages; 

ir  cart^  for  matrimonial  cooings,, 
i  nothing  wrong  in  a  rounuhial  kiu : 
1,  if  Laurn  had  heeii  IVtrarrh't  wife, 
have  written  sonnets  all  his  life? 

IX. 

ie^  are  (iuish'd  by  a  death, 

icilics  are  pnded  by  a  marriage; 

('  Ktati-s  of  both  are  left  to  faith, 

!hurs  fear  dem-riplion  might  dispange 

1>  to  rome  «>f  both,  or  fall  lieneath, 

"u  both  worUU  would  punish  their  miM^arriage 

»  r;ich  their  pricjit  and  pr»yer-l>ook  ready, 

no  mure  of  Death  or  of  the  l^dy. 

X. 

two  tli:it  in  niy  rn-ollcriion 

ui(;  of  IwMNru.mil  hell,  or  marriag^^re 

I  Milton,  and  of  both  the  affei*tiOn  ^ 

ifili-NS  in  their  uupti.iU,  for  some  luir 

)r  irinper  ruiu'd  the  connexion 

hiii<;s,  in  f.irt,  it  ilon't  ask  miich  to  mar); 

•  s  I'K'atrice  and  Miltoi/:  Eve 

ilrawn  from  their  spouses,  you  conceive. 

XI. 

sous  hiiy  that  I>ante  meant  theology 
triiv,  and  not  a  niiiitress — I, 
my  opinion  may  rtiiuirc  apology, 
,hi<i  a  eommeiitator's  fintasy, 
(Iced  it  w.K  from  his  own  knowledge  be 
I  til  us  and  show'd  gooil  reason  why  ; 
1.1 1  Dante's  more  abstruse  ecstatics 
personify  tlic  mathematics. 

XII. 

id  Juan  were  not  married,  but 

ult  vsas  theirs,  not  mine:  it  is  not  fiiir, 

ader,  then,  in  any  way  to  put 

ime  on  me,  unless  you  wish  they  were; 

you  'd  have  ihcm  wrdde<l,  please  to  shut 

»ok  which  trt-ats  of  this  erroneous  pair, 

ic  consequences  grow  too  awfid— 

•erous  to  read  of  loves  unlawful. 


XHI. 
Yet  they  were  happy, — happy  ia  the  illicit 

indulgence  of  their  innocent  desires ; 
Dul,  more  imprudent  grown  with  every  >isitt 

II aidee  forgot  the  island  was  her  sire's ; 
When  we  have  what  we  like,  't  is  hard  to  miss  it. 

At  least  in  the  beginning,  ere  one  tires^ 
Thus  she  came  often,  not  a  moment  losing, 
Whilst  her  piratical  papa  was  cruising. 

XIV. 

Let  not  his  mode  of  raising  cash  seem  strange. 
Although  he  fleeced  the  flags  of  every  nation, 

Far  into  a  prime  minister  but  change 
His  title,  and  't  is  nothing  but  taxation ; 

But  he,  more  modest,  took  a  Immbler  range 
Of  life,  and  iu  an  honesler  vocation 

Pursue<i  o'er  the  high  seas  his  watery  journey. 

And  merely  practised  as  a  sea-attorney. 

XV. 

The  good  old  gentleman  bad  been  detaind 

lly  winds  and  waves,  and  some  important  raptures; 

And,  in  the  hope  of  more,  at  sea  remain'd. 

Although  a  s(|uall  or  two  had  damp'd  his  raptures 

By  swampiug  one  of  the  prizes;  he  had  chain'd 
llis  prisoners,  dividing  theni  like  chapters. 

In  nunil>cr'd  lots;  they  all  had  cuffs  and  collars. 

And  averaged  each  from  ten  to  a  hundred  dollars. 

XVI. 

Some  he  disposed  of  off  (^)|>e  Matapan, 

Among  his  friends  the  M.iinots ;  some  he  sold 

To  bis  Tunis  corrt-spondentit,  s;ive  one  man 
ToWd  overboard  unsaleable  (being  old) ; 

The  rest — save  here  and  there  some  richer  one, 
Reserved  for  futun>  ransom  in  the  hold, — 

Were  link'd  alike;  as  for  the  common  people,  Iu; 

Had  a  large  order  from  the  I)ey  of  Tripoli. 

XVII. 

Tlie  menbandi7e  w.is  srrvfd  in  the  same  way, 
Piecetl  out  for  different  marts  in  the  Levant, 

Rxeept  some  rertnin  |>oriions  of  the  prey. 
Light  classic  articU>^  of  female  want, 

French  stuffs,  laee.  tweezers,  t.-^othpicks,  teapot  tray, 
(!uitars  and  castanets  from  Alicant, 

All  which  scleete<l  from  the  spoil  he  gathers, 

Robb'd  for  bis  daughter  by  the  best  of  Albert. 

XVHL 

A  monkey,  a  Dutch  mastiff,  a  mackaw. 

Two  parrots,  with  a  Persian  cat  and  kittens, 

He  chose  from  several  animals  be  saw — 

A  terrier  loo,  which  once  had  been  a  Briton's, 

Who  dying  on  the  coast  of  Ithaca, 

The  peasants  gave  the  poor  dumb  thing  a  pittance; 

These  to  secure  in  this  strong  blowing  weather. 

He  caged  in  one  huge  hamper  altogetlier. 

XIX. 

Tlien  having  settled  bis  marine  afbirs, 

Despatching  single  cmisers  here  and  there, 

llis  vessel  having  need  of  some  repairs. 

He  shaped  his  course  to  where  hi>  daughter  fair 

Continued  still  her  hospitable  cares  ; 

But  that  part  of  the  coast  being  shoal  and  )>arr, 

.ind  rough  with  reefs  which  ran  out  many  a  Bile, 

His  port  lay  on  the  other  side  o'  the  isle. 
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And  there  be  went  ashore  without  delay, 
Having  no  ciutom-hoose  or  quarantine 

To  ask  him  awkward  questions  on  the  way 
About  tlie  time  and  place  where  he  had  been : 

He  left  his  ship  to  be  hove  down  next  day. 
With  orders  to  the  people  to  careen  ; 

So  that  all  hands  were  busy  beyond  measure, 

In  getring  out  goods,  ballast,  guns,  and  trMsore. 

XXI. 

Arriving  at  the  summit  of  a  hill 

Which  overlook'd  the  white  walls  of  his  home. 
He  stopp'd. — What  singular  emotions  fill 

Their  bosoms  who  have  been  induced  to  roam ! 
With  fluttering  doubts  if  all  be  well  or  ill — 

With  love  for  many,  and  with  fears  for  some ; 
All  feelings  which  o  erieap  the  ye.irs  long  lost. 
And  bring  our  hearts  back  to  their  starting-post. 

XXII. 
The  approach  of  home  to  hujtbands  and  to  sires, 

After  long  travelling  by  land  or  water. 
Most  naturally  some  small  doubt  inspires — 

A  female  fimily  's  a  serious  matter 
(None  trusts  the  sex  more,  or  so  much  admires— 

But  they  hate  flattery,  so  I  uever  flatter) ; 
Wives  in  their  husbands'  absences  grow  subtler. 
And  daughtot  sometimes  run  off  with  the  butler. 

XXHI. 
An  honest  gentlemen  at  his  return 

May  not  have  the  good  fortune  of  Ulysses : 
Not  all  lone  matrons  for  their  husbands  mourn. 

Or  show  the  same  dislike  to  suitors*  kisses ; 
The  odds  are  that  he  finds  a  handsome  urn 

To  his  memory,  and  two  or  three  young  misses 
Born  to  some  friend,  who  holds  his  wife  and  riches. 
And  that  his  Argus  bites  him  by — the  breeches. 

XXIV. 

If  single,  probably  his  plighted  fair 
Has  in  his  absence  wedded  some  rich  miser; 

But  all  the  belter,  for  the  happy  pair 
May  quarrel,  and  tlie  lady  growing  wiser, 

He  may  resume  his  amatory  care 
As  cavalier  servente,  or  despise  her ; 

And,  that  his  sorrow  may  not  be  a  dumb  one, 

W^rite  odes  on  the  inconstancy  of  woman. 

XXV. 

And  oh !  ye  gentlemen  who  have  already 
Some  chaste  liaison  of  the  kind — [  mean 

An  honest  friendship  with  a  married  lady — 
The  only  thing  of  this  sort  ever  seen 

To  last — of  all  connexions  the  most  steady. 

And  the  true  Hymeu  (the  first 's  but  a  screen)  — 

Yet  for  all  that  keep  not  too  long  away; 

I  've  known  tlie  absent  wrong'd  four  times  a-day. 

XXVI. 
Lambro,  our  sea-soliritor,  who  bod 

Much  less  experience  of  dry  laud  than  ocean, 
On  seeing  his  owu  chimney  smoke,  felt  glad ; 

But  not  kno^iug  metaphysics,  had  no  notion 
Of  the  true  reason  of  his  not  being  sad. 

Or  that  of  any  other  strong  emotion  ; 
He  loved  his  child,  and  would  have  wept  the  loss  of  her, 
But  knew  the  cause  no  more  than  a  philosopher. 


He  saw  his  while  waUs  tk^bg  in  the  tan, 
Hb  garden  trees  all  shadowy  and  green ; 

He  heard  his  rivulet's  light  bubbling  ran, 
Tha  distant  dog-buk;  and  perr«ived  betweea 

The  umbrage  of  th6  Aod,  so  eool  and  dnn. 
The  Bioving  figures  and  the  sparkling  sheen 

Of  arms  (in  the  East  all  arm),  and  rarions  dyes 

Of  coloured  garha,  at  bri^^t  as  bncicrllies. 

xxTin. 

And  as  the  spot  where  they  appear  he  nears. 

Surprised  at  these  unwonted  signs  of  idling. 
He  hears — alas!  no  mnaic  of  the  spheres. 

But  an  nnhallow'd,  earthly  sound  of  fiddlii^ ! 
A  melody  which  made  trim  donbt  his  eais, 

The  cause  being  past  his  guessing  or  unriddliog; 
A  |npe  too  and  a  drum,  and,  shortly  aliter, 
A  most  nnoriental  roar  of  laughter. 

XXIX. 
And  still  more  nearly  to  tlie  place  advancing. 

Descending  rather  quickly  the  declivity. 
Through  the  waved  branches,  o'er  the  greeaswuU 
ghincing, 

'Midst  other  iadieatioBS  of  lestiTity, 
Seeing  a  troop  of  his  domestics  dancing 

Like  dervises,  who  turn  as  on  a  favot,  he 
Perceived  it  was  the  Pyrrhic  dance  so  martial. 
To  which  the  Levantines  are  Tcry  partial. 

XXX. 
And  fthher  on  a  group  of  Grecian  girls. 

The  first  sad  tallest  her  white  kerchief  waving, 
Were  strung  together  like  a  row  of  pearls ; 

Link'd  hand  in  hand,  and  dancing ;  each  too  hstb{ 
Down  her  white  neck  long  floating  auburn  curls- 

(The  least  of  which  would  set  ten  poels  nno^ ; 
Their  leader  sang — and  bounded  to  her  song. 
With  choral  step  and  voice,  the  ▼irgin  throng. 

xxxr. 

And  here,  assembled  cros»-legg'd  round  their  trtj\ 
Small.|Bcial  parlies  just  begun  to  dine; 

Pilaus  and  meats  of  all  sorts  met  the  gaxe. 
And  flasks  of  Samian  and  of  Chian  wine. 

And  sherbet  cooling  in  the  porous  vase  - 
Above  them  their  dessert  grew  on  iu  vine. 

The  orange  and  pomegranate,  nodding  o'er, 

Dropp'd  in  their  laps,  scarce  pluck'd,  their  meDow  sfcw 

XXXII. 

A  band  of  children,  round  a  snow-white  ram. 

There  wreathe  his  venerable  horns  with  flowm; 
While  peaceful  as  if  still  an  unwean'd  bmb, 

The  patriarch  of  the  flock  all  gently  cowen 
His  sober  head  majestically  tame. 

Or  eats  from  out  the  palm,  or  playful  lo^n 
His  brow  as  if  in  act  to  butt,  and  ilicn. 
Yielding  to  their  snraaU  hands,  draws  back  agaia. 

XXXIII. 

Their  classical  profiles,  and  glittering  dresses. 
Their  large  black  eyes,  and  soft  seraphic  di^*. 

Crimson  as  cleft  pomegranates,  their  long  ires--?. 
The  gesture  which  enchants,  the  eye  that  ^^wkv 

The  innocence  which  happy  childhood  blr<s«. 

•    Made  quite  a  picture  of  these  little  Greeks; 

So  that  the  philosophical  beholder 

Sighd  for  their  sakes—that  they  should  eergrc«o.r 
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XXXIV. 

Af.ir,  a  dwarf  buffboa  stood  lelUog  Ules 
To  a  MMluie  |;ray  circle  of  old  Hinoken, 

Of  VMH't  trr.iftureft  found  id  hidden  valet, 
Of  wumliTful  rrplicf  from  Arab  joken, 

Of  cli.-iniis  tu  make  gooi  gold  and  cure  bad  aib, 
Of  rocks  Lewiicli'd  that  open  to  the  knockers, 

Of  m.i(;ic  Udies,  who,  by  one  sole  act, 

Trauftfurin'd  their  lords  to  beasts  (but  that 's  a  fitict). 

XXXV. 

Here  whs  no  lack  of  innocent  diversioD 

For  (he  ima^nation  or  the  senses. 
Song,  dance,  wuie,  music,  stories  from  the  Pernan, 

All  pretty  pattime  in  which  no  offence  is ; 
Uut  Lambro  mw  all  these  ihingi  with  aversion, 

IVnei^ini;  in  hie  absence  such  eipenses, 
Drradiui;  that  cHmax  of  all  human  ills. 
The  iuUaiumation  of  Im  weekly  bills. 

XXXVI. 

Ah  !  what  i<  man  7  what  perils  still  environ 
The  hjil^^^orials  even  after  dinner^ — 

A  day  of  ^^^Bn  out  an  age  of  iroa 
Is  all  ihaMn  allovrs  llie  luckiest  siiwer; 

Plra^uro  (wheurVr  she  singh,  at  least)  's  a  siren, 
Tlut  lures  to  flay  alive  the  young  beginner ; 

I.ambro's  reception  at  his  peoples  banquet 

Wa«  such  as  (ire  accords  to  a  wet  blanket. 

XXXVll. 

He — being  n  man  who  seldom  used  a  word 
Too  much,  aud  witliing  gladly  to  surprise 

(In  grnerul  he  surprised  mm  with  the  sword) 
His  daughter — had  not  hent  before  to  advise 

Of  his  arrival,  to  (hat  no  one  stirr'd ; 
And  loug  he  paused  to  re-assure  his  eyes, 

In  fact  much  more  astonish'd  than  ddighled 

To  had  so  much  good  company  invited. 

XXXVIII. 

He  did  not  know — (alas !  liow  men  will  lie) — 
Th.K  a  report — ;i'specially  the  Greeks)— 

Avouch'd  hU  death  (turh  |»eople  never  die). 
And  put  his  hoiwe  in  mourning  several  week». 

But  now  thrir  ryrs  and  also  lips  were  dry  ; 

The  hlfx>m  too  had  retum'd  to  llaidee't  cheeks ; 

Hfr  trars  too  being  retum'd  into  their  fount, 

Slie  now  kept  house  upon  lier  own  account. 

XXXIX. 

Hence  ail  tlii?*  rice,  meat,  dancing,  wine,  and  fiddling. 
Which  turn'd  the  isle  into  a  place  of  pleasure ; 

Tlie  servants  all  were  getting  drunk  or  idling, 
A  life  which  Made  them  luippy  beyond  measure. 

Her  father's  hospitality  seem'd  middling. 
Compared  with  what  llaideo  did  with  bis  treasure  ; 

T  was  wonderful  how  things  went  on  improving. 

While  she  lud  not  one  hour  to  spore  from  loving. 

XL. 

Perliaps  you  think,  in  stumbling  on  this  feast 

llr  ilfw  into  a  passion,  and  in  fact 
There  was  no  mighty  reason  to  be  pleased ; 

Perluips  you  prophesy  some  buddcn  act. 
The  whip,  ilu*  rack,  or  dungeon  at  the  least. 

To  teach  his  people  to  be  more  eiact. 
And  that,  proccrdiug  at  a  very  high  rate, 
He  khow'd  the  royal  penchantg  of  a  pirate. 
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XLl. 

You  're  wrong.— He  was  the  miktesl  nunaer'd  man 
Ihat  ever  scuttled  ship  or  cut  a  tbnai; 

With  such  true  breeding  of  a  gentleman. 
You  never  could  divine  his  real  thought ; 

No  courtier  couhl,  and  scarcely  woman  can 
(•ird  more  deceit  vrithin  a  petticoat ; 

Pity  he  loved  adventurous  life's  variety. 

He  was  so  great  a  loa  to  good  aocicty. 

XUI. 

Advancing  to  tlie  nearest  dinner-tray. 

Tapping  tlie  shoulder  of  the  nighest  guest, 
With  a  peculiar  smile,  which,  by  the  way, 

Uoded  no  good,  wliateser  it  expreas'd, 
He  a<ked  the  meaning  of  this  holiday  7 

The  vinous  («reek  tt>  whom  he  had  addresk'd 
His  question,  much  too  merry  to  divine 
The  questioner,  fiU'd  up  a  glass  of  vrine, 

XLlll. 
And,  without  turning  his  facetious  head. 

Over  his  shoulder,  with  a  Bacchant  air, 
Presenteil  tlM>  o'crHowiug  cup,  and  said, 

«•  Talking  'sdry  work,  1  have  no  time  to  spare.* 
A  second  hiccup'd,  «  Our  old  master  's  dead. 

You  'd  better  a^k  our  mistress,  who 's  his  heir.* 
«■  OuriniKtress!»  quoth  a  third  :  «  Ourmutreas! — pooh! 
You  mean  our  master — not  ikt  old,  but  new.» 

XLI>'. 

Tliese  rascals,  being  new  comers,  knew  not  whom 
They  thus  aildress'd — and  Lambro's  visage  fdl— 

And  o'er  his  eye  a  momentary  gloom 

l*aKs'd,  but  he  strove  quite  courteously  to  quell 

The  ef  pression,  aud,  endeavouring  to  resume 
His  smile,  requested  one  of  tliem  to  tell 

The  name  and  quahtyof  his  new  patron. 

Who  seem'd  to  liave  turn'd  Haidee  into  a  matron. 

XLV. 

M  I  know  not,*  quoth  the  fellow,  «  who  or  what 
He  is,  nor  whence  he  came — and  little  cart; 

But  till!*  I  know,  that  this  roast  capon  's  fat. 

And  that  good  wine  ne'er  wasb'd  down  better  fare  ; 

And  if  you  are  not  satisfied  with  that. 

Direct  your  questions  to  my  ueighbonr  there ; 

111'  11  answer  all  for  better  or  for  worse. 

For  none  likes  more  to  hear  himself  converse.n' 

XL  VI. 

I  said  that  Lambro  was  a  man  of  patience. 
And  certainly  be  show  d  the  best  of  breeding. 

Which  scarce  even  France,  the  paragon  of  nations. 
E'er  saw  her  most  poUte  of  suns  eicccding ; 

He  bore  tliese  sneers  against  his  near  relations. 
His  o«u  ansiely,  his  lieart  too  bleeding. 

The  insults  too  of  every  servile  glutton. 

Who  all  tlie  time  were  eating  up  his  mutton. 

XLVII. 
Now  in  a  person  used  to  much  command — 

To  bid  men  come,  and  go,  and  come  agaii»— 
To  see  his  orders  done  too  uut  of  hand — 

Whether  the  word  was  death,  or  but  tlie  chain— 
It  may  seem  strange  to  find  his  mannen  bland; 

Yet  such  things  are.  which  I  cannot  explaio. 
Though  doulitlesft  he  wlio  can  command  himself 
Is  good  to  govern — almost  as  a  Cuelf. 
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XLvni. 

Not  that  he  wu  not  sometimes  rash  or  so, 

Out  never  in  his  real  and  serious  mood  ;  ^ 

Tlien  calm,  concentrated,  and  still,  and  slow, 
Ue  lay  coil'd  like  tlie  boa  in  the  wood  ; 

With  him  it  never  was  a  word  and  blow. 
His  aot;ry  word  once  o'er,  he  shed  no  bloody 

But  in  his  silence  there  was  much  to  rue, 

Aud  his  one  blow  left  little  work  for  two, 

XLIX. 

lie  ask'd  no  further  questions,  and  proceeded 
On  to  the  house,  but  by  a  private  way^ 

So  that  the  few  who  met  him  hardly  heeded, 
So  little  they  expected  him  that  day ; 

If  love  paternal  in  his  bosom  pleaded 

For  Hnidee's  sake,  is  more  than  I  can  say. 

Put  certainly  to  one,  deem'd  dead,  rcturDin^;, 

This  revel  seem'd  a  curious  mode  of  mourning. 

L. 

If  all  the  dead  could  now  return  to  life, 

(Which  God"  forbid  !)  or  some,  or  a  £[reat  many  ; 
For  instance,  if  a  husband  or  his  wife 

(Nuptial  examples  are  as  good  as  any^. 
No  doubt  whate'er  might  be  their  former  strife, 

The  present  weather  would  be  much  more  rainy- 
Tears  shed  into  tlie  grave  of  the  connexion 
Would  share  most  probably  its  resurrection. 

LI. 

He  enter'd  in  the  house  no  more  his  home, 
A  thing  to  human  feelings  the  most  trying. 

And  harder  for  the  heart  to  overcome 

Perhaps,  than  even  the  mental  pangs  of  dying  ; 

To  find  our  hearthstone  turn'd  into  a  tonih. 

And  round  its  once  warm  precincts  palely  lying 

The  ashes  of  our  hopes,  is  a  deep  grief, 

Itcyond  a  single  gentleman's  belief. 

LH. 

lie  enter'd  in  the  house — Itis  home  no  more. 
For  without  hearts  there  is  no  home — and  felt 

The  solitude  of  passing;  liis  own  door 

Without  a  welcome;  f/»crc  he  long  had  dwelt. 

There  his  few  peaceful  days  Time  had  swept  o'er. 
There  his  worn  bosom  and  keen  eye  would  melt 

Over  the  innocence  of  that  sweet  child, 

Ilis  only  shrine  of  fecliug>  undefilcd. 

UII. 
He  was  a  man  of  a  strange  temperament. 

Of  mild  demeanour  though  of  savage  mood. 
Moderate  in  all  his  habits,  and  content 

With  temperance  in  pleasure  as  in  food. 
Quick  to  perceive,  and  strong  to  bear,  and  meant 

For  something  better,  if  not  vtiiolly  good  ; 
Ilis  country's  wrongs  and  his  despair  to  save  her 
Had  stung  him  from  a  slave  to  an  enslaver. 

LIV. 
The  love  of  power,  and  rapid  gain  of  gold, 

The  hardness  by  long  habiludeproduced, 
Tlie  oaugerous  life  in  which  he  had  ^rown  old. 

The  mercy  he  had  granted  oft  abused, 
The  sights  he  was  accuslom'd  to  behold, 

Tlie  Mild  seas  and  wild  men  with  whom  he  cruised. 
Had  cost  his  enemies  a  long  roprutance, 
And  made  him  a  good  friend,  but  bad  acquaintance. 
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But  something  of  the  apirit  of  old  Greece 
Flash'd  o'er  bis  tool  at  few  heroic  rays. 

Such  as  lit  onward  to  the  golden  fleece 
His  predecessors  in  Che  Colchiaa  days: 

T  is  true  he  had  no  ardent  loiv^ffbr  peace ; 
Alas!  his  country  ahow'd  no  path  to  praise  : 

Hate  to  the  worid  and  war  with  every  nation 

Ue  waged,  in  vengeance  of  her  degradation. 

Lvr. 

Still  o'er  his  mind  the  influence  of  the  clime 
Shed  its  Ionian  elegance,  which  ahow'd 

Its  power  unconsciously  full  noany  a  time, — 
A  taste  seen  in  the  choice  of  his  abode, 

A  love  of  music  and  of  acenes  sublinie, 
A  pleasure  in  the  gentle  stream  that  flow'd 

Past  him  in  crystals,  and  a  joy  in  flowers, 

Bedcw'd  his  spirit  in  his  calmer  hours. 

LVII. 

But  whatso'er  he  had  of  love,  reposed 
On  that  beloved  daughter  ;  she  had^ 

The  only  thing  which  kept  his  heart 
Amidst  the  savage  deeds  he  had  done1 

A  lonely  pure  affection  unopposed : 
There  wanted  hut  the  loss  of  this  to  wean 

His  feelings  from  all  milk  of  human  kindness, 

And  turn  him,  like  the  Cyclops,  mad  with  bUadan^ 

LVIil. 

The  e|Uess  tigress  in  her  jungle  raging 
Is  (madfulto  the  shepherd  and  the  dock; 

The  ocean  when  its  yeasty  war  is  waging 
Is  awful  to  the  vessel  near  the  rock  : 

But  violent  things  will  nooner  bear  assuagiog— 
Their  fury  being  spent  by  iu  own  shock,— 

Than  the  stem,  single,  deep,  and  wordless  in- 

Of  a  strong  human  heart,  and  in  a  sire. 

LIX. 

It  is  a  hard,  althou^  a  common  case. 

To  find  our  children  runnin|;  restive — they 

In  whomter  brightest  days  we  would  retrace, 

Our  little  selves  reform'd  in  finer  dav  : 
Just  as  old  age  is  creeping  on  apace. 

And  clouds  coiaae  o'er  the  sunset  of  our  day. 
They  kindly  leave  us,  though  not  quite  alone. 
But  in  good  company — the  gout  and  stone. 

LX. 

Yet  a  fine  family  is  a  fine  thing 

(Provided  they  don't  come  in  after  dinner] ; 
T  is  beautiful  to  see  a  matron  bring 

Her  children  up  (if  nursing  them  don't  thin  bcr' ; 
Like  cherubs  round  an  altar-piece  they  cling 

To  the  fire-side  (a  sight  to  touch  a  icinner). 
A  lady  with  her  daughters  or  her  nieces 
Shine  like  a  guinea  and  seven-shiUing  pieces. 

LXI. 

Old  L'linbro  pass'd  unseen  a  private  gate. 
And  stood  within  his  haU  at  eventide  ; 

.Meantime  the  lady  and  her  lover  sate 

At  wassail  in  their  beauty  and  iheir  pride: 

An  ivory  inlaid  table  spread  with  state 
Before  them,  and  fair  slaves  on  every  side: 

Gems,  gold,  and  stiver,  form'd  the  service  nu»sily. 

Mother  of  peari  and  coral  the  less  costly. 
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UUf. 

The  dinner  made  about  ft  hnodred  dishes; 

Linil)  and  pistachio  nuts— in  short,  all  meats. 
Anil  .<»iiff roil  soupH,  and  sweetbreads ;  and  tlie  fishes 

Wrre  of  the  tinest  that  e'er  Houneed  in  nets, 
Drru'd  to  a  Sybarite's  moat  pamper'd  wishes; 

The   beverage  was  various  sherbets 
Of  raisin,  orange,  and  pomegranat*  juice. 
Squeezed  ilirough  the  rind,  which  makes  it  best  for  use. 

LXIIf. 

These  were  ranged  round,  each  in  its  crystal  ewtf. 
And  fruits  and  date-bread  loaves  closed  the  repast. 

And  Mocha's  berry,  from  Arabia  pure. 
In  small  fine  China  cups  came  in  at  last — 

Gold  cups  of  filigree,  made  to  secure 

The  hand  from  burning,  underneath  them  placed ; 

Goves,  cinnamon,  and  saffron  too,  were  boil'd 

I'p  with  the  coffee,  which  (I  think)  they  spoil'd. 

LXIV. 

The  hangings  of  the  room  were  tapestry,  made 
Of  velvet  fiauneU,  cnrh  of  different  hue. 

And  thick  with  damask  flowers  of  silk  inlaid : 
And  round  them  ran  *a  yellow  border  too ; 

The  up)MT  border,  richly  wniught,  display'd,' 
KmbroiderVl  delicately  o'er  with  blue, 

Soft  Persian  sentences,  in  lilac  letters, 

from  po(>t^,  or  the  moralists  their  better*. 

LXV. 

Tliese  oriental  writings  on  the  wall, 

^)uile  common  in  those  countries,  are  a  kind 

Of  monitors  adapted  to  recal. 

Like  skulls  at  Mcmphian  banquets,  to  the  mind 

The  words  vkhich  shook  Belsbaisar  in  his  liall. 

And  took  his  kingdom  from  him. — You  will  find. 

Though  vigc!i  may  pour  out  their  wisdom's  treasure. 

There  i>  no  sterner  moralist  than  pleasure. 

LXVI. 

A  beanty  at  the  season's  dose  grown  hectic, 
A  genius  v^ho  lias  drunk  himself  to  death, 

A  rake  turn'd  methodbtic  or  eclectic — 

(For  that  's  the  name  they  like  to  pray  beneath)— 

Dut  most,  au  alderman  struck  apoplectic. 
Are  things  that  really  take  away  tlie  breath. 

And  show  that  late  hours,  wine,  and  love,  are  able 

To  do  cot  much  lew  damage  than  the  table. 

UCVII. 

llaidec  and  Juan  carpeted  their  feet 

On  crimson  Hatin,  l>order'd  with  psle  blue  ; 

Their  nnfjL  occupied  three  parts  complete 
Of  the  apartment — and  appcnr'd  quite  new ; 

Tlie  veUet  cushions — (for  a  throne  more  meet) — 
Wore  M-arlet,  from  whoM^  glowiof  centre  grew 

A  sun  eml>ofi$'d  in  gold,  whose  nj%  of  tissue, 

Meridiau-likc,  were  seen  all  light  to  issue. 

LXVIII. 

Crystal  and  marble,  plate  and  porcelain, 

Had  (lone  their  work  of  >|ilendour,  Indian  mats 

And  Persian  carpets,  whirh  the  heart  lAed  to  stain. 
Over   the  floors  were  spread  ;  gaielles  anti  cats. 

And  dirarf«.and  blacks,  and  Huch  like  things,  that  g.tin 
Their  bread  as  minister^  and  favourites — (that  \ 

To  say,  by  degradation) — mingled  there 

As  plentiful  as  iu  a  court  or  fair. 


LXIX. 
There  was  no  want  of  lofty  mirron,  and 

The  tables,  most  of  ebony  inlaid 
With  mother  of  pearl  or  ivory,  stood  at  hand. 

Or  were  of  tortoise^hell  or  rare  woods  made. 
Fretted  with  gold  oi  ''Iver :  by  command. 

The  greater  part  o.  i.  ese  were  ready  spread 
With  viands,  and  sherbeu  in  ice,  and  wine- 
Kept  for  all  comers,  at  all  hours  to  dine. 

LXX. 

Of  all  the  dresses  I  select  IIaidee*s: 

She  wore  two  jelicks — one  was  of  pale  yellow; 
0    -zure,  pink,  and  white,  was  her  cliemise — 

.eatli  which  her  breast  heaved  like  a  little  billow; 
With  buttons  form'd  of  pearls  as  large  as  pease. 

All  gold  and  crimson  shone  her  jelick's  fellow, 
.\nd  the  striped  white  gauze  baracan  that  bound  her. 
Like  fleecy  clouds  about  the  moon,  flow'd  round  lier. 

LXXI. 

One  large  gold  bracelet  clasp'd  each  lovely  arm, 
lx>ckless — so  pliable  from  the  pure  gold 

That  the  hand  siretch'd  and  shut  it  without  harm. 
The  limb  which  it  adorn'd  its  only  monkl; 

So  beautiful — its  very  shape  would  charm, 
An«l  clinging  as  if  loth  to  lose  its  hold. 

The  purest  ore  inclosed  the  whitest  skin 

That  e'er  by  precious  met.il  was  lurid  in.* 

LXXII. 

Around,  as  princess  of  her  father's  land, 
A  like  gold  bar,  al»ove  her  instep  roll'd,' 

.\nnounce(l  her  rank;  twelve  rings  were  on  her  hand; 
Her  hair  was  starr'd  with  gems;  her  veil's  fine  fold 

lU-low  her  breast  was  fasien'd  vrith  a  band 

Of  la\ish  pearls,  whose  worth  could  scarce  be  told; 

Her  orange  silk  full  Turkish  trowsers  furi'd 

About  the  prettiest  ankle  in  the  worid. 

LXXIII. 
Her  hair's  long  auburn  waves  down  to  her  heel 

Flow'd  like  an  Alpine  torrent  which  the  sun 
Dyes  with  his  morning  light, — and  would  conceal 

Her  person 4  if  aliow'd  at  large  to  run; 
And  still, they  seem  resentfully  to  feel 

The  silken  fillet's  curb,  and  sought  to  shun 
Their  bonds  whene'er  some  Zephyr  caught  began 
To  offer  his  young  pinion  as  her  fan. 

LXXIV. 

Ilonnd  her  she  made  an  atmosphere  of  life. 

The  \ery  airseem'd  lighter  from  her  eyes, 
They  were  so  soft  and  beautiful,  and  rife 

With  all  we  can  imagine  of  the  skies. 
And  pure  as  INyche  ere  she  grew  a  wife — 

Too  pure  even  for  the  purest  human  ties ; 
Her  overpowering  presence  made  you  feel 
It  viould  not  be  idolatry  to  kneel. 

LXXV. 

Her  eyela»lies,  though  dark  as  night,  were  tinged 
Jt  i-i  the  country *!(  custom),  but  in  vain; 

For  those  large  black  eyes  were  so  blackly  ^ringed. 
The  glossy  relwls  nio<'k'd  the  jetty  stain. 

And  iu  their  nati\e  beauty  stood  avenge<j^^ 
Her  nails  were  toiich'd  ^Kith  henna;  but  again 

The  power  of  art  was  turn'd  to  nothing,  for 

Tlit>y  could  not  look  more  rosy  than  before. 
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LXXVL 

The  henna  should  be  deeply  dyed  to  make 
The  skin  relieved  appear  more  fairiy  Hit : 

She  had  no  need  of  this,  day  ne'er  wiU  breck 

On  mountain  tope  more  heavenly  white  than  her: 

The  eye  might  doubt  if  it  were  well  awake. 
She  was  so  like  a  vision ;  I  might  err, 

But  Shakspeare  also  says  *t  is  very  silly 

«  To  gild  refined  gold,  or  paint  the  lily.* 

LXXVn. 
Juan  had  on  a  shawl  of  black  and  gold, 

But  a  white  baracan,  and  so  transparent, 
The  sparkling  gems  beneath  you  might  behold. 

Like  small  stars  through  the  milky  way  apparent; 
His  turban,  furl'd  in  many  a  graceful  fold. 

An  emerald  aigrette  with  Haidee's  hair  in  't 
Surmounted  as  its  clasp — a  glowing  crescent, 
Whoae  rays  shone  ever  trembling,  but  incessant. 

LXXYIII. 

And  now  they  were  diverted  by  their  suite, 

Dwarfs,  dancing  girls,  black  eunuchs,  and  a  poet. 

Which  made  their  new  establishment  complete; 
The  last  was  of  great  feme,  and  liked  to  show  it : 

Hb  verses  rarely  wanted  tlieir  due  feet — 
And  for  bis  theme — he  seldom  sung  beTow  it, 

He  being  paid  to  satirise  or  flatter, 

As  the  ]»alm  says,  « inditing  a  good  matter.* 

LXXiX. 

He  praised  the  present  and  abused  the  past, 

Reversing  the  good  custom  of  old  days, 
An  eastern  antiojacohio  at  last 

He  tum'd,  preferring  pudding  to  no  praise~ 
For  some  few  years  his  lot  had  been  o'ercast 

By  his  seeming  independent  in  his  lays. 
But  now  he  sung  the  Sultan  and  the  Pacha, 
With  truth  like  Southey,  and  with  verse  like  Craahaw. 

LXXX. 

He  was  a  man  who  had  seen  many  changes, 
Aud  always  changed  as  true  as  any  needle, 

His  polar  star  being  one  which  rather  ranges. 
And  not  the  fix d— he  knew  the  way  to  wheedle: 

So  vile  he  'scaped  the  doom  which  oft  avenges; 
And  being  fluent  (save  indeed  when  fee'd  ill), 

He  lied  with  such  a  fervour  of  intention — 

There  was  no  doubt  he  earn'd  his  laureate  penaion. 

LXXXI. 

But  he  had  genius,— when  a  turncoat  has  it 

The  «  vates  irritabilis»  takes  care 
That  without  notice  few  full  moons  shall  pass  it; 

Even  good  men  like  to  make  the  public  stare : — 
But  to  my  subject— let  me  see— what  was  it? 

Oh! — the  third  canto— and  the  pretty  pair— 
Their  loves,  and  feasts,  and  house,  and  dress,  and  mode 
Of  living  in  their  insular  abode. 

LXXXII. 
Their  poet,  a  sad  trimmer,  but  no  leas 

In  company  a  very  pleasant  fellow; 
Had  beeu  the  favourite  of  full  many  a  mess 

Of  men,  and  made  them  speeches  when  half  mellow ; 
And  thougJuhis  meaning  they  could  rarely  guess. 

Yet  stillUicy  deign'd  to  hiccup  or  lo  bellow 
The  glorious  meed  of  popular  applause, 
Of  which  the  first  ne'er  knows  the  second  cause. 


Lxxxni. 

But  now  being  lifted  into  liifj^  aocicCj, 
And  having  pick'd  up  several  odda  umd  ends 

Of  free  thoughts  in  liis  travrds,  fot  Tariety, 
He  deem'd,  l>eing  in  a  lona  iaie  amoag  friends. 

That  without  any  danger  of  m  riot,  be 

Might  for  long  lying  make  him&eif  aaneods ; 

And,  singing  at  he  sung  in  hie  warm  yoath, 

Agree  to  a  short  armistice  with  tmcb. 

LXXXIV. 

He  had  traveird  'mongst  the  Arabs,  Tnrfca,  and  Fnal 
And  knew  the  self-loves  of  the  different  natioai ! 

And,  having  lived  with  people  of  all  ranks. 
Had  something  ready  opon  most  oreesions — 

Which  got  him  a  few  preseate  and  some  thanks. 
He  varied  with  some  skiU  his  adnlafiow; 

To  (c  do  at  Rome  as  Romana  do,»  a  piece 

Of  conduce  wu  which  he  observed  in  Grecee. 


Thus,  usually,  when  he  was  ask'd  to  sing. 

He  gave  the  diffcrent  nations  something  natioosl; 

T  vras  all  the  same  to  him — «  God  save  the  Eia|,* 
Or  «  Ca  irM,M  according  to  t&e  fiaahion  all ; 

His  muse  made  increment  of  any  thing. 
From  the  high  lyrical  to  the  low  rational : 

If  Piaiar  sang  horse-races,  what  should  hinder 

Himself  from  being  as  pliable  as  Pindar  ? 


In  France,  for  instance,  he  would  write  a  i 
In  England,  a  six-canto  quarto  tale ; 

In  Spain,  he  *d  make  a  ballad  or  romance  oa 
The  last  war— much  the  aame  in  pMtngal; 

In  Germany,  the  Pesagns  he  *d  prance  on 
Woukl  be  old  Gothe's — (see  what  says  de  Sti^: 

In  Italy,  he  'd  ape  the  «  TreccalSsti ;» 

In  Greece,  he  'd  sing  some  aort  oi  hymn  like  tUit' 

The  isles  of  Greece  !  the  isles  of  Greece  ! 

Where  burning  Sappho  loved  and  soof.— 
Wliere  grew  the  arts  of  war  and  j^eace^— 

Where  Delos  rose  and  Phoebus  sprang ! 
Eternal  summer  gilda  them  yet. 
But  all,  except  their  aun,  is  set. 

The  Scian  and  the  Tetan  muse. 
The  hero's  harp,  the  lover's  Inte, 

Have  found  the  fame  your  shores  refine , 
Their  place  of  birth  alone  is  mule 

To  sounds  which  echo  further 

Than  your  sires*  «  Islands  of  the 


The  mountains  look  on  Marathon — 
And  Blarathon  looks  on  the  sea; 

And  musing  there  an  hour  alone, 
I  dream'd  that  Greece  might  still  be  frec; 

For,  standing  on  the  PersiansT  grave, 

I  could  not  deem  myself  a  slave. 

A  king  sate  on  the  rocky  brow 

Which  looks  o'er  sea-bom  Salamis; 

And  ships,  by  thousands,  lay  below. 
And  men  in  nations; — all  were  his! 

He  counted  them  at  break  of  day 

And  when  the  sun  set  where  were  they  • 


DON  JUAN. 


599 


And  whefe  are  ibey?  and  wherr  art  thou. 
My  country?    (hi  thy  voicele«t  tliori 

The  ticroic  lay  it  tuorleaa  now — 
Tho  heroic  botom  beau  no  more! 

Au<i  must  tliy  lyre,  so  long  divine, 

Ue^fuenic  into  hands  like  mine? 

T  is  ftomelhiog,  in  the  dearth  of  fame, 
Thouijli  link'd  among  a  fetter'd  race. 

To  feci  at  least  a  patriot's  shame. 
Even  as  I  sing,  suff^  my  face; 

For  wliat  is  left  the  poet  here? 

For  Greeks  a  blush— for  Greece  a  tear. 

Must  we  but  weep  o'er  days  more  biess'd ! 

Must  we  but  blush  ?— Our  fathers  bled. 
£arth !  render  back  from  out  thy  breast 

A  remnant  of  our  Spartan  dead ! 
Of  the  three  hundred  grant  but  tliree. 
To  make  a  new  Thermopyla! 

Wliat,  silent  «till?  and  silent  all? 

Ah!  no; — the  voices  of  the  dead 
Sound  like  a  distant  torrent's  fsU, 

And  answer,  «•  Let  one  living  head, 
But  ona  arise, — we  come,  we  come!» 
T  is  bat  the  living  who  are  dumb. 

In  vaio— ia  raio :  ttrike  other  chords; 

Fill  high  the  cop  with  Samian  wine ! 
Leave  battles  to  the  Turkish  hordes. 

And  shed  the  blood  of  Scio's  vine ! 
ILirk !  rising  to  the  ignoble  call— 
flow  answers  each  boh!  bacchanal! 

You  have  the  Pyrrhic  dance  as  yet, 
Wliere  is  the  Pyrrhic  phalanx  gone? 

Of  two  such  lessons,  why  feryet 
The  nobl«r  and  the  manUer  one? 

You  have  the  letters  Gadmoa  gave — 

Think  ye  he  meant  them  for  a  slave? 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Suaian  wine! 

We  will  not  think  of  chemea  like  these ! 
It  made  Anacreon's  song  divine : 

He  served  — bol  served  Polycral 
A  tyrant;  but  oar  ntuers  then 
Were  still,  at  leatt,  o«r  cewUrymen. 


« 


The  tyrant  of  the 

Was  freedom'a  best  and  bnivetl  friend ; 
Thitt  tyrant  was  Miltiadea! 

Oh!  that  the  pixsent  hoar  vooM  lend 
Another  despot  of  the  kind! 
Such  chains  as  his  were  sure  to  bind. 


Fill  high  tlie  bowl  with  Samian 
On  Siili's  rock,  and  Parga's  shore, 

EsisK  tho  remnant  of  a  line 
Sut-h  ns  the  Doric  mothers  bore; 

Au(i  tjirre.  perhaps  some  toed  is  sown, 

1  hr  llerach-idau  blood  might  own. 

Tru^t  not  for  freedom  to  the  Franks — 
Ttiey  have  a  king  who  buys  and  sells. 

In  native  swords,  and  native  ranks. 
The  only  hope  of  courage  dwells ; 


But  Turkish  force,  and  Latin  fraud. 
Would  break  your  shield,  however  broad. 

Fill  high  the  bowl  with  Samian  wine! 

Our  virgins  dance  beneath  the  shade — 
I  see  their  glorious  black  eyex  Khine; 

But,  gating  on  each  glowing  maid. 
My  own  the  burning  tear^lrop  laves. 
To  think  such  breasts  must  suckle  slaves. 

Place  me  on  Sunium'^  marbled  steep^ 
Where  nothing,  save  the  waves  and  I, 
May  hear  our  mutual  murmurs  sweep; 
"There,  swan-like,  let  me  sing  and  die  : 
A  land  of  slaves  sliall  ne'er  be  mine- 
Dash  down  yon  cup  of  Samian  wine ! 


LXXXVIl. 
Thus  sung,  or  would,  or  could,  or  should  have  sung. 

The  modern  Greek,  in  tolerable  verse; 
If  not  like  Orpheus  quite,  when  Greece  was  young. 

Yet  in  these  times  he  might  have  done  much  worse  : 
His  strain  display'd  some  freling — right  or  wrong; 

And  feeling,  in  a  poet,  is  the  source 
Of  others'  feeling ;  but  they  are  such  liars. 
And  take  all  colours — like  the  hands  of  dyers. 

Lxxxvni. 

But  words  are  things,  and  a  small  drop  of  ink. 
Fulling  like  dew  upon  a  thought,  produces 

Tli.it  which  makes  thousands,  perhaps  millions,  think; 
T  is  strange,  the  shortest  letter  which  man  uses, 

Insteitd  of  speech,  may  form  a  lasting  link 
Of  agrs;  to  what  Straits  old  Time  mluces 

Frail  man,  when  paper — even  a  rag  like  this. 

Survives  liimself,  his  tomb,  and  all  that 's  his. 

LXXXIX. 

And  when  his  bones  are  dust,  his  grave  a  blank. 

His  station,  generation,  even  hin  nation. 
Become  a  thing,  or  nothing,  save  to  rank 

In  chronological  commemoration. 
Some  dull  MS.  oblivion  long  has  sank. 

Or  graven  stone  found  in  a  barrack's  slatioi. 
In  digging  the  foundation  of  a  cloaeC, 
May  turn  his  name  up  as  a  rare  depo«t. 

XC. 
And  glory  long  has  made  the  sages  smile; 

T  is  something,  nothing,  words,  illuaion,  wind — 
Depending  more  upon  the  historian's  style 

Thau  on  the  name  a  person  leaves  behind  : 
Troy  ovirs  to  Homer  what  whist  owes  to  Hoyle; 

The  present  century  wns  growing  blind 
To  the  great  M.irlborough's  kkill  in  giving  knocks. 
Until  his  late  Life  by  Arclideacon  Coie. 

XCI. 

Milton  's  tlie  prince  of  poets — so  we  say; 

A  little  heavy,  but  no  less  divine; 
An  independent  being  in  his  day — 

Leam'd,  pious,  temperate  in  love  and  wine; 
But  Wif.  life  falling  into  Johnson's  way, 

Wc  're  told  this  great  high  prieitt  of  all  the  Nine 
Was  wliipt  at  college — a  harsh  sire— odd  sponsc. 
For  the  first  Mrs  Milton  left  his  house. 
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xcn. 

All  tbeie  are,  certet,  enterUining  facts, 

^■jike  Sbaktpeare't  steilui((  deer.  Lord  Baooa'e  bribes; 

ZiEe  Utiu*  youtb,  and  Cssare  earlicM  acta; 


Like  Bams  (wbom  Doctor  Gorria  well  deaeribe^; 
Like  Cromwell  s  pranks ;— but  although  trvlh  cbku 

These  amiable  descripiions  from  the  seribea. 
As  most  essential  to  their  hero's  story. 
They  do  not  mnch  oontribnte  to  his  ^orj. 

xan. 

All  are  not  moralists  like  Soiuhey,  when 
He  prated  to  the  world  of  m  PantisoceBcy ;» 

Or  Wordsworth  nneidsed,  unhired,  who  then 
Season'd  his  podlar  poems  with  democracy; 

Or  Gtleridge,  loiag  before  his  flighty  pen 
Let  to  the  Morning  Post  its  aristocracy; 

When  he  and  Soutbey,  following  the  same  path. 

Espoused  two  partners  (milliners  of  Bath). 

xov. 

Snch  namiw  at  present  cut  a  ccmviec  figure, 
The  very  Botany  Bay  in  moral  geography; 

Their  loyal  treason,  renegado  vigour. 
Are  good  manrft  for  their  more  bare  biography. 

Wordsworth  s  last  quarto,  by  the  way,  is  bigger 
Than  any  since  the  birthday  of  typography; 

A  clumsy  frowsy  poem,  call'd  the  «£zcursMMi,i» 

Writ  in  a  manner  which  is  my  avcfsiott. 

zcv. 

He  there  buUds  up  a  fonnidabkdyke 

Between  his  own  and  othen'  intellect; 
But  Wordsworth's  poem,  and  his  followers,  Jiht 

Joanna  Southopte's  Shilob  and  her  sect. 
Are  things  which  in  tliis  century  don't  strike 

The  public  mind,  so  few  are  the  elect ; 
And  the  new  births  of  both  their  stale  virginities 
Have  proved  but  dropsies  taken  for  divinities. 

XCVL 
But  let  me  to  my  story :  1  must  own. 

If  I  have  any  fault,  it  is  digression ; 
Leaving  my  people  to  proceed  alone. 

While  I  soliloqidse  beyond  espression; 
But  these  are  my  addresses  from  the  throne, 

Which  put  off  businesM  to  the  ensuing  session  : 
Forgetting  each  omission  is  a  loss  to 
The  world,  not  quite  so  great  as  Arioslo. 

XCVIL 
I  know  that  what  our  neighbourb  call  « lomgueunn 

(We  've  no(  so  goo<l^a  word^  but  have  the  Aing 
In  that  complete  perfection  which  ensures 

An  epic  from  Bob  Southey  every  spring), — 
Form  not  the  true  temptation  which  allures 

The  reader;  btst  't  would  not  be  hard  to  bring 
Some  fine  examples  of  the  epopee, 
To  prove  its  grand  ingredient  is  eiuutt. 

XGVIII. 
We  learn  from  Horace,  Homer  sometimes  sleeps; 

We  feel  without  him,  Wordsworth  sometiaties  wakes, 
To  show  with  what  complacency  he  crsepa, 

With  his  dear  «  fFaggoners^*  around  hU  lakes; 
He  wishes  for  «  a  boat»  lo  sail  the  deqis — 

Of  ocean? — no,  of  air;  and  then  he  makes 
Another  outcry  for  «  a  little  hoat,» 
And  drivels  seas  to  set  it  well  afiouL 


ofO^nriMi^lfSriAf 


If  ha  Miwt  fwB  iwMp  oW)bn  cthcrid 
And  ^muH  nam  i«stiv«  !■  hia  « 

Gould  he  not  bag  tht  Iomi 
Or  pray  Medea  for  uiiBfle 

Or  il^  too  claaiir.fer  his  Tolcsr 
He  foar'd  his  aoek  to  va 

And  he  must  nccda  mowat 

Goirid  BM  the  bfockhe^  Mk  i 

.^  * 

«  V^Pm  aad  «  bouln,»  and  ■ 

Of  Fbpe  aiM  D^pdnB,  nfv  we 
That  trash  of  sach  sort  not 

Gaateapt,  hm  from  tbn 
FSoats 

Of 
The  eKitle  hoaftwiw .aad  hk 
Gan  sBoarnt  Ub  wIw  4nw  • 

a. 


T*  our  tdt.^TlM  tmtM,  wan  over*  dM 

The  dwaifr  aod  dancii^  girlo  bad  all  rM{ 
The  Arab  lore  and  poac  a  aoag 

And  every  toand  of  wwwtitnf  a^pbad} 
The  lady  and  hat  lavar,  lafk 

The  rosy  flood  of  CwdK^t  aky 
Ave  Maria!  o'er  the  earth  and 
That  heavcaliasK  hanr  off  Mmwm^ 


Ave  Maria !  bicMod  ba  tfha  hovl 
The  timcb  the  cBma,  the  apoc. 

Have  foh  that  asoaent  in  in 
Sink  o'er  the  eards  to  benndfcl 

While  swang  the  deep  bcH  in 
Or  the  liiint  dyinf 

And  not  a  breadi  crapt 

And  yet  the  foreat 

Ave  Maria!  *tb  the 

Ave  Maria  !'t  is  tbe 
Ave  Maria !  may  oar  ,^ 

Look  up  to  tUaa  ana 
Ave  Maria!  oh  that 

Those  dowaeaat  eyes 
What  thoi^h  't  n  Imt  a 
That  paintug  b  no  idd^ 


Some  kinder 

Innamdai 

Bnt  set  those 


-"AndyoaiUl 
Of  getiiag  ioia 

Myatau 
Earth»air, 
Who  hath 


Sweet  hour  of 
OfthepUie 
Which  bounds  Ba* 

Rooted  where  onea  Am 
To  where  the  hnt 

Everijrsaa  feiaatl  widab 
And  Drydeo*a  lay 
How  have  I  loiad  iha 


^^:-- 


DON  JUAN. 


Go  I 


i:vi. 

'ill  cicalas,  proplc  of  llie  pine. 
UQ  Uieir  Rummcr  livf^  une  ceaM*lofis  mdq, 
lie  ftule  echoes,  «ive  my  steed's  and  inioe, 
^esper-bell'fl  that  rose  the  hoaght  aloog  j 
I'tre  huatftinan  oFOiiesti'n  lioe, 
ielI-4lo(;s,  ami  thoircluKi'.and  the  fair  throug, 
leam'il  from  thi«  example  not  ti>  tly 
true  lover,  shadow'd  my  mind  s  eye. 

CVII. 
pernAl'  thou  hrin|;rftt  all  t;ood  thiols— 
f  to  the  weary,  to  the  hungry  cheer, 
youni;  bird  the  parent's  brooding  viofps 
welcome  KtaJl  to  the  o'i>rl'ibour'd  Ktn'r; 
T  of  {leace  about  our  hc.irthslonc  clini;>i, 
tc'er  our  houM>hiild  ijods  protect  of  dear, 
herd  round  u.1  hy  thv  look  of  rest ; 
*ing  it  tlie  child,  too,  to  the  muther'ft  breaiiL 

cvm. 

iir!<'  iKhich  wakes  the  wibh  and  melts  the  lic.irl 

o«e  who  kill  the  M*as  f*n  tin*  lirst  ilay 

hey  from  their  Mkccl  friends  are  torn  apart; 

U  with  love  the  pii|;riiii  ou  hi^  way. 

Far  1m-I1  of  veaper  nukes  him  start, 

iu(;  to  weep  the  dyin^;  day'>^  decay ; 

I  fducy  which  our  reason  M-ornn  I 

rely  uotliin^  diet  but  something;  raourm  ! 

ax. 

(ero  perith'd  by  tlic  justest  doom 

h  e\er  the  destroyer  yet  tlestroy'd, 

the  roar  of  liberated  Home, 

tioDA  freed,  and  ilie  world  overt 'ty'd, 

.indu  uu«*en  strew'd  Hower^  u|    ■:  hift  tomb  -" 

ip%  the  weakness  of  a  lieart  not  void 

UQ  for  some  kimlne«t  done,  when  p«iwer 

I  the  wretch  ao  uocorruptcd  hour. 

ex. 

I  digreKsinf;:  what  on  earth  has  Xen*, 
y  MK'h  like  suverei^^n  buffoon*, 

•  ilh  the  tntUMCtiont  of  niy  hero, 

than  <tueh  madmen'*  fellow-man — the  moon'»  ? 

f  iuvi-ntiou  must  be  down  at  lero, 
l^rovtii  one  of  nuiny  «  wooden  Hpo<inMM 
(the  name  with  which  we  Cantabs  please 

the  last  of  bonourt  in  degreei). 

CXI. 
is  trdiousness  will  nerer  do— 
■rin{;  too  epic,  and  I  must  cut  down 
in(;.  this  long  canto  into  two : 

II  never  lind  it  out,  unless  I  own 
,  exi-eptini;  some  experienced  fiew; 
hen  as  an  improvement 't  will  be  shown : 
e  that  such  the  opinion  uf  ibe  critic  ia, 
ristoile  fMujiai.— Sec  JlaiaTiwir. 


CANTO  IV. 


NoTRiMG  SO  difficult  as  a  beginnini; 

In  poesy,  unless  ]>erhajM  the  end  : 
For  oftentimes  wiieu  Pegasus  MN>nis  winning 

The  race,  he  sprains  a  winj;,  and  down  we  tend. 
Like  I.ucifer  vihru  hurl'd  from  heaven  for  sinning ; 

Onrsin  the  same,  and  hard  .<s  his  to  nieuH, 
Being  pride,  which  leads  the  mind  to  soar  too  far. 
Till  our  own  weakness  shows  us  what  we  are. 

II. 

Rut  time,  which  brings  all  beings  to  tlieir  level, 

And  sharp  adversity,  will  teach  at  iasC 
Man, — and,  as  we  ivonld  hope,— perhaps  tlie  devil. 

That  neither  of  iheir  inielleets  are  vast: 
While  youth's  hot  wishes  in  our  red  veins  revel, 

>Ve  know  not  this^ilie  Ii|<»od  Hows  on  loo  fast ; 
Hut  as  the  torrent  widens  towards  the  oce.m, 
We  pouder  deeply  on  eacli  past  emotion. 

III. 
As  l>oy,  1  thought  mys4>lf  a  clever  fellow. 

And  wish'd  that  others  held  the  Kime  opinion  . 
They  took  it  up  is  hen  my  days  grew  more  mellow. 

And  oilier  minds  aoknowliNlged  my  dominion: 
Now  my  wn-  fancy  *  falls  into  the  yellow 

I.eaf.M  and  imagination  droops  her  pinion, 
And  the  sad  truth  which  ho%ers  o'er  my  desk 
Turnh  what  was  once  romantic  to  burlesque. 

IV. 

Ard  if  I  laugh  at  any  mortal  thing. 

T  is  that  1  niay  not  »eep  ;  and  iff  weep, 
T  is  that  our  nature  c.iuuot  aUnys  bring 

Itself  lo  apailiy.  vkhich  we  must  steep 
First  in  th"  iiy  depths  of  Letlie'h  spring, 

Ere  VI hat  ^^^•  Ica^t  wish  lo  behold  <i\\  sleeps 
Thetis  liaptiied  her  mortal  son  in  Styx  ; 
.\  mortal  niotlier  would  on  Lethe  iix. 

V. 

fkime  have  dccummI  me  of  a  strange  design 
Against  the  crcc<l  and  moraU  of  (he  land. 

And  trai-c  it  iu  this  poem  e«ery  line: 
I  don't  pretend  that  I  «]uile  undersland 

.My  own  meaning  when  I  wuulil  be  very  fint  i 
Hut  the  fact  is  that  I  lia>e  nothing  plann'd, 

Unless  it  was  to  be  a  moment  merrv, 

A  novel  word  in  my  vocabulary. 

VI. 

To  the  kind  reader  of  our  stdier  elime 

This  ¥^oF  writing  will  appear  exoiic  ; 
Puici  was  sire  of  the  half-serious  rhyme. 

Who  sung  when  chivalry  was  more  <Juixotic, 
.\uil  re\eird  in  the  fancies  of  ihr  time. 

True  knights,  ch.isieddineK.  huge  giants,  kingsdcspotic; 
llut  all  these,  save  the  last,  being  olMulete, 
I  ilHfse  a  modern  subject  a»  more  meet. 

-Ci 

— ^ I 


6o2 


BYRON'S  \VORRS. 


VII. 
llow  I  have  treated  it,  I  do  not  know — 

Perhaps  no  better  tlian  they  have  treated  me 
Who  have  imputed  such  designs  as  show. 

Not  what  they  saw,  but  what  they  visb'd  lo  see  ; 
But  if  it  (jives  them  pleasure,  be  it  so, — 

This  is  a  liberal  age,  and  thoughts  are  free: 
Meantime  Apollo  plucks  me  by  the  ear, 
And  Cells  me  to  resume  my  story  here. 

vni. 

Young  Juan  and  his  lady-love  were  left 
To  their  own  hearts'  most  sweet  society; 

Kveu  Time  the  pitiless  in  sorrow  cleft 
With  his  rude  scythe  such  gentle  bosoms  ;  he 

Sigh'd  to  behold  tliem  of  their  hours  bereft. 
Though  foe  to  love ;  aiid  yet  they  could  not  be 

Meant  to  grow  old,  but  die  in  happy  spriu(^ 

Before  one  cliarm  or  hope  had  taken  wing. 

IX. 

Their  facet  were  not  made  for  wrinkles,  their 
Pure  blood  to  stagnate,  their  great  hearts  to  ^1 ; 

The  blank  gray  was  not  made  to  blast  their  hair, 
But,  like  the  climes  that  know  nor  snow  nor  hail. 

They  were  all  summer  :  lightuiug  might  assail 
And  shiver  tliem  to  ashes,  but  to  trail 

A  long  and  snake-like  life  of  dull  decay 

Was  not  for  them — tliey  had  too  little  clay. 

X. 

They  were  alone  once  more ;  for  them  to  be 
Thus  was  another  Eden ;  they  were  never 

Weary,  unless  when  separate  :  the  tree 
Cut  from  its  forest  root  of  years — the  river 

Damm'd  from  its  fountain — the  child  from  the  knee 
And  breast  maternal  weau'd  at  once  for  ever, 

Would  witlier  less  than  these  two  torn  apart; 

Alas !  there  is  no  instinct  like  tlie  heart — 

XI. 

The  heart — whidi  may  be  broken :  happy  they ! 

Thrice  fortunate!  who,  of  that  fragile  mould, 
The  precious  porcelain  of  human  clay. 

Break  with  the  first  fall :  they  can  ne'er  behold 
The  long  year  liuk'd  with  heavy  day  on  day. 

And  all  which  must  be  borne,  and  never  told ; 
While  life's  strange  principle  will  often  lie 
Deepest  in  those  who  long  the  most  to  die. 

XJI. 

•<  Whom  the  gods  love  die  young,»  was  said  of  yore,> 
And  many  deaths  do  they  escape  by  this  : 

The  death  of  frieuds,  and,  that  which  slays  even  more — 
The  death  of  friendship,  love,  youth,  all  thai  is, 

Kxcept  mere  breath ;  and  since  the  silent  shore 
Awaits  at  last  even  those  whom  longest  mis.<i 

The  old  archer's  shafts,  perhaps  the  early  grave 

Which  men  weep  over  may  be  meant  to  save. 

XIII. 
Ilaidce  and  Juan  thought  not  of  the  dead ; 

The  heavens,  and  earth,  and  air.seem'd  made  for  them: 
They  found  no  fault  with  time,  save  that  he  fled  ; 
They  saw  not  in  themselves  aught  to  condemn  : 
Kach  was  the  other's  mirror,  and  but  read 

Joy  sparkling  in  their  dark  eyes  like  a  gem, 
And  knew  such  brightness  was  but  the  rellectioii 
Of  their  exchanging  glances  of  affection. 


XIV. 

The  gentle  presmire,  md  the  thrilfing  tonek. 
The  Jeut  glance  better  understood  than  wwdi. 

Which  ttiU  laid  ail,  and  ne'er  eould  any  toe  wudi 
A  hmguage,  too,  but  like  to  that  of  birdi. 

Known  but  to  them,  at  least  appearing  wmek 
At  bnl  to  lovers  a  true  seaee  affords ; 

Sweet  playful  pbrues,  'which  would  Mem  abmJ 

To  those  who  hsfe  eeued  to  hear  such,  or 

XT. 

All  thoe  were  theirs,  for  they  wera  chUdrea  siflt, 
And  children  still  they  should  have  eicr  bicn; 

They  were  not  made  in  tlie  real  wotid  lo  fill 
A  busy  riisracter  in  the  dull  scene ; 

But  like  two  beings  bom  from  out  a  till, 
A  nymph  and  her  beloved,  all  unseen 

To  pass  their  lives  in  fountains  and  on  flaimn. 

And  never  kaow  the  weight  of  hninu  hoai& 

XVI. 

Moons  changiBg  had  roU'd  on,  and  chanfslcH 
Those  their  bright  rise  had  lighted  to 

As  rarely  they  beheld  throughout  their 
And  these  were  not  of  the  vain  V^d 

For  theirs  were  buoyant  spirits,  never 
By  the  mere  senses;  and  that  which 

Most  love,  possession,  unio  theaa  appsaT'd 

A  thing  whkb  each 

ItVtL 

Oh  beautiful !  end  rare  as  beantifol ! 

But  theirs  was  love  in  v^hich  the 

To  lose  itself,  when  the  whole  world  gnms 

And  we  are  sick  of  its  hack  f*»ftnds  and 
Intrigues,  adventares  of  Che  cooamon  sebo^ 

Its  petty  passions,  maniafes,  and  flights, 
Where  Hymen's  torch  bat  bniuk  oab 
Whose  husband  only  knows  her  doc  a 

zvnr. 

Hard  words ;  harsh  tralh ;  a  trath  which 

Enougli.— The  ftiihfiil  and  the  fairy  par. 

Who  never  found  a  allele  hour  too  slow. 
What  wss  it  made  tham  thos  aaeapi  fraa 

Young  innate  foeliogs  all  have  Ml  below, 
Which  perish  in  the  rcat,  hai  in  iham 

Inherent;  what  we  mormk  call 

And  always  envy,  thoogh  waiWin  u 


dsys; 


This  is  in  others  a  flhedtiona  ataie^ 

An  opium  dream  of  too  much  yontb  ani  i 

But  was  io  them  their  natwe  or  ihar  btt; 
No  noveb  e'er  had  aet  their  young  bearotti^ 

For  Haidee's  knowledge  was  1^  no  msameRsi, 
And  Joan  was  a  boy  of  samtly  fanedng; 

So  that  there  was  no  reason  for  ihesr  loves, 

More  than  for  tboaa  of  "^''wgalm  or  dases- 


They  gaxed  upon  the  annaet;  *t  is  an  boar 
Dear  unto  aU,  but  dearest  to  Cbcir  ryes. 

For  it  liad  made  then  what  they  were  •  the  stsv 
Of  love  had  fine  o-erwhehn'd  them  frwaiadi^l 

When  happiness  had  been  chetr  only  dow, 
And  twilight  saw  them  link'd  in  waniuui  da; 


L 


Charmd  with  each  other,  aU  ihingi  cham'ditebi 
The  past  still  velceme  aa  the 


Ju 
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SiLI. 
I  knnw  oat  «liy,  bin  in  lliai  IwDr  in-iu|;)il. 

Enm  »  Iliry  Emnl.  a  luddra  >rrnuir{iinF, 
Aodaw^il.u'  -WH,  ilirir bnuu' ilrli^lu. 

LJki'  Ilir  mind  a>r  a  lur|i-<iiriiiE,  or  a  llamr, 
niien  niH  i>  thmfc  iii  iouikJ.  ami  unc  in  liglit ; 

And  iJiuisoniebaihlndlljJi'dtkiviiilirillwrfni 
AiulcairdfroraJiiu'ibrMU     ]wMla«U|;L. 
While  one  qmk  (Mr  ubm  in  IIuUi'i  tjt.     . 

X.MI. 
TliU  Uripihlick  pmpbfi  (y«  M«ni  d  loilUaii^ 

ADdfolla*^  Iiediui>pciinnBiua, 
AtiflbcirlaiEa|l|f  of  4  iMppy  <[j(f 

Willi  liii  bnuul.  Iiri[;lil.  .iml  drup|>in|;  orb  wcrf  iic 
tiaa  Qiud  nn  iier  n  lu  i.k  hk  fji*- 

lle  Ml  a  griet,  bul  kiiuaiuu  inuu  for  uour, 
111*  gliDCF  ioquind  of  Urn  fur  ■iHiir  cu'iiv 
For  tieliDgt  vauidni,  or  a[  lead  aUlruic. 

.x:(iii. 

Nw  mmd  m  him,  ami  ■.milrd,  Ixn  iu  ikui  wn 

Wlik'li  BuknoBi  lUhpn.  luiilrj  ihrn  luru'daudi 
Wfaalercr  hrling  kbink  lirr,  il  Hvm'J  >bnn, 

Andaatlti'd  try  Ivr  ni^liini  or  lirr  prides 
'Wboi-^H  tpokl,  lua~il  iniglii  br  ill  iport— 

OfthHlbtir  uumul  tii-Uui;,  hlii:  rrplinl^ 
•U    .^oiiUiMM,— bui-iitmnoibc- 
Or  I  a[  ItHt  tball  Ml  nlniie  lu  tet.. 

XXIV. 
Jun  would  qimiion  fwilier,  bul  dw  pnu  il 

Hi  liplo  bn«,aud  uldtcid  lilin  villi  iliii. 
.Awliliicii  duffiiud  (beameu  fruoi  jirr  bum. 

Ilefroaaiigury  vuifallni  bud  kiMi 
And  NO  doulii  ufall  mriliodi '( i.  ilie  Ini: 

liani!  ffOfU  prdlir  vilM— *I  li  oul  anii» : 
I  bateinotbuilii  wihotc  wboavoulil  aiuniiki- 
Maj  cIium  beiin.'a  ihc  bndacbt  aud  ilic  iH'aruvlii 
XXV. 


OBtofllir 

wo.  OMOnI 

■-lllr.yoi 

san-kim 

DHIKlliclllOellUKl 

rraUybwdly 

>  •'iltl.'l. 

inlbir. 

'  XXVL 

Jnao  and  HaidFr  gutd  wfaa  (Mh  oihcr, 

Willi  winiminij  Jooki  irf  ipatrliliii  leoittaai.. 

-«lkSrbmiiai1]ferlij>e%rn»J.^h>ja.lu.er,b<oai.T. 
All  tlial  llu' linl  ria  .r;.;! I.i,.,  ..^ 


XXIX. 

Sim  pjjjow'il,  .'Iwek  U  cli«k.  in  lu>in|;  tl«p. 
HaHir  r  and  Juii  ihrir  .ivkU  look. 


;  uVr  hi<  franc  would  rrer|. . 
ILp.  iitutoiur'd  like  a  brouk 
IlicrfwcKitLir 

XXX. 

.tl|>illr  iHilkiw.  vIh  iIh-  wiiHl 
1.  it.i>  >Ih>  •baki'D  by  ilir  ilmini, 


Slraiii;i'  <uir  ut  iH-in^ '  (fur  I  ii  •lill  (u  be) 
Sratrlnt  U  feel,  aad  willi  wal'il  ryn  id  kc. 

XXSI. 
Slir  ilnMniM  al  iH'inf  alour  ua  Ibe  .^ a-obnc-, 

Oiain'illua  rink lahcluicwHDlbow.bDI ilir 
.SIh-  rouhl  nut  fnan  (Ik  (pui.  and  iIh'  IouI  roar 

i'ol    %he.*^L'd  for  LrehilliiStid.^aD    ibty  w^r 
'liead,      ii«rcjTBiidiilgli 


XXMI. 


inyd 


'V-lini 


lit  lu>. 


And  Hinii'iliiiie  nli'd  brfun  Ih a  >herl, 

Wbirbilii-  miKittill  ponuiiiawrH'afriiiil: 

T  nai  wliili' aud  iuli<tiRi-l.  nurUii|i|id  lo  nii 
llvr  kIjb.1-  iiur  (iia<|>.  for  •lill  Jk  sitnl  ami  (ii 
And  ran,  bul  il  eKaprd  lier  at  tiK  i'lar)>'d. 
XXXIII. 

I      Wrrr  liniv  wiib  I'naiMe  kiilet;  file  ^ 

!  I  If  ayit  un  ilt  walrr-frellrd  lialk, 

j      Wbrrc  aatn  uii(<lii  W4ib,aad  Mal>  niiubi  bi 


[irrLiirva 

C>f  ber  b 

Tl.e.lurpn 

>,'kil<»k'dl«4ow'iirb.lr..| 

Wliich  truf 

iomarhlra.ilMl.dirttan 

Ie..U,aBdVftl3ralb.rr 

not  Uiiti  Jief-lkay  lud  l,.n]  loi.  lo,!,;. 

And  w't,  an 

ould  bill  bring  lliem  rmcl  Ihinei  ur  wn 
M^>oifarihrni,tioi>ihewacld'*ari 
TwUapTaaioiuia  At  Stppho't  uagj 
'ft.AialHllMa  wilt  tlieta,  in  ibrm.  M  iatnuc. 
■■  «u  Ihrir  Id]  tpiril— Boi  a  wnw. 


ai  ih.ll  fruili'd  .<u  bl-.  drill  J.IUW, 
I  niiirh  Jir  .-^ly'd  iu laia  ■■> ib-it.  .Iww  swrel 

I  Ut  Juan,  uw  iiinU  au|;lil  nun  llu-  br.ii 
I      of  bit  iiui'nrli'd  lu  an ;  dwllbp  >iM-ihri;<H  low 
j  llanj;  III  Ilir  ..id  ran liki- a  nimiiald't  Hug, 
I  And  llut  liri.'f  ilrram  apjirafd  :i  life  I<«  li'nj; 
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XXXV. 

And  gariag  on  the  dead,  she  thou^t  his.  face 
Faded,  or  alter'd  ioto  somethiog  new — 

Like  to  her  father's  fipatures,  tilt  each  trace 
More  like  and  like  to  Lambro's  aspect  grcv — 

With  all  his  keen  worn  look  and  Grecian  (^racc  ; 
And  starting,  she  awoke,  and  what  to  view ! 

Oh !  Powers  of  HeaTcn  I  what  dark  eye  meets  she  there! 

T  u— 't  is  her  father's— (ix'd  upon  the  pair ! 

XXXVI. 

Then  shrieking,  she  arose,  and  nhrieking  frll, 
With  joy  and  sorrow,  hope  and  fear,  to  sec 

Him  whom  she  dcem'd  a  habitant  where  dwell 
The  ocean-buried,  risen  from  death,  to  be 

Perchance  the  death  of  one  she  loved  too  well  ; 
Dear  as  her  father  had  been  to  Haidce, 

It  was  a  moment  of  tliat  aw^  kind 

I  have  seen  such — but  must  not  call  to  mind. 

XXXVII. 

Up  Juan  sprung  to  Haidee's  bitter  shriek. 
And  caught  her  falling,  and  from  off  the  wall 

Snatch'd  down  bis  sabre,  in  hot  haste  to  wreak 
Vengeance  ou  him  who  was  the  cause  of  all : 

Then  Lambro,  who  till  now  forbore  to  speak. 
Smiled  scornfully,  and  said,  u  Within  my  call 

A  thousand  scimitars  await  the  word ; 

Put  up,  young  man,  put  up  your  silly  sword.n 

xxxvni. 

And  Haidee clung  around  him;  «  Juan,  't  is — 

T  is  Lambro— 't  is  my  father !  Kneel  with  me — 
He  will  forgive  u« — yes— it  must  be — yes. 

-  Oh  !  dearest  fatlicr,  in  thi«  agony 
Of  pleasure  and  of  pain — even  while  I  kiss 

Thy  garment's  hem  with  transport,  can  it  be 
That  doubt  sliould  mingle  with  my  filial  joy? 
Deal  with  mc  as  thou  wilt,  but  spare  this  boy.n 

XXXIX. 

nigh  and  inscrutable  the  old  man  stood. 
Calm  in  his  voice,  and  calm  within  his  eye-.- 

Not  always  signs  with  him  of  calmest  mood: 
He  look'd  upon  her,  but  gave  no  reply  ; 

Then  tum'd  to  Juan,  in  whose  check  tiie  blood 
Oft  came  and  went,  as  there  resolved  to  die; 

In  arms,  at  least,  he  stood,  in  act  to  spring 

On  tlie  first  foe  whom  Lambro's  call  might  bring. 

XL. 
«  Young  m:m,  your  sword ;»  so  Lambro  once  more  said  : 

Juan  replied,  m  Not  while  this  arm  is  free.n 
The  old  man's  cheek  grew  pule,  but  not  with  dread, 

And  drawing  from  his  belt  a  pistol,  he 
Replied,  MYour  blood  be  tlicnon  your  own  head.» 

Then  look'd  close  at  the  flint,  as  if  to  see 
*T  was  fresh — for  he  had  lately  used  the  lock— 
And  next  proceeded  quietly  to  cock. 

^LI. 
It  has  a  strange  quick  J^upou  the  ear. 

That  cocking  of  a  pistol,  when  you  know 
A  moment  more  will  bring  the  sight  to  bear 

Upon  your  person,  twelve  yards  off,  or 
A  gentlemanly  dislnncc,  not  too  near,        if-i  mni^  .-.. 

If  you  have  got  a  former  frifnd  for  foe  TO;  'S'-jr*'' 
Hut  aftiT  being  fired  at  once  or  twice,        \'-^ 
The  ear  becomes  more  Irish,  and  less  nici*. 


U^ 


xLn. 

Lambro  presented,  and  on«  uuiant  more 
Had  Htopp'd  this  Canto,  and  Don  Juan  s  bnMi 

When  Haidee  threw  herself  her  boy  before. 
Stem  as  her  sire :  ■  On  me,»  she  cried,  « let  d 

Descend — the  feult  is  mine  ;  this  fatal  shore 
He  found — but  sought  oot.  I  liave  pledged  ar 

I  love  him — I  will  die  with  him :  I  knew 

Your  nature's  firmness — know  your  dangfaicrli  I 

XLin. 
A  minute  past,  and  she  had  been  all  tears. 

And  tenderness,  and  infancy  :   but  now 
She  stood  as  one  who  champion'd  human  Cmis^ 

Psle,  siatue4ike,  and  stem,  slie  woo'd  the  blow 
And  tall  beyond  her  sex  and  tbcir  corapcen. 

She  drew  up  to  her  height,  as  if  to  sliow 
A  fairer  mark;  and  with  a  fix'deye  seaui'd 
Her  ftiher's  £ice — but  never  stopped  fak  haaL 

XLIV. 

He  gaicd  on  her,  and  slie  on  him ;  *|  was  stnuft 
Uow  like  they  look'd!  the  expretsioa  was  lbs 

Serenely  savage,  with  a  little  chaaj^ 

In  the  large  dark  eye's  nautual-dartttl  fl*^  j 

For  she  too  was  as  one  who  could  avence,  . 
If  cause  should  be — a  lioness,  tboo^  U. 

Her  father's  blood  before  her  libera  fao 

Boil'd  up,  and  proved  her  truly  off  bk  racs      ^ 

XLV.  .  ? 

I  said  they  were  alike,  their  featmt  Rttd 

Their  stature  differing  but  id  sex  aad  r    i%; 
Even  to  the  delicacy  of  their  baiida        * 

There  was  resemblance,  sodi  as  tnK  Hood  wm 
And  now  to  see  them,  thna  dUvidod,  siaad 

In  Qxd  ferocity,  when  joyont  laan. 
And  sweet  sensations,  thoald  hmrt  weleoMed  Ml 
Show  what  the  passiona  an  in  chair  fafgroviL 

XLVI. 

The  father  paused  a  moment,  then  witbdinr 

His  weapon,  and  replaced  it ;  bni  stood  stiS. 
And  looking  on  her,  as  to  look  her  tbnu^;I^ 

«  Not  /,«>  he  said,  «  have  sou^t  this  straogcr*! 
Not  /  have  made  thb  desolation  :  few 

Would  bear  such  outrage,  and  forbear  to  kijl: 
But  1  must  do  my  doty — how  thou  bast 

Done  thine,  the  present  vouches  for  the  piK.  ' 

XLVU. 

«  Let  him  disarm ;  or,  by  m)  fotber  s  head. 

His  own  shall  roll  before  yon  like  a  ball! • 
He  raised  liis  whistle,  as  the  word  he  said. 

And  blew;  another  aniwer'd  to  the  caM. 
And  raskinf  in  disorderly,  though  k:J, 

And  arm'd  from  boot  to  turbln.  one  and  att. 
Some  twenty  of  bis  train  came,  rank  on  rank; 
He  gave  the  word,  •Arrest  or  alay  the  Fiank- 

XLvin. 

Thcu,  with  a  sodden  movement,  be  whbdrev 
His  daughter;  while compressd  wilhin  hitpaf. 

T  wilt  her  and  Jnan  interpoaed  the  ctew; 
In  vain  she  stnigglod  in  ber  falbcr's  grwp- 

His  arms  were  like  a  serpent  s  coil  -.  then  firw 
Upon  their  prej,  as  daru  an  angry  asp 

The  file  of  piraiet ;  mwn  the  fbreoMat,  «bo 

Had  falleo,  with  fah  r%bt  ■hnvilder  half  rw  ikn< 
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XLn. 

d  bad  bi^  clieek  Uid  open ;  but 
'd,  a  wary,  cool  old  sworder,  Cook 
upon  his  cutla»,  and  then  put 
:  well  in :  so  w«ll,  ere  you  could  look, 
ras  floor'd,  and  holplrss  at  bis  foot, 
e  blood  runninj;  like  a  liille  brook 
smart  sabrr  gasbi^,  drep  and  red— 
e  arm,  tlie  olbcr  on  tlie  head. 

L. 
they  bound  bim  where  be  ffU,  and  borr 
>m  the  apartment :  with  a  sign 
no  bade  them  take  him  to  the  shore, 
ay  M>me  ships  which  were  to  sail  at  nine. 
Uim  ill  a  l>oat,  and  plied  (he  oar 
ry  reach'd  some  (jalllots  placetl  in  line, 
of  one  of  these,  and  under  h:i(rhe«, 
'd  him,  with  strict  urders  to  tlie  watches. 

I.l. 
is  full  of  s(ran(;e  vicissitudes, 
'e  was  one  eicrediu^iy  unpleasant: 
an  so  rich  in  the  world's  (joodn, 
ne  and  youn|;,  enjoying  all  the  present. 
'■  %cry  time  «hen  he  le.ikt  broods 
I  a  thinj;,  is  suddenly  to  sea  sent, 
and  cliain'd,  so  th.it  he  cannot  move, 
cause  a  bdy  fell  in  love. 

Lll. 
sc  leave  him,  for  I  grow  pathetic, 
ly  tlie  Chinese  nymph  of  tears,  green  tea ! 
m  Cassaniira  was  not  more  prophetic ; 
ly  pure  libatiom  exceed  three, 
leart  become  so  sympathetic, 
lust  have  recourse  to  black  Bohea : 
vine  should  be  to  deleterious, 
id  eoifiee  leave  us  much  more  serious. 

LIII. 
HI  qualified  with  thee.  Cognac  '. 
aiad  of  the  Phlegethontic  rill ! 
ihe  liver  wilt  thou  thus  attack, 
ke,  like  other  nymplis,  thy  lovers  ill  T 
ke  refuge  in  weak  punch,  but  rack 
M>nsc  of  the  wonl),  whene'er  I  fill 
ad  midnight  beakers  to  the  brim, 
!  next  morning  with  its  synonym. 

LIV. 

D  Juan  for  the  present  safe — 

nd,  poor  fellow,  but  severely  wounded ; 

bis  corporal  pangs  amount  to  lialf 

i  with  which  his  Haidee's  bosom  bounded  ? 

at  one  to  weep,  and  rave,  and  chafe, 

n  give  way,  cubdued  because  sarroaDded; 

■r  was  a  Moorish  maid,  from  Fei, 

is  Eden,  or  a  wildemeta. 

LV. 

large  olive  rains  its  amber  store 

le  fonts;  there  grain,  and  flower,  and  fruit, 

I  the  earth  until  the  land  runs  o'er ; 

e  too  many  a  poiM>u-tree  has  root, 

ight  listens  lo  tlie  lion's  roar, 

ig,  long  deserts  scorch  the  camel's  foot, 

g  whelm  the  helpless  caravan, 

!  soil  ic,  so  the  licart  of  man. 


LVI. 
Afric  is  all  the  sun's,  and  as  her  earth 

llrr  human  elay  is  kindled,  full  of  power 
For  good  or  evil,  burning  from  its  birth. 

The  Moorish  blood  partakes  the  planet's  liour,        '' 
And  like  tli'*  «oil  beneath  it  will  bring  forth: 

Beauty  and  love  were  Haidee's  mother's  dower: 
Rut  her  large  dark  eye  fthow'd  deep  Passion's  force, 
Though  sleeping  like  a  lion  near  a  source. 

LVII. 

Her  daughter,  temper'd  with  a  milder  ray, 

Lhir  summer  clouds  all  Mlvery,  smooth,  and  fiir. 

Till  slowly  diarged  with  thunder  they  display 
Terror  to  earth,  and  tempest  to  the  air. 

Had  held  till  now  her  soft  and  milky  way; 
But,  overwrought  with  passion  and  despair. 

The  lire  burst  forth  from  her  Numidian  veins. 

Even  as  the  simoom  sleeps  the  blasted  plains. 

LYIII. 

The  last  sight  which  slie  saw  was  Juan's  gore, 

And  he  himself  o'ermaster'd  and  cut  dowu; 
His  bltKNl  was  running  on  the  very  floor 

Where  late  be  trod,  her  beautiful,  her  own  : 
Thus  much  she  view'd  an  instant  and  no  more, — 

Her  struggles  ceased  with  oue  convnUive  groan; 
On  her  sire's  anii.  which  until  nows<'arcc  held 
Her  writhing,  fell  sJie  like  a  cedar  foll'd. 

I.IX. 
A  vein  bad  burst,'  and  her  sweet  lips'  pure  dyes 

Were  dabbled  vtiih  tlie  de<'p  blooti  which  ran  o'er; 
And  her  head  droop'd  as  wlien  the  lily  lies 

O'ercharged  with  rain :  lier  summon'd  liandmaids  bore 
Their  ludy  to  her  couch  with  gusliing  eyes; 

Of  herbs  and  conlials  they  pro<luced  their  store, 
Bui  she  defied  all  means  they  could  employ, 
Like  one  life  cuuld  not  hold,  nor  death  destroy. 

LX. 
Days  lay  site  in  that  slate  unchanged,  though  chill. 

With  nothing  livid,  still  her  lips  were  red; 
She  h.id  no  puUe,  but  death  scem'd  absent  stilt; 

No  hideous  sign  proclaim'd  her  surely  dead ; 
Corruption  came  not  in  each  mind  to  kill 

All  hope ;  to  look  upon  her  sweet  face  bred 
New  thoughts  uf  life,  for  it  seem'd  full  of  soul. 
She  had  so  much,  cartli  could  not  claim  the  whole. 

LXI. 

The  ruling  passion,  such  as  marble  shows 
When  exquisitely  chisell'd,  still  lay  there, 

But  fix'd  as  marble's  unchanged  aspect  throws 
O'er  the  fair  Venus,  but  for  ever  fair; 

O'er  the  Laocoon's  all  eternal  throes, 
And  e«er-dying  Gladiator's  air, 

Tlieir  energy  like  life  forms  all  their  fame. 

Yet  looks  not  hfc,  for  they  are  still  tlie  same. 

LXII. 
She  wok<*  at  length,  but  not  as  sleepers  wake. 

Rather  the  dead,  for  life  seem'd  something  new, 
A  strange  sensation  which  she  mast  partake 
'     Perforce,  kince  whatsoever  met  her  ^  icw 
Struck  not  on  memory,  though  a  heavy  ache 

Lay  at  her  heart,  whone  earliest  beat  still  true 
Brought  back  the  sense  of  |>ain  without  tlie  cause. 
Fur,  for  .1  while,  tlie  furies  made  a  pause. 
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LXIII. 

8Ue  look'd  on  maay  a  face  with  racant  eye, 
On  many  a  token  without  knowing  what; 

She  saw  them  watch  her  without  ajikiog  why. 
And  reck'd  not  who  around  her  pillow  sat; 

Not  speechless  though  she  spoke  not :  not  a  sigh 
Relieved  her  thoughts;  dull  silence  and  quick  chat 

Were  tried  in  vain  by  those  who  served ;  she  gave 

No  sign,  save  breath,  of  having  left  the  grave. 

LXIV. 
Her  handmaids  tended,  but  she  heeded  not; 

Her  father  watch'd,  she  Cum'd  her  eyes  away ; 
She  recognised  no  being,  and  no  spot, 

However  dear  or  cherish'd  in  tlicir  diy ; 
They  changed  from  room  to  room,  but  all  forgot, 

Gentle,  but  without  memory,' she  lay; 
And  yet  those  eyes,  which  they  would  fain  be  weaning 
Back  to  old  thoughts,  seem'd  full  of  fearful  meaning. 

LXV. 

At  last  a  slave  bethought  her  of  a  harp; 

The  harper  came,  and  tuned  his  instrument ; 
At  the  first  notes,  irregular  and  sharp. 

On  him  her  flashing  eyes  a  moment  bent, 
Then  to  the  wall  slie  tum'd,  as  if  to  warp 

Her  thoughu  firom  sorrow  through  her  heart  re-sent. 
And  he  began  a  long  low  island  song 
Of  ancient  days,  ere  tyranny  grew  strong. 

LXVI. 
Anon  her  thin  wan  fingers  beat  the  wall 

In  time  to  his  old  tune;  he  changed  the  theme. 
And  sung  of  love,  the  fierce  name  struck  through  all 

Her  recollection ;  on  her  ilash'd  tiie  dream 
Of  what  she  wan,  and  is,  if  ye  could  call 

To  be  so  being:  in  a  gusliing  stream 
The  tears  rush'd  forth  from  her  o'erclouded  brain,  * 
Like  mountain  mi^its  at  length  dissolved  in  rain. 

LXVII. 

Short  solace,  vain  relief '.—thought  came  too  quick, 
And  whirl'd  her  brain  to  madness:  she  arose 

As  one  who  ne'er  had  dwelt  among  the  sick, 
And  flew  at  all  she  met,  as  on  her  foes; 

Dut  no  one  ever  heard  her  speak  or  shriek, 

Although  her  paroxysm  drew  towards  its  close : 

Hers  was  a  frenzy  which  disdain'd  to  rave, 

Even  when  they  smote  her,  in  the  hope  to  save. 

Yet  she  betray'd  at  times  a  gleam  of  sense ; 

Nothing  could  make  her  meet  her  father's  face, 
Though  on  all  other  things  with  looks  intense 

She  gazed,  but  none  she  ever  could  retrace; 
Food  she  refused,  and  raiment;  no  pretence 

Avail'd  for  cither;  neither  change  of  place. 
Nor  time,  nor  skill,  nor  remedy,  could  give  her 
Senses  to  sleep — the  power  seem'd  gone  for  ever. 

LXIX. 

Twelve  days  and  nights  she  wither  d  thus ;  at  last, 
Witliout  a  groan,  or  sigh,  or  glance,  to  show 

A  parting  pang,  the  spirit  from  her  pass'd: 

And  they  who  watch'd  her  nearest  could  not  know 

The  very  instant,  till  the  change  that  cast 
Her  sweet  £ice  into  shadow,  dull  and  slow. 

Glazed  o'er  her  eyes — (he  beautiful,  the  black — 

Oh!  to  possess  such  lustre — and  then  lack! 


J. 


IJLX« 
She  died,  but  not  alone ;  slie  bekl  within 

A  second  principle  of  lifie,  which  aii|^t 
Have  dawn'd  a  fair  and  uoleM  child  of  on : 

But  closed  iia  little  being  without  h^t. 
And  went  down  to  the  grave  unboro,  wfaereia 

Blossom  and  bough  lie  wither'd  with  one  bli^; 
Fn  vain  the  dews  of  heaven  descend  above 
The  bleeding  flower  and  blasted  fruit  of  love. 

LXXI. 

Thus  lived — thus  died  ahe  ;  never  more  on  her 
Shall  sorrow  light  or  shame.     She  was  not  oair 

Through  years  or  moons  the  inner  weight  to  l«er, 
Which  colder  hearts  endure  till  tbey  are  laid 

By  age  in  earth ;  her  dap  and  pleasures  were 
Brief,  but  delightful — such  as  had  not  stay d 

Long  with  her  destiny ;  but  she  sleeps  weU 

By  the  seashore  wheraon  she  loved  to  dwelL 

LXXII. 

That  isle  is  now  all  deflate  and  bare. 

Its  dwellings  down,  its  tenants  pass'd  away  ,- 

None  but  her  own  and  father's  grave  is  tberr. 
And  nothing  outward  tells  of  human  daj :  - 

Te  could  not  know  where  lies  a  thing  to  fsir. 
No  stone  is  there  to  show,  no  tongue  to  lay 

What  was ;  no  dirge,  except  the  hollow  tea's, 

Mourns  o'er  the  beauty  of  the  Cydades. 

LXXIII. 

But  many  a  Greek  maid  in  a  loving  song 
Sighs  o'er  her  name,  and  many  an  islander 

With  her  sire's  story  makes  the  night  less  loa(; 
Valour  was  his,  and  beauty  dwelt  with  her , 

If  she  loved  rashly,  her  life  paid  for  wrong — 
A  heavy  price  must  aU  pay  who  thus  err. 

In  some  shape ;  let  none  think  to  fly  the  dan^, 

For  soon  or  late  Love  is  his  own  avenger. 

LXXIV. 

But  let  me  change  this  theme,  vk  hich  grows  too  itL 
And  lay  this  sheet  of  sorrow  on  the  shdf ; 

I  dou't  much  like  describing  people  mad. 
For  fear  of  seemin{^  rather  touch'd  myself— 

Besides,  I  've  no  more  on  this  head  to  atM : 
Aud  as  my  Hu&e  is  a  capricious  elf. 

We  '11  put  about  and  try  another  tack 

With  Juan,  left  half-kiU'd  some  stanias  back. 

LXXV. 

Wounded  and  fetter'd,  «  cabin'd,  cribb'd,  conbairJ ' 
Some  days  and  nights  elapsed  before  that  h< 

Could  altogether  call  the  pa»t  to  nxind; 
And  when  he  did,  he  found  himself  ai  sea. 

Sailing  six  knots  an  hour  before  the  wind; 
The  shores  of  lUon  lay  beneath  their  lee— 

Another  time  he  might  have  liked  to  see  em. 

But  now  was  not  much  pleased  with  Ctft  Sigma 

LXXV  I. 

There,  on  the  green  and  villago-cotted  hill,  it 
(FUuk'd  by  the  Hellespont  and  by  the  sei) 

Entomb'd  the  bravest  of  the  brave,  Achilles . 
They  say  so — (Bryant  sa^-s  the  contrary; : 

Aud  further  downward,  Ult  and  towering,  stili  h- 
rhc  tumulus— of  whom  ?  Heaven  kno«s ;  '  ^ 

Patroclus,  Ajaz,  or  Protcsilaus, — 

All  heroes,  who  if  living  stiU  would  slay  m. 
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LXXVll. 

irrowi,  without  marble  or  t  nanw, 
*l,  untill'd,  and  mountain-tkirted  plain, 
I  in  the  di&taoo<>,  mill  the  «ame, 
old  Soamander  (if 't  it  he\  remain  ; 
latioD  »eems  still  form'd  for  fame~- 
udre<l  thoutand  men  mi(rht  fight  aiain 
iM ;  but  where  I  son(;hC  for  llion't  walli, 
iet  »heep  feeda,  and  the  tortoise  crawU; 

LXXVin. 

of  unteoded  lioncs ;  here  and  there 
*  little  hamlets  with  new  names  uncoath  ; 
hcplierds  (unlike  Paris),  led  to  stare 
>mrnt  at  the  Kuropo»n  youth 
to  the  spot  their  school-boy  feelings  bear ; 
rk,  ^ith  beads  in  hand  and  pipe  in  mouth, 
fly  taken  with  hii  own  religion, 
at  1  found  there— but  the  de? i)  a  Phrygian. 

LXXIX. 
an,  here  permitted  tit  rmerf^ 
1  his  dull  cabin,  found  himself  a  slave; 
I,  and  gating  on  the  deep  blue  snrge, 
b.iilnw'd  there  by  nuiny  a  hero's  grave  : 
till  witli  lost  of  blood,  he  scarce  coald  urge 
w  brief  questions ;  and  the  answers  gave 
f  itatisfaetory  information     / 
bis  past  or  present  situation* 

1.XXX. 

some  fiellow-captives,  who  appear'd 
e  Italians — n%  they  were,  in  fact; 
hem,  at  lea^t,  their  destiny  1m  heard, 
;h  was  an  odd  one ;  a  troop  going  to  act 
ly— all  singers,  duly  rear'd 
leir  vocation,— had  not  been  attack'd, 
Dg  from  Livomo,  by  the  pirate, 
d  by  the  impresario  at  no  high  rite;' 

i.xxxr. 

of  lhe«e,  the  buffo  of  the  party, 
was  told  about  their  curious  case ; 
liough  de%iine4i  10  the  Turkish  marl,  he 
kept  his  spirits  up— at  tea«t  his  face; 
tie  fellow  really  look'd  quite  hearty, 
iKire  him  with  some  gaiety  and  grace, 
ig  a  much  more  reronriled  demeanour 
id  the  prima  donna  and  the  lenor. 

I.XXXII. 

ft  words  he  told  their  luplcM  story, 
ng,  M  Our  Machiavelian  impresario, 
(  a  Mgnal  off  some  promontory, 
d  u  strange  brig ;  (lorpo  di  (laio  Mario! 
re  trauftfvrr'd  on  boani  her  in  a  hurry, 
lOut  a  single  scudo  of  salario ; 
the  sultan  has  a  taste  for  song, 
I  revive  our  fortunes  before  long. 

LXXXlil. 
)rima  donna,  thoU(;h  a  little  old, 
haggard  with  a  dissifnicd  life, 
bject,  when  the  house  is  thin,  to  cold, 
tome  good  notes ;  and  (hen  the  tenor's  wife, 
o  great  voire,  is  pleasing  to  behold  ; 
carnival  sUe  made  a  deal  of  strife, 
-ying  off  (^ount  Cacvir  (^ieogna 
in  old  HoBun  princess  at  Dologna. 


LXXXIV. 
«  And  then  there  are  tlie  dancers ;  there 's  the  Niui, 

With  more  than  one  profession  gains  by  all ; 
Then  there's  that  laughing  slut,  tlie  Pellegrini, 

She  too  was  fortunate  last  carnival. 
And  made  at  least  five  hundred  good  tecchini. 

But  spends  so  fisst,  she  has  not  now  a  paul ; 
And  then  there 's  the  Grotesca— such  a  dancw ! 
Where  men  have  souls  or  bodies  she  must  aatVlV. 

LXXXV. 

a  As  for  the  figuranti,  they  are  tike 
The  rest  of  all  tliat  tribe;  with  liere  and  there 

A  pretty  person,  which  perhaps  may  strike. 
The  rest  are  hardly  fitted  for  a  fair ; 

There 's  one,  tliough  tall,  ind  slif  fer  tlaan  a  pike. 
Vet  has  a  sentimental  kind  uf  air, 

Wliich  might  go  fisr,  but  she  don't  dance  with  vigour; 

The  more 's  the  pity,  witJi  her  face  and  figure. 

IJCXXVI. 

«  As  for  the  men,  (hey  are  a  middling  set ; 

The  yufcico  is  but  a  eraek'd  old  basin, 
Bui,  being  qualified  in  one  way  yet. 

May  the  seraglio  do  to  set  his  face  in. 
And  us  a  servant  some  preferment  get ; 

His  singing  1  no  further  trust  ran  place  in  : 
From  ail  the  pope  ^  makes  yearly,  t  would  perplex 
To  find  three  perfect  pipes  of  the  third  sex. 

LXXXVII. 

M  The  tenor's  voice  is  spoilt  by  affecUition, 
And  fur  the  bass,  the  beast  can  only  bellow ; 

In  fact,  he  had  no  singing  education. 

An  ignorant,  noteless,  timeless,  tuneless  fellow. 

But  l>eiug  the  prima  donna's  near  relation. 

Who  swore  his  voice  was  very  rich  and  mellow, 

Tlicy  hired  him,  though  to  hear  him  you'd  believe 

An  ass  was  practising  recitative. 

LXXXVIir. 
«  T  would  not  become  myself  10  dwell  upon 

My  own  merits,  and  though  young>~l  see,  sir— you 
Ha«e  got  a  travcll'd  air,  which  \howk  you  one 

To  whom  the  opera  is  by  no  means  new  : 
You've  heard  of  Raucocanii? — I  'm  tlie  man; 

The  time  may  come  when  you  may  hear  me  too  ; 
You  was  not  last  year  at  the  fair  of  Lugo, 
But  next,  when  I  m  engaged  to  sing  there— do  go. 

Lxxxrx. 

M  Our  liarytone  I  almost  had  forgot, 
A  pretty  lad,  but  bur»ting  with  conceit ; 

With  graceful  action,  science  not  a  jot, 

A  voice  of  no  great  compass,  and  not  svrect, 

lie  always  it  complaining  of  his  lot, 

Fontontli,  scarce  lit  for  ballads  in  tlie  street ; 

In  lovrrk'  parts  his  passion  more  to  breathe. 

Having  no  heart  to  show,  lie  sliows  his  teeth.N 

XC 
Here  lauracanti's  eloquent  recital 

Was  interrupted  by  the  pirate  crew, 
Who  camr  at  staled  moments  to  invite  all 

The  captives  back  to  ilieir  sad  birtlu ;  each  threw 
A  rueful  gbnce  upon  the  «a%es  ;vkhich  bright  all. 

From  (he  blue  skie^  deri%ed  a  double  blue, 
Dancing  all  free  and  happy  in  the  sun), 
And  then  weM  down  the  hatchway  one  by  one. 
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XCf. 
They  h«ard,  next  day,  that  in  the  Dardandlet. 

Wailing  for  his  sublimity's  6rman — 
The  most  imperative  of  sovereign  spells, 

Which  every  body  does  without  who  can,— 
More  to  secure  them  in  their  naral  cells, 

I^ady  to  lady,  well  as  man  to  man. 
Were  to  be  chain'd  and  lotted  out  per  couple 
For  tht  alaTC-market  of  Constantinople. 

xcn. 

It  seems  when  this  allotment  was  made  oat, 

There  chanced  to  be  an  odd  male  and  odd  female, 

Who  (after  some  discussion  and  some  doubt 
If  the  soprano  might  be  doom'd  lo  fie  male, 

They  placed  him  o'er  (he  women  as  a  scout) 
Were  link'<l  together,  and  it  liappcnM  the  male 

Was  Juan,  who — an  awkward  thing  at  his  age — 

Pair'd  off  with  a  Bacchante's  blooming  visage. 

XGIII. 
With  Rancocanti  lucklessly  was  chain'd 

The  tenor ;  these  two  hated  with  a  hate 
Found  only  on  the  stage,  and  each  more  pain'd 

With  this  his  tuneful  neighbour  than  his  fate ; 
Sad  strife  arose,  for  they  were  so  cross-grain'd. 

Instead  of  bearing  up  without  debate. 
That  each  puU'd  different  ways  with  many  an  oath, 
u  Arcades  ambo,»  id  est — blackguards  both. 

XCIV. 
Juan's  companion  was  a  Romagnole, 

Rut  bred  within  (he  March  of  old  Ancona, 
With  eyes  that  look'd  into  (he  very  soul 

(And  other  chief  points  of  a  «<  bella  donna»), 
Bright — and  as  black  and  burning  as  a  coal ; 

And  through  her  clear  brunette  complexion  shone  a 
dreat  wish  to  please — a  most  attractive  dower, 
Especially  when  added  to  the  power. 

XCV. 
Dut  all  that  power  was  wasted  upon  him, 

For  sorrow  o'er  each  sense  held  stem  command ; 
Her  eye  might  flash  on  his,  but  found  it  dim; 

And  though  thus  chain'd,  as  natural  her  hand 
Toucli'd  his,  nor  tliat — nor  any  handsome  limb 

(And  she  had  some  not  easy  to  withstand) 
Could  siir  his  pulse,  or  make  his  faith  feel  brittle; 
Porliaps  his  recent  wounds  might  help  a  little. 

XCVI. 
No  matter;  we  should  ne'er  too  much  inquire, 

But  facts  are  facts, — no  knight  could  be  more  trne. 
And  firmer  faith  no  ladye-lovc  desire  ; 

We  will  omit  the  proofs,  save  one  or  two. 
'T  is  said  no  one  in  hand  «  can  hold  a  fire 

By  thought  of  frosty  Caucasus,)*  but  few 
I  really  think;  yet  Juan's  then  ordeal 
Was  more  triumphant,  and  not  much  less  real. 

xc\'ir. 

Here  I  might  enter  on  a  chaste  description,*       • 
Having  withstood  temptation  in  my  youth. 

But  hear  that  several  people  take  exception 
At  the  first  two  books  liaving  too  much  truth; 

Therefore  I  'II  make  Don  Juan  leave  the  ship  soon. 
Because  the  publisher  declares,  in  sooth. 

Through  needles*  eyes  it  easier  for  the  camel  is 

To  pass,  than  those  two  cantos  into  families. 


XCV  in. 

'T  is  all  the  same  to  me,  I  'm  fond  of  ^^ding. 

And  thcKfore  leave  them  to  the  purer  page 
Of  Smollel,  Prior,  Arioato,  Fielding, 

HVho  say  itrange  things  for  bo  correct  an  age : 
I  oDce  had  great  alacrity  in  wielding 

My  pen,  and  liked  poetic  wrar  to  wage. 
And  recollect  the  time  when  all  this  cant 
Woold  have  provoked  remarka  which  now  it  daat 

XCIX. 

As  boys  love  rows,  my  boyhood  liked  a  squabbk; 

But  at  this  hoar  I  wisli  «o  pan  in  pcMse. 
lieaving  such  to  the  literary  rabble. 

Whether  my  verse's  fame  be  doom'd  to  cease 
While  the  right  hand  which  wrote  it  still  is  able, 

Or  of  some  centuries  to  take  a  lease. 
The  grass  upon  my  grave  will  grow  a«  long. 
And  sigh  lo  midnight  winds,  but  not  to  soog. 

C. 

Of  poets  who  come  down  to  us  through  distiaer 
Of  lime  and  tongues,  the  f«Kter-babcs  of  fame, 

Life  seems  the  smallest  portion  of  existence: 
Where  twenty  ages  gather  o'er  a  name, 

T  is  as  a  snowball  which  derives  assistance 
From  every  flake,  and  yet  rolls  on  the  same. 

Even  till  an  iceberg  it  may  chance  to  grow.— 

But  after  all 't  is  nothing  but  cold  snow. 

CI. 
And  so  great  names  are  nothing  more  than : 

And  love  of  glory's  but  an  airy  lust. 
Too  often  in  iu  fury  overcoming  all 

Who  would,  as  *t  were,  identify  their  dust 
From  out  the  wide  destruction  which,  entombiaf » 

Leaves  nothing  till  the  coming  of  the  jasi— 
Save  change :  1  've  stood  upon  Achilles'  tomb. 
And  lieard  Troy  doubted  ;  time  will  doubt  of  Ben 

CU. 

The  very  generations  of  the  dead 

Are  swept  away,  and  tomb  inherits  tomb. 

Until  the  memory  of  an  age  is  fled. 
And,  buried,  sinks  beneath  ib»  offspring's  doe* 

Where  are  the  epitaplis  our  fathers  n-ad  ? 
Save  a  few  glean'd  from  the  sepulchral  {|os0. 

Which  onoe-named  myriads  nameless  lie  teneiik 

And  lose  their  own  in  universal  death. 

cm. 

I  canter  by  the  spot  each  afternoon 

Where  perish'd  in  his  fame  the  bero-bor. 

Who  lived  too  long  for  men,  but  died  too'sooo 
For  human  vanity,  the  young  De  Foix! 

A  broken  pillar  not  uncouthly  hewn. 
But  which  neglect  is  hastening  to  destroy. 

Records  Ravenna's  carnage  on  its  face. 

While  weeds  and  ordure  rankle  round  the  hax} 

CIV. 

I  pass  each  day  where  Dante's  bones  are  laid : 
A  little  cupola,  more  neat  than  solemn. 

Protects  his  dust,  but  reverence  here  is  paid 
To  the  bard's  tomb,  and  not  the  warrior's  col* | 

The  time  must  come  when  both,  alike  decavi 
Tlie  chieftain's  trophy  and  the  poets  volam'. 

Will  sink  where  lie  the  songs  and  wars  of  tmh. 

Before  Pelides'  death  or  Homer's  birth. 
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cv. 

n.ia  Mood  thai  roluinn  wat  cementrd, 
uniau  tilih  that  column  i%  dcfilml, 
|>fM«:int'i  ronrie  contrmpt  werr  vrulnl, 
w  lii^  lonlliint;  of  tlip  Kpot  he  spoil'd  ; 
lie  imphy  u«rd,  and  thiu  lammtrd 

I  r«iT  br  thoM*  hloofl-hniinds  from  vkoce  wild 
if  t;orr  and  (;lnry  earth  ha<  known 

fffriD(;«  Dante  »aw  in  hell  alone. 

cvr. 

will  fttill  he  hanU  ;  tliou(;h  fame  i«  iimnkr, 
irs  arr  frankinrraiir  to  human  thought ; 
iitit]ui<*l  fi-rlin|;H,  %hirh  (iret  woke 

II  the  woHd,  will  kcpW  wlint  then  they  Mtii(;hl ; 

•  i)rarh  the  wnvei  at  last  are  broke, 

0  their  eitreme  %er(;e  the  paMions  brought, 
>  poetry,  whieh  is  but  paf^ion, 

st  was  %o  ere  it  (;rew  a  faihiou. 

CVII. 
rounie  uf  such  a  life  as  was 
V  adventurous  aift  contemplativrt 
»  piirtake  all  |iasviou«  as  tbcy  pats, 
re  the  deep  and  bitter  power  to  give 
a(;e»  again,  as  in  a  ri'**^' 

1  MH'h  colours  ili.«i  they  seem  to  live: 

r  do  ri|;ht  forbiilding  them  to  show  'em. 
I  (1  think)  a  very  pretty  poem. 

CVlll. 
who  make  the  fortunes  of  all  books** 

I  cenileans  of  the  MHH>nd  sei ! 
-rrtise  new  poems  by  your  looks, 

•«  iniprimaturn  will  ye  D<»t  annei,— 
lust  I  go  to  the  oblivious  cook^, — 
(Umii^li  plumlerers  of  Parnasuan  wrecks! 
.t  I  llieu  the  only  minstrel  be 
^1  from  tasting  your  Castalian  tea  ? 

CIX. 

III  f  prove  «  a  lionn  then  no  more? 
-room  lianl,  a  fook-ap,  hot-press  darling,  * 
the  romplimeuts  of  many  a  bore, 

gh  «  I  ciu'l  get  out,"  like  Yorirk's  starling. 

II  I  'II  ««ear,  as  poet  Wonly  swore 

I'M*  the  world  won't  read  liiin,  always  sn-irliui;':, 

le  In  {;oiie,  that  fime  is  but  a  lottery, 

y  the  blue-cait  misses  of  a  coterie.  e 

ex. 

irkly,  deeply,  beautifully  blue,» 

iM>  one  M>mewhere  siii(;s  al»ont  the  tky, 

I'  liMrnifl  Udies,  say  of  you; 

tiv  your  «to<-kings  are  so  (Heaven  knows  «hv, 

Lainiiied  few  p.iir  of  that  hue^ ; 

H  ihf  gartt-rs  wliirli  serenely  lie 

lie  piiriri.in  lefi-le|^,  whirli  adorn 

il  midnight  aud  the  levee  mora. 

CXI. 

•  of  you  are  mo*!  <(or.ipliir  creatures— 
iius  are  alti-r d  viner.  .1  rhyming  h>ver, 

i  my  ot  iii7.is,  and  I  read  your  ftotunt: 
•liut  no  iii.ilier,  all  thuM*  tliiu(;H  Arcosrr; 
ivc  no  dislike  to  leHrnrd  luilures, 
imrtimes  such  a  wnrM  of  virtues  cover; 
one  wom.in  of  that  purple  school, 
liest,  diastest,  best,  bul^^uite  a  fsol. 


CXII. 
Humboldt,  «  ilie  Grst  of  travcllen.*  but  not 

Hie  bst,  if  late  accounts  l>e  accurate. 
Invented,  by  ^ome  name  I  liuve  forgot. 

As  well  as  the  sublime  discovery's  dale. 
An  airy  instrument,  viith  vihich  he  sought 

To  ascertain  the  atmospheric  state, 
Ry  ine.isuring  «  the  iuten%ity  ofhluer» 
Ob,  Lady  l>aphnc  !  U't  nie  measure  you ! 

CXIII. 
Rut  to  the  narrative. — The  vessel  bound 

With  slaves  to  sell  off  in  the  capital. 
After  the  usual  process,  might  be  found 

At  aoclior  duder  the  seraglio  wall ; 
Her  cargo,  from  the  pbgiie  lieing  safe  aiMi  mniikI, 

Were  landed  in  the  market,  one  and  all. 
And  there,  with  Georgians,  Rusaians,  and  Cirr.isaiant, 
Rought  up  for  different  purposes  and  pasdons. 

CXIV. 

Some  went  off  dearly  :  Kfieen  hundred  dollars 

For  one  Circassi.in,  a  swtrt  girl,  were  given. 
Warranted  virgin ;  beauty's  brightest  colours 

Had  de«'k'd  her  out  iu  all  the  hues  of  heaven  : 
Her  sale  sent  home  some  disappointed  bawlers. 

Who  bade  on  till  the  hundreds  rcach'd  eleven ; 
Rut  vihen  the  offer  went  beyond,  they  knew 

T  was  for  the  sultan,  and  at  once  withdrew. 

CXV. 
Twelve*negresAes  from  Nubia  brought  a  price 

Which  ihe  West-Indian  market  scarce  wonid  bring; 
Though  Wilberforce,  at  last,  lias  made  it  twice 

What  t  was  ere  abolition ;  and  the  thing 
Need  not  seem  very  wonderful,  for  vice 

Is  always  much  more  splendid  than  a  king  : 
The  virtues,  even  the  most  exalted,  charily. 
Are  saving — vice  spam  nothing  for  a  rarity. 

CXVI. 

Rut  for  the  destiny  of  this  young  troop. 

How  some  were  bought  by  paclias,  some  by  Jews, 

How  some  to  burdens  were  obliged  to  sloop. 
And  others  rose  to  the  command  of  crews 

As  renegadoes;  while  in  hapless  group. 
Hoping  no  very  ohi  viiier  might  chuse. 

The  females  stoo«t,  as  one  by  one  tliey  pick'd  >m. 

To  make  a  mistress,  or  fourth  wife,  or  victim. 

CXVII. 
All  this  must  be  reserved  for  further  song  ; 

Also  our  hero's  lot,  howe'er  unpleasant 
(Rccause  this  canto  has  iK'come  too  long). 

Must  be  p*<tponed  discreetly  for  the  present; 
I  'm  s4'Usihle  redundancy  is  wning, 

y.ul  roitld  not  f«>r  the  musc  of  uie  put  liss  iu  't: 
And  now  dcliy  die  pni|*riss  of  Don  Juan, 
Till  what  iscall'd  in  (Ksi.in  the  tifth  I>'i.ui. 
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CAKTO  V. 


I. 

When  amatory  poet*  UDg  their  loves 

lo  liquid  iiaes  inelliduou«ly  blaud. 
And  praife  their  rhymes  ax  Venus  yokes  her  doves, 

They  little  think  what  mis(hief  is  in  hand; 
The  greater  tlieir  success  the  worM>  it  prove*. 

As  (>>id's  verse  may  mnke  you  understand; 
Even  Petrarch's  self,  if  jud);ed  with  due  severity, 
Ih  the  Platonic  pimp  of  all  posterity. 

II. 

r  therefore  do  denounce  all  amorous  ^Titing, 
Except  in  such  a  way  us  not  to  attract ; 

Plain  ^simple — short,  and  by  no  means  inviting, 
Kut  with  a  moral  to  each  error  tack'd, 

Form'd  rather  for  instructing  than  delighting, 
And  with  all  pusions  in  their  turn  attack'd; 

Now,  if  my  Pegasus  should  not  he  shod  ill, 

This  poem  will  become  a  moral  nuMlel. 

III. 

The  European  with  the  Asian  shore  • 

Sprinkled  with  palaces ;  the  ocean  stream,' 

Hen*  and  there  studded  with  a  sevcoty-fbur; 
Sophia's  cupola  with  golden  gleam; 

The  cypress  groves;  Ohnypus  high  and  hoar; 

The  twelve  isles,  and  the  more  liinu  I  could  dream, 

Far  Icss  describe,  present  the  very  view 

Which  charm'd  the  charming  Mary  Montagu. 

IV. 

I  li.ive  a  pas<iiou  for  the  name  of  u  Mary,>i 

For  once  it  was  a  magic  souud  to  me, 
And  still  it  half  calls  up  the  re.ilms  of  fairy. 

Where  I  beheld  what  never  was  to  be; 
Ail  feelings  clianged,  but  this  was  last  to  vary, 

A  spell  from  which  even  yet  I  am  not  quite  free : 
Hut  I  grow  sad — and  let  a  talc  grow  cold, 
Which  must  not  be  pathetically  told. 

V. 

The  wind  swept  down  the  Eiixinc,  and  tlie  wave 
Broke  foaming  o'er  the  blue  Symplegndes, 

T  is  a  grand  sight,  from  off  «  the  Ciiant's  Gnive,»- 
To  watch  the  progress  of  those  ruUiug  seas 

Retween  the  Bosphorus,  as  Ihcy  lash  and  lave 
Europe  and  Asia,  you  being  quite  at  ease ; 

There  s  not  a  sea  the  passenger  e'er  pukes  in 

Turns  up  more  dangerous  breakers  than  the  Euxine. 

VI. 
T  w;is  a  raw  day  of  Autnmn's  bleak  beginning. 

When  nights  arc  equal,  but  not  so  the  days  ; 
The  Parcae  then  cut  short  the  further  spiniiiug 

Of  seamen's  fates,  aud  the  loud  tempests  raise 
The  >An(ers,  and  repeutauce  for  past  sinning 

In  all  who  o'er  the  great  deep  take  their  ways : 
They  vow  to  amend  their  lives,  and  yet  they  dou't; 
Because  if  drown'd,  they  can't — if  spared,  they  won't 


VII. 

A  crowd  of  ifaivering  slaves  of  every  natioD, 
And  age,  and  sex,  were  in  the  market  raapd ; 

Each  bevy  with  the  merckianc  io  liis  scaiioo : 
Poor  creatures  1  tlieir  good  looks  were  »dlf  ducf  J 

All  save  the  blacks  Mrem'tl  j^idcd  with  %exatiiia. 
From  friends,  and  home,  and  freedom  far  estna^: 

Tlic  negroes  more  philosophy  display 'd, — 

Used  to  it,  no  doubt,  at  eels  are  to  he  fUy  d. 

VIII. 

Juan  was  jurenile,  and  thiu  was  full. 

As  most  at  his  age  are,  of  hope,  and  health  .- 
Yet  I  must  own  he  look'd  a  little  dull. 

And  now  and  then  a  tear  stole  down  by  ^tralik. 
Perliaps  his  recent  lost  of  hlood  might  pull 

liis  spirit  down ;  and  then  the  los«  of  weallh. 
A  mistnts,  and  such  comfortahlc  quarters 
To  be  put  up  for  auction  amongst  "rartart. 

Were  things  to  shake  a  ttoir ;  ue-'ertkelet<. 

Upon  the  whole  hit  carri^  wa»  serene . 
Ills  figure,  and  the  splendour  of  liit  dress. 

Of  which  tome  gilded  remoanu  still  were  Mt, 
Drew  all  eyes  on  him,,  giving  them  to  guess 

lie  was  above  the  vulgar  by  his  mien ; 
And  then,  though  pale,  he  was  tO  very  handjutf. 

And  then — they  calculated  on  hit  rantom. 

X. 

Like  a  backgammon-board  tho  place  was  dotird 
With  whites  and  blacks,  in  groups  on  tfaov  fbrar 

Though  rather  more  irreguiariy  »poitcd : 

Some  bought  tlie  jet,  while  others  chose  tbe  pab- 

It  clianced,  amongst  the  otlier  people  lotted, 
A  man  of  thirty,  rather  stout  aud  iiale. 

W^ith  resolution  in  hit  dark  gray  eye. 

Next  Juan  ttood,  till  tome  mighi  chute  to  bur. 

XI. 
lie  had  an  Englith  look;  that  it,  was  tquare 

In  make,  of  a  complexion  white  aud  ruddy. 
Good  teeth,  with  curling  rather  dark  brown  hair. 

And,  it  might  be  from  thought,  or  toil,  or  »tuJ;, 
An  open  brow  a  little  uiark'd  with  care  : 

One  arm  had  on  a  bandage  rather  bloody ; 
And  there  he  ttood  with  such  san^frotd.  that  jtt" 
Gould  scarce  be  shown  even  by  a  mere  tpccutor. 

XU. 

But  seeing  at  his  elbow  a  mere  lad, 

Of  a  high  spirit  evidently,  though 
At  present  weigh'd  down  by  a  doom  wlmh  \aA 

O'erthrown  even  men,  he  toon  began  to  tliow 
A  kind  of  blunt  compassiou  for  the  sad 

Lot  of  so  youug  a  partner  in  the  woe, 
Whieh  for  himself  he  tcem'd  to  deem  no  wooe 
Thau  any  other  scrape,  a  thing  of  course. 

XIII. 

«  My  boy !»— said  he,  «  amidst  this  motlev  cre» 
Of  Georgiant,  Russbns,  Nu]>iaus.  and  whatiwL 

All  ragamuffins  differing  but  in  hue. 

With  whom  it  is  our  luck  to  cast  our  lot, 

The  only  gentlemen  teem  1  and  you. 
So  let  ut  be  acquaiated,  at  we  ought : 

If  1  could  yield  you  any  contolaiion, 

T  would  give  me  pleature — Pray,  what  is  yoariua^ 
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XIV. 

u.iD  answrrii  «SpjniKh!»  lie  replied, 
oiiislii,  in  fai  t,  you  couM  not  be  a  Uirek; 
'■r\ili'  i\o{i%  nri*  not  so  proudly  eyed  : 
ni*  hail  pl.iy'd  you  here  a  pr/tly  freak, 
t\  iirr  w.iy  with  all  mro  till  they  're  liieti : 
OOP  mind, — '«he'll  turn,  perh.ipv,  neitwcek^ 
srnrd  mc  alv)  inurh  the  %ame  at  you, 
hut  I  ha>e  foiuid  it  nothing  new.** 

XV, 

ur,i*  said  Juan,  u  if  I  may  preftume, 

bruu(;ht  you  licrcTw— «()h!  not liiii|; Tery  rare— 

ais  and  a  drag-cliaiu »— «To  Ihii  doom 

hat  coniluried,  if  the  qno<»iion't  fair, 
vhii  h  I  >Kould  learn. w — « 1  senrcd  for  tome 
IS  with  the  Rusaian  army  here  and  there, 
ii)(;  lately,  by  8u«arrow'»  bidding, 
was  ta'cn  myself  instead  of  Widin.w 

XVI. 

on  no  frit-nds  ?m — « 1  had— but,  by  God's  bleuio};, 
not  bfi'U  troubled  with  them  lately.     Now 
UNwer'd  all  your  questions  without  prrsking, 
im  an  e<]U.d  eourU  sy  should  show.*— 
viiil  Juan,  M  't  were  a  tale  distniMug, 
mg  bi-sidcvw — «()h!  if 'ii>  really  so, 
-i(;lii  on  both  accounts  to  hold  your  toDgue; 
Ic  haddens  doubly  when  'tis  loug. 

XVII. 

3op  not :  Fortune  at  your  lime  of  life, 
J|;li  a  fi*niale  moderately  tickle, 
dly  lea^e  you  ^as  she's  not  your  wife; 
ly  length  of  days  in  huch  a  pickle. 
•  too  with  our  fate  were  such  a  strife 
;hc  corn-jdieaf  should  oppose  the  urkle  . 
the  sport  of  circumstances,  when 
jmstanc«*H  smhuu  the  «port  of  men.* 

XVIII. 
t,>>  Hfliil  Juan,  M  for  my  present  doom 
rn,  but  for  the  past; — 1  lo\nl  a  maid:* 
mI.  and  his  dark  eye  grew  full  of  gloom : 
le  tear  upon  bi%  ryebsh  staid 
ni.  and  then  dropp'd;  n  but  to  resume. 
jt  Miy  pres«:nt  lot.  sts  I  Itavr  Mid, 
deplore  so  much ;  for  I  lia%c  borue 
)s  ^hiih  have  the  hardiest  Oferworn,  « 

XIX. 

n)U|;h  de«*p.     itut  this  last  blow — »  atld  hen* 
P)>  (i  again,  and  turn  li  away  lii»  fare. 
iitth  JiiM  frieihi,  ••  1  thought  it  would  appear 
liiTe  hail  been  -i  Uidy  iu  the  rase; 
e  are  things  which  ask  a  tender  tear, 
IS  I  l(Mi  wouhl  shed  if  ni  y<iur  place  : 
|ion  my  lirsi  wife's  dying  day, 
«lun  my  second  rau  away  : 

XX. 

il„ — H  Vonr  third ! » <|uoth  Juan,  tanusg  round ; 
Miircrly  can  be  ihirty  :  have  you  three  7« 
ly  tN%o  at  present  ab<ivr  ground  : 

tis  nothing  vfinderfiil  lo  si-e 
on  thiice  in  holy  ^nlloek  bound !i* 

then,  your  third,"  >iw\  Juan;  «« what  diil  she* 
ii)l  run  away,  ttM>,  ilid  slie,  sir  > 
h.»— «■  Wliat  then :»— «  I  rau  away  from  h*  r.-* 
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XXI. 

«  Von  take  things  eoolly,  sir,»  said  Juan.     «  Wliy.w 
Replied  the  other.  Mwhal  eau  a  man  do? 

There  still  are  many  rainbows  in  your  sky. 

But  mine  have  vanish'd.     All,  when  iifr  is  new, 

Commence  with  feclin(;«  warm  and  prospects  high ; 
lUit  time  strips  our  illusions  of  their  hue. 

And  one  by  one  in  turn,  some  grand  mistake 

Casts  off  it%  bright  skiu  yearly,  like  the  snake. 

XXII. 

«T  is  true,  it  gels  anotlicr  bright  and  fmb. 

Or  fresher,  brighter,  but,  the  yfar  gone  ibrough. 

This  skin  must  go  the  way  too  of  all  ilesb. 
Or  sometimes  imly  wear  a  week  or  two; — 

Love  's  the  tirKt  net  which  spreads  its  deadly  mesh ; 
Ambition,  avarice,  vengeance,  'glory,  glue 

The  glittering  lime-twigs  of  our  latter  days. 

Where  still  «e  flutter  on  for  peace  or  praise.** 

XXIII. 

u  All  this  is  very  fine,  and  may  be  true,» 

S;iid  Juan ;  «  but  I  really  don't  see  how 
It  U'lters  preseut  times  with  me  or  you.N 

u  No!»  quoth  the  otlier;  «>yet  you  will  allow 
By  lietting  things  iu  their  right  point  of  view. 

Knowledge,  at  Icakt,  is  gain'd;  for  instance,  now, 
We  know  what  slavery  is,  and  our  disaster* 
May  teach  u«  belter  to  beltave  when  masters.* 

XXIV. 

N  Would  we  were  masters  now,  if  but  lo  try 

Their  pn-sfui  lessons  on  our  Pagan  frieudv  iiere,i> 

Saiil  Juan — swallowing  a  heBrt-bumiog  sigh  . 

M  lleav'n  help  the  scholar  whom  his  fortune  sendh  berr! » 

M  IVrhaps  we  shall  be  one  day,  by  and  by,» 

Rejuiu'd  the  other,  «  when  our  bad  luck  mends  lien*. 

Meantime  :voa  old  black  eunuch  seems  lo  ere  us} 

I  wi»h  to  (j-d  tliat  ^nicbody  would  buy  lu ! 

XXV. 

••  But  after  all,  what  is  our  preseol  slate? 

T  U  bad,  ami  iiiiiy  be  better — all  men's  lot : 
Most  men  are  slave*,  none  more  so  than  the  great. 

To  their  own  whims  and  passioa»,  and  what  noC{ 
So«-iety  iiself,  which  sliould  create 

Kindu4-^N,  destniys  what  little  we  had  got: 
To  fril  foi  none  is  the  true  social  art 
Of  the  world  s  stoick — men  without  a  heart.** 

XXVI. 

Just  now  a  bl.ick  old  neutral  personage 

()f  the  third  sex  steppd  up,  and  |>eeriog  o«rr 

The  captives.  M-eni'd  to  mark  tlifir  looks,  and  age. 
And  ca|»aliihiies,  as  lo  discover 

If  thev  were  litled  for  the  purposed  cage  ■ 
No  lailv  e'er  is  ogled  by  a  lu%er. 

Horse  by  a  lilac kh-g,  broadclolli  by  a  tailor, 

Fi^e  by  a  counsel,  felon  by  a  jailor, 

XXVII. 

As  is  a  slive  by  his  inti-iuled  bidiler- 
T  i-*  pliMsaut  |uirili.i>'i«ig  our  frllowM-rcalnres; 

Vml  all  are  to  Im*  Mtld,  if  you  t-onsith  r 
Tlii'ir  jias-ioiis,  and  -in-  dext'roiis;  smne  by  features      i 

Are  boiijjlit  up,  oIUt'.  by  a  warlike  hader. 

Some  bv  a  place — a»  tend  their  yi-ars  or  natures;  ^ 

The  nlo^t  by  reaily  t  ash — but  all  ha»e  prict>s. 

From  crowns  lo  kicks,  accurdiug  to  their  vices. 
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XXVIII. 
The  eunoch  having  eyed  them  o  er  with  care, 

Turo'd  to  the  merchant,  and  hegan  to  bid 
First  but  for  one,  and  after  for  the  pair; 

They  haggled,  wrangled,  swore,  too — so  they  did! 
As  though  they  were  in  a  mere  christian  fair, 

Cheapening  an  ox,  an  ass,  a  lamb,  or  kid ; 
So  that  their  bargain  sounded  like  a  battle 
For  this  superior  yoke  of  human  cattle. 

XXIX. 

At  last  they  settled  into  simple  grumbling, 

And  pulling  out  reluctant  purses,  and 
Turning  each  piece  of  silver  o'er,  and  tumbling 

Some  down,  and  weighing  others  in  their  hand. 
And  by  mistake  sequins  with  paras  jumbling, 

Until  the  sum  was  accurately  scann'd. 
And  then  the  mercliant,  giving  change  and  signing 
Receipts  in  full,  began  to  think  of  dining. 

XXX. 

I  wonder  if  his  appetite  was  good ; 

Or,  if  it  were,  if  also  his  digestion. 
Hethinks  at  meals  some  odd  thoughts  might  intrude. 

And  conscience  ask  a  curious  sort  of  question. 
About  the  right  divine  how  for  we  should 

Sell  flesh  and  blood.  When  dinner  has  oppress'd  one, 
I  think  it  is  perhaps  the  gloomiest  hour 
Which  turns  up  out  of  the  sad  twenty-four. 

XXXI. 
Voltaire  says  «(No;w  he  tells  you  that  Gandide 

Found  life  most  tolerable  after  meals; 
He  's  waong — unless  man  was  a  pig,  indeed, 

Repletion  rather  adds  to  what  he  feels ; 
Unless  he 's  drunk,  and  then  no  doubt  he 's  freed 

From  his  own  brain's  oppression  while  it  reelii. 
Of  food  I  think  with  Philip's  son,  or  rather 
Ammon's  (ill  pleased  with  one  world  and  one  father) ; 

XXXII. 

I  think  with  Alexander,  that  the  act 

Of  eating,  with  another  act  or  two, 
Makes  us  feci  our  mortality  in  fact 

Redoubled ;  when  a  roast  and  a  ragout. 
And  fish  and  soup,  by  some  side  dishes  back'd. 

Can  give  us  either  pain  or  pleasure,  who 
Would  pique  himself  on  intellects,  whose  use 
Depends  so  much  upon  the  gastric  juice? 

XXXIII. 

The  other  evening  (t  was  on  Friday  last) — 

This  is  a  fact,  and  no  poetic  fuble — 
Just  as  my  great  coat  was  about  me  cast, 

Jly  hat  and  [;lovcs  still  lying  on  the  table, 
I  heard  a  shot — 't  was  eight  o'clock  scarce  past — 

And  running  otit  as  fast  as  I  was  able, ' 
I  found  the  military  commandant 
Stretch'd  in  the  street,  and  able  scarce  to  pant. 

XXXIV. 

Poor  fellow!  for  some  reason,  surely  bad, 
They  had  slain  him  with  five  slugs;  and  left  him  there 

I'o  perish  on  the  pavement :  so  I  had       "^ 
Ilim  borne  into  the  house  and  up  the  stair, 

And  siripp'd,  and  look'd  to But  why  should  I  add 

More  circumstances?  vain  was  every  care; 

Thn  man  was  gone :  in  some  Italian  quarrel 

Kill'd  by  five  bullets  from  an  old  gun-baiftl.  4 


XXXV, 

I  gazed  upon  liim,  for  1  knew  him  wdll; 

And,  though  I  liave  seen  many  corpses,  ocvc 
Saw  one,  whom  such  an  accideot  bcfcl. 

So  calm;  though  pierced  thvough   stomac 
and  liver, 
Ue  seem'd  to  sleep,  for  you  could  scarcely  tell 

(As  he  bled  inwardly,  no  liid«K»us  river 
Of  gore  divulged  the  cause)  that  he  was  dead: 
So  as  I  gazed  on  lum,  1  thought  or  said — 

SXXVI. 
MCan  this  be  death?  then  what  is  life  or  death 

Speak !»  but  he  spoke  not :  «  wake!*  but  stil. 
But  yestbrday  and  who  had  mightier  breath? 

A  thousand  warriors  by  bis  word  were  kepi 
In  awe :  he  said,  as  the  centurion  sailli. 

*Go,'  and  he  goelh;  *come,*  and  forth  Ik  st< 
The  trump  aud  bugle  till  he  spake  were  doml 
And  now  nought  left  him  but  the  muffled  dn 

XXX  vn. 

And  they  who  waited  onc^azid  worshipped— i 
With  their  rough  faces  throng'd  about  the 

To  gaze  once  more  on  the  commazkding  clay 
Which  for  the  last  though  not  tlir  first  lia 

And  such  an  end !  that  be  wbo  many  a  day 
Had  faced  Napoleon's  foes  until  they  fl<d,- 

The  foremost  in  the  cliaqje  or  in  the  sally. 

Should  now  be  butcher'd  in  a  civic  alley. 

XXXVIII. 

The  scars  of  his  old  wounds  were  near  hw  ne 
Those  honourable  scars  which  brought  bio 

And  horrid  was  the  contrast  to  the  view- 
But  let  mc  quit  the  tbeme,  as  such  things  < 

Perhaps  even  more  attention  than  is  doe 
From  mc :  I  gazed  (as  oft  I  have  gazed  the 

To  try  if  I  could  wrench  aught  out  of  death 

Which  should  confirm,  or  shake,  or  make  a  I 

XXXIX. 

But  it  was  all  a  mystery.     Here  we  are. 
And  there  we  go  : — hut  where  f  five  bits  ot 

Or  three,  or  two,  or  one,  send  very  far! 
And  is  this  blood,  then,  fbrm'd  but  to  be  sfc 

Can  every  element  our  elements  mar? 

And  air — earth — water — fire  live — and  we 

fFe,  whose  minds  comprehend  all  things?    Nt 

BW  let  us  to  the  story  as  before. 

XL. 

The  purchaser  of  Juan  and  acquaintance 
Bore  off  his  bargains  to  a  gilded  bo^ 

Embark'd  himself  and  them,  and  off  thevvn 
As  fast  as  oars  could  pull  and  water  float; 

They  look'd  like  persons  being  led  to  scnieocr 
Wondering  what  next,  till  the  caique  was  t 

Up  in  a  little  crrek  below  a  wall 

O'crtopp'd  with  cypresses  dark-green  and  taH. 

XLI. 

Here  their  conductor  upping  at  the  wickirt 
Of  a  small  iron  door,  't  was  open'd,  and 

He  led  them  onward,  first  tlirou^jh  a  lov  tbk 
Flank'd  by  large  groves  which  tower  J  on  oi 

rhoy  almost  lost  their  way,  and  bad  to  pick  i; 
For  niijlit  was  closing  ere  they  came  to  Ui 

Tlie  cuniich  made  a  sign  to  those  on  beard. 

Who  row'd  off,  leaving  them  without  a'wwt 
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XUI. 

rro  plodding  on  their  wiodioc  way, 

I  oriiigr  bowers,  and  jiismine,  and  m>  forth 

I  iiii(;ht  have  a  good  deal  to  uy, 

I'ing  no  Kucli  profuftioa  m  tlie  Nordi 

1  plants,  M  c(  cxlrm,» 

t  fif  l.iic  your  srritildcn  think  it  worth 

i>  to  rear  whole  hotbrds  in  their  works 

uc  poet  travcH'd  'moU|}Sl  the  Turks) : 

XLIII. 
pre  threading  on  their  way,  there  came 
n  Ju.iu's  head  a  thoiichi,  which  he 
tu  his  roiup.iniuii: — 't  was  tin*  Mme 
mi(;ht  lia>r  then  ociurr'd  to  you  or  inr. 
A," — >Mid  he — M  it  would  be  no  great  ^amc 
luuld  strike  a  «troke  to  mtI  us  free ; 
rk  that  old  black  fellow  on  the  head, 
h  away — 't  were  easier  done  lb  to  said.w 

XUV. 

id  the  other,  m  and  when  done,  wliaC  llieo : 

t  out.*  how  the  de\tl  got  wc  in? 

I  we  once  were  ^lirly  out,  and  wlien 

'.lint  iLirtholuniew  we  ha%e  »ii%cd  our  skio, 

w  tl  M'e  us  in  some  other  den, 

>r>e  off  than  we  hitherto  lia\e  been; 

'm  hungry,  and  ju^t  now  would  Like, 

,  for  my  birthright  a  beef -steak. 

XLV. 

it  be  near  some  place  of  man's  abode ; 
old  negro's  confidence  in  creeping, 
two  captivrft,  by  so  queer  a  road, 
1.1 1  he  thinks  hisfriendk  liave  not  been  sleeping; 
ry  would  bring  them  all  abroad  : 
rreforc  better  looking  before  leaping— 
',  you  see,  this  turn  has  brought  us  ihrougfa. 
I  noble  palace  I — lighted  too.» 

XLVI. 

eed  a  wide  extciuive  building 

o|»en'd  on  their  ^iew,  and  o'er  the  front 

m'd  to  be  besprent  a  deal  of  gilding 

rious'hnes,  as  is  the  Turkish  wont, — 

;aste ;  for  tliey  are  little  skill'd  in 

s  of  which  the^e  lands  were  once  the  font : 

on  the  Bosphorus  looks  a  screen 

ted,  or  a  pretty  opera-scene. 

XL  VII. 
er  as  they  came,  a  genial  sarour 
.lin  stews,  and  roa<it-nieat«,  and  pibus, 
licli  in  hungry  mortaU'  eyes  find  favour, 
nan  in  his  harsh  intentions  pause, 
linisclf  upon  his  good  beha\iour : 
■nd,  loo,  adding  a  new  sa\iug  clause, 
,  Heaven's  name  let 's  get  some  supper  now, 
en  I  'm  with  you,  if  you  're  for  a  row.* 

XLVIII. 
(  of  an  appeal  nnio  some  passion, 
lo  men's  ftrelings,  others  to  their  reason  ; 
if  tlieor  was  ne\fr  much  the  faUiion, 
ison  thinks  all  reasoning  out  of  season, 
akers  whine,  and  others  lay  the  lash  on, 
ire  or  less  continue  still  to  teaic  on, 
uments  according  to  their  m  forte ;» 
le  c\cr  dreams  of  being  short. 


XLIX. 

But  I  digress :  of  all  appeals,— although 

I  grant  the  power  of  pathos,  and  of  gold. 
Of  beauty,  flattery,  threats,  a  shilling,— no 

Methoit  's  more  sure  at  moments  to  take  hold 
Of  the  best  feelings  of  nuukind,  which  grow 

Slore  ten«ler,  as  we  every  ilay  behold. 
Than  tliat  all-softening,  o'cr-iKiwering  knell. 

The  tociiin  of  the  soul— the  dinner-bell. 

L. 
Turkey  contains  no  l>cll>,  and  yet  men  dine : 

And  Juan  and  his  friend,  albeit  they  lu-ard 
No  christian  knoll  to  kible,  viiw  no  line 

Of  lacqueys  aslier  tu  the  fea«t  prepared. 
Yet  smelt  roast-nicat,  beheld  a  huge  tire  shine. 

And  cooks  in  motion  with  their  clean  arms  bared. 
And  gazed  around  them  to  the  left  and  right 
With  the  prophetic  eye  of  appetite. 

LI. 

And  giving  up  all  notions  of  resistance. 

They  folhiw'd  cli»sc  behind  their  sable  guide. 

Who  litde  thought  that  his  own  crack'd  existence 
WaN  on  the  point  of  being  set  .iside  : 

He  moiion'd  them  tu  stop  at  some  bmall  distance. 
And  knocking  at  the  gate,  'i  was  open'd  vide. 

And  a  niagniliceul  large  hall  display'd 

The  Aiinu  pomp  of  Ottoman  parade. 

LII. 
I  won't  describe  ;  description  is  my  forte, 

But  every  fool  describes  in  these  bright  days 
His  woad'rou»  journey  to  some  foreign  court. 

And  spawns  his  quarto,  and  demands  your  praise — 
Death  to  his  publisher,  to  him 't  is  sport ; 

While  nature,  tortured  twenty  thousand  ways, 
Resigns  hersi>lf  with  exemplary  patience 
To  guide-books,  rhymes,  tours,  sketches,  illustrations. 

LIll. 
Along  this  hall,  and  up  and  down,  some,  squatted 

ITpon  their  hams,  were  occupied  at  chess; 
Others  in  monosyllable  talk  chatted. 

And  some  seem'd  much  in  love  with  their  own  dren ; 
And  divers  smoked  superb  pipes  decorated 

With  amber  mouths  of  greater  price  or  leu; 
And  several  sinitted,  others  slept,  and  some 
Prepared  for  supper  witli  a  glass  of  rum.^ 

LIV. 
As  the  black  eunuch  enter'd  with  his  brace 

Of  purchased  inlidels,  some  raised  their  eyes 
A  moment  without  slackening  from  their  pace; 

But  those  who  sat*  ne'er stirr'd  in  any  wise: 
One  or  two  stared  the  captives  in  the  face, 

Just  as  one  virws  a  horse  lo  guess  his  price; 
Some  nodded  to  the  negro  from  their  station. 
But  no  one  troubled  him  with  conversation. 

LV. 
He  leads  them  through  the  hall,  and,  without  stopping, 

On  throMgh  a  farther  range  of  gno<lly  rooms, 
Splcnilid  hut  silent,  save  in  one,  where,  dropping,^ 

A  marble  fountain  echoes  through  the  glooms 
Of  night,  which  robe  the  clumber,  or  where  pupping 

Some  female  head  moot  curiously  presumet* 
To  thrust  iu  black  eyes  through  the  door  or  lattice. 
As  wondering  irhat  the  devil  noise  tliat  is. 
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LVI. 

Some  fjiot  Umps  gleaoiioc'from  clic  lofty  walls 
Gave  \l^ht  eDou(;li  Co  hint  llieir  fbrtber  way, 

But  not  enoiif^h  to  «liow  tlic  imperial  UalU 
Id  all  tlie  tlasUing  of  their^ll  array ; 
I  Perhaps  there  *s  nothioG — I  'II  not  say  appalj^ 
But  saddens  more  hy  nifjlit  at  well  as  day, 

Tliau  au  enormous  room  without  a  soul 

To  break  the  lifeless  splendor  of  the  whole. 

LVII. 
Two  or  three  seem  so  little,  one  seems  nothin{; : 

In  deserts,  forests,  crowds,  or  hy  the  shore, 
There  solitude,  we  know,  \in%  her  full  growth  in 

Tlie  spots  which  were  lier  realms  for  evermore; 
But  in  a  mighty  hall  or  gallery,  both  in 

More  modem  buildings  and  those  built  of  yore, 
A  kind  of  death  comes  o'er  us  all  alone. 
Seeing  what  s  meant  for  many  with  but  one. 

LVIII. 
A  neat,  snug  study  on  a  winter'^  night, 

A  book,  friend,  single  lady,  or  a  glass 
Of  claret,  sandwich,  and  an  appetite. 

Are  things  which  m.ike  an  Knglislilcveniug  pass  ; 
Though  certes  by  no  means  so  grand  a  sight 

As  is  a  llieatre  lit  up  hy  gas. 
I  pass  my  eveuings  in  long  galleries  solely. 
And  tliat  's  the  reason  I'm  so  melancholy. 

LIX. 
Alas!  man  makes  that  great  which  makes  him  little : 

I  grant  you  in  a  church 't  is  very  well : 
What  speaks  of  Heaven  should  by  no  means  be  brittle. 

But  strong  and  laslin;;,  till  no  tongue  can  tell 
Their  names  who  rear'd  it ;  but  huge  houses  tit  ill — 

And  huge  tombs  wontc— m:«nkind,  since  Adam  M\: 
Mcthiuks  ihe  story  of  the  tov^tr  of  Babel 
JUight  teach  them  this  much  lictter  than  1  'm  able. 

LX. 
Babel  was  Nimrod  s  hunting-seat,  and  then 

A  town  of  gardens.  walU,  and  wealth  amazing. 
Where  Nabuchadooosor,  king  of  men, 

Reign'd,  till  one  summer's  day  he  took  to  graiing. 
And  Daniel  tamed  the  lions  in  their  den. 

The  people's  awe  and  admiration  raising ; 
'T  was  famous,  too,  for  Tliisbe  and  for  I*yramus, 
And  the  calumuiutcd  ^>uecn  Scmiramis. 

LXl. 


LXII. 
But  to  resume, — should  there  be  (what  may  not 

Be  in  these  diiysT)  some  infidels,  who  don't. 
Because  they  can't  find  out  the  very  spot 

Of  that  same  Babel,  or  beraiise  they  won't 
'Though  Claudius  Kich,  esquire,  some  bricks  has  got. 

And  written  lately  two  memoirs  upon  t), 
Believe  the  Jews,  those  unbelievers,  who 
Must  be  believed,  though  they  believe  not  you : — 


LXIII. 

Yel  let  them  think  that  llonice  hat  npms  A 
Shortly  and  tweedy  the  matonic  folly 

Of  those,  forgetting  the  great  plare  of  rest. 
Who  give  themtelM  to  architecture  wImiIW  . 

We  know  where  tliio^  and  men  mu«t  end  at  U  i 
A  moral  (like  all  morals)  melinchoty. 

And  «  Et  tepuleri  immemor  struit  doraot* 

Shows  that  we  buUU  when  we  should  but  eDtn=.L  c. 

LXIV. 
At  bst  they  reacb'd  a  quarter  raott  retired. 

Where  echo  woke  as  if  from  a  long  slumber 
Though  full  of  all  things  which  couUl  be  df^irrd 
One  wonder d  what  to  do  with  such  a  nomixr 
Of  articles  which  nobody  required  ; 

Here  wealth  had  done  its  utmost  to  encmnbrr 
With  furniture  an  exquisite  apartment. 
•  Which  panled  natnre  much  to  know  what  art  sii:-. 

LXV. 

It  seem'd  howerer,  but  to  open  on 

A  range  or  suite  of  further  chambers,  whlrL 

Might  lead  to  heaven  knows  where;  but  in  thi$  ::- 
The  moveables  were  prodig-.illy  rich- 

Sofas  't  was  half  a  tin  to  sit  upon. 

So  cosdy  were  tliey ;  carpets  esery  stitcb 

Of  workmanship  to  rare,  that  made  you  widi 

You  could  glide  o'er  them  liJue  a  golden  &sh. 

LXVI. 

Tlie  black,  however,  without  hanlly  deignin; 

A  glance  at  that  which  wrapt  the  tbve*  to  v.wi 
Trampled  what  they  scarce  trod  for  fr»t  of^taivx. 

As  if  the  milky  way  their  feet  was  under 
With  all  its  start:  and  with  a  stretch  atlaiaii^ 

A  cek-tain  preai  or  cupboard,  niclied  in  X9uier 

In  tliat  remote  recedes  which  you  may  sec 

Or  if  you  don't  the  fault  is  not  in  me: 

LXVII. 

I  witli  to  be  perspicuous ;  and  the  black. 

I  say,  unloikiug  the  recess,  pull'd  forth 
A  quantity  of  clothes  fit  for  thelwick 

Of  any  Mussulman,  whatc'er  his  worth  ; 
And  of  variety  there  wot  no  lack — 

And  yet,  though  I  have  said  there  was  no  d<vi. 
He  chose  himself  to  point  out  what  he  diou^it 
Most  proper  for  the  Christians  l«e  had  boo(^t. 

LXV  III. 

The  suit  he  thought  most  suitable  to  ea^h 
Was,  for  the  elder  and  the  stouter,  Hr^t 

\  Candiote  cloak,  wliirb  to  the  knee  might  nvi. 
And  trowicrs  uot  so  tight  thic  they  would  bur>:. 

But  such  as  lit  an  Asiatic  brrtvh; 

A  shawl,  «lios(>  folds  in  Cai^limire  had  bees  av^ 

.Slippers  of  saffron,  dagger  rich  and  liaody: 

In  short,  all  things  which  form  a  Turkish  tkauy. 

LXIX. 

While  he  was  dressing,  B.tba,  their  black  frim-L 
Hinted  the  vast  advantages  which  tliev 

Might  probably  attain  both  in  the  etui/ 
If  they  would  but  pursue  ilic  proper  wav 

Which  Fortune  plainly  tecm'd  to  nTY-ommrDii . 
Aud  then  he  added,  tliat  If*  ueeds  must  ^t. 

.«  T  would  greatly  tend  to  better  their  condiiw-; 

If  they  would  condescend  to  circumcifioo. 
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I.SX. 
iwnpin.lir  mllj-ilinuhl  njnio' 
H-ni  trorhrlirvrri.  Ihii  nn  Im 

T.  tliiiikiiis  bin  rnnhkanw 

I  Irillc,  •r.inrly  could  riprtu 

l,SXI. 

iwo  shar»~brMvbui<aiIloliJi'rliiw 

1|WCUblr  BD  HDrirDllU*, 

■vilbvingdoiio  A  •linbi  n'fgrlian, 
■h  Ih'  iiiarii'il     jHTiro  appi-iiir, 
Idiii  J  fnarltQunu   nLlrctisa 
ToiiK-ili-  liiui  (o  tiiv  bii^inrp  <|uitf  .■— 
-aid  JiuHi,  ilur|ily ;  ■■  Sirikt  mr  iltail. 


kI  hr.HU.h.'brr >-.  No- 

I  *lM  IkullOMV. 


LXSVII. 
ibni  hr  ««» ;  and.  >l|[hiiif;.  nn  l»  <Ii|.|.\l 
pJir  of  imwiH  of  Itndi-rolaaril  lilk ; 

Wlifiri  tl>K(irrhriiii.ciiiwbitPiiimill(i 
'"«■"«  «    ■■  iwlli'ial,  lir  irip|.'.l.  I 

lii-li— H  vf  >1T— •"'■•  ■!«  •'!rol<  li  MT.  «4('l,  I 

rrhtrbifni   «bliK»  mc  to  lb» ;— nsnirlini'ri 

lAXVIII.  I 

k.  which  'or  wlwl  yuu  fili-MP)  nt  owiiie  to 
tMr..<r  l'iDsid..iiidbi,briog»hv>rJi 
fi'i  ■[  Ijil  Ik  ouincnl  to  gfl  IhruurJi 

II ih<  iluu^i  ooilHiliiaiiiilebackwird: 

Th''  nr^ro  UaJulvlpJa  bllJc  lua. 

irD  ununnl  [Kiri  ot  riimrnr  tiuckliinl: 

III!  )<juvil  aud  look  i  ■uni'V  up  uhI  iIosb. 

I.XXiX. 
<)iir  .lini.'iiliy  idll  muiii'a,— bit  luir 
ViM  lianllj  lon|  nougb :  bul  Ikiba  tonixl 


l.»lll. 

LXXX. 

jBI.B..«.luiJ.B.»||ooJ 

Ill-  l..nk'd  in  alnintt  *ll  mpKU  >  mii<l. 

And  IL.h>  ..,„l.„rU  .V  I......  J.  ■  Vou  w 

«  ill ..  rw-,Bfr«lini!  m.«d. 

Ap^,...U-.uvl ,1        1 

t  ulighl  ki.k  ihlh  li»  .'hrwiiD  hd : 

Ibr  iibl  ortn  inid  biiii  lo  •  Cei  rrulf,> 

Tlial  ii~llH'  Lidf  — ,  hpp.nj^  l.i.  h.iiiJ.  K 

OU  e«tl»UB.  In  not  a  ltd;..                * 

Foor  bUi'L.  ».'K  It  hi.  .;lbo»  io  >  iH.c. 

I.XXIV. 

LXXXI. 

u  iiiHT  Iv.I  nriibrr  booo  oar«n,> 

.  You.  iUr..  uid  ll.b>.  nwldiD-  lo  lb<  one. 

M.-bul|.™j,b.«I*,ir,.. 

•  Will  pi™--  to  ifMnpany  4li<Hr  |cn(l.' 

Til  .iipp« ;  bul  yon.  ■wortbj  .brUliu  mm 

^.'  v>id  Jiuu.  .  *an  1  ■■uT  inquire 

Will  follow  mr.  no  iHlliBg.  .Lr.  fur  .1^ 

I..y.1binBilB>u..^..on».b-Juur. 

.1.  .  1=  he  rario..:  i  <ill  <r>i»pirr. 

«'Imi  tr.ir  vuu  :  Ibink  Ton  ibit  i  linn'i 

in  pr..p.T  Id,,,  and  iiu,P,  .nd  «»b 

Wliy  ■(  i.  ]  pi.brt.  .hrrc  ibr  Iridy  wiw 

luihiirilf  to  tdl  Ibc  r«uB.> 

Antiripitr  lb>h^lfip«utiM. 

U\\V. 

LXXXtl. 

A.-  .  •4i.l  Jwa,  .  Ill  br .  .  lloU:. 

Ibr  iHi:ro.  a  pmjr  br  nol  pmiokiBg; 

.  S,.  much  lU'  bi'llrr,.  Juan  >.>i.l.  -  for  1 

.nrll.bnlitiii.y>,.ii«.b.d.l. 

Kl.r y  tbill  fnl  il.r  ^r-cb  uf  iliimri 

1  Kill  find  IH  not  tw  fiiHidof  joking.. 

r.'  oid  Jm».  .  JmU  h  fVr  bt  luM 

■.V1.I  oiy  drM !.  But  Itabi,  Mrokiog 

lf,BT..kcm,F..r,..,.l„.l,['^,m; 

do.n.  »>.l-.  I„^,»-  nus  >ud  1  dl 

S„.lMll.r,M-i -.-..kr, 

,.il<lM»'yo.ofBOK.»dl. 

That  iliiidisgoiw  d.^,  i.j^Ut  ua  mitUkc. 

IXSVI. 

[.X\.\lll. 

ruiin:iii'  |:arbT'— T1iH>  aft»r  ■  ihort  pai 
IB,  i.iit».tai;  jImi  WD'  .Mit  oilkm 

ibnlnil  Ji:il|  lilowiibdl  tbiie*aK 
nifiiDrly  urm'il  ilu-  Sd»i  tin 


illnrkbrad'  romroa  la-l  tn-.i-ijuoih  hbi;  «] 
riuiuiib  umrwhusiUml.niakl  virrr  fnrbcar 
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LXXXIV. 

«  Farewell  In  said  Juaa ;  v  should  vc  meet  no  more, 
I  wish  you  a  goml  appetite.^ — a  Farewell!* 

Replied  the  other ;  m  though  it  ^eves  me  tore; 
When  we  uext  meet  we  'l\  have  t  tale  to  tell; 

We  ueeds  must  follow  when  Fate  puts  from  shore. 
Keep ^4ur good  name;  though  Eve  herself onee fell. w 

«Nay,»quoih  the  maid,  « the  Sultan's  self  shan't  carry  me^ 

Uulcss  his  highness  promises  to  marry  me.* 

LXXXV. 

And  thus  they  parted,  each  by  separate  doors ; 

Bnbn  led  Juan  onward,  room  by  room, 
Through  glittering  galleries  aud  o'er  marble  floors, 

Till  a  gigantic  portal  through  the  gloom, 
Haughty  and  huge,  along  the  distaurc  towers ; 

And  wafted  far  arose  a  rich  perfume  : 
It  seem'd  as  though  they  came  upon  a  shrine. 
For  all  was  vast,  still,  fragrant,  and  divine. 

Lxxxvr. 

The  giant  door  was  broad,  and  bright  Mid  high. 
Of  gilded  bronze,*and  carved  in  curious  guise; 

Warriors  thereon  were  battling  furiously ; 

Here  stalks  the  victor,  there  the  vanquisfa'd  Wci ; 

There  captives  led  in  triumph  droop  the  eye. 
And  in  perspective  many  a  squadron  (lies: 

It  seems  the  vkork  of  times  before  the  Hoe 

Of  Rome  traiuplanted  fell  with  Goustautioe. 

LXXXVII. 

This  massy  portal  stood  at  the  wide  dote 

Of  a  huge  hall,  and  on  its  either  side 
Two  little  dwaafs,  the  least  you  could  suppose, 

Were  sate,  like  ugly  imps,  as  if  allied 
In  mockery  to  the  enormous  gate  which  rose 

O'er  them  in  almost  pyramidic  pride  : 
The  gate  so  splendid  was  in  all  its  fentttreSyl 
You  never  thought  about  those  little  creatures, 

Lxxxvni. 

Until  you  nearly  trod  ou  them,  and  then. 

You  started  back  iu  horror  to  survey 
The  wondrous  hideousucss  of  those  small  men, 

Whose  colour  was  not  black,,  nor  white,  nor  grey, 
But  an  extraneous  mixture,  which  no  pen 

Can  trace,  although  perhaps  the  pencil  may  ; 
They  were  mis-shapen  pigmies,  deaf  and  dumb-^ 
Monsters,  who  cost  a  no  less  monstrous  sum. 

LXXXIX. 

Their  duty  was — for  they  wore  strong,  and  though 
They  look'd  so  little,  did  strong  things  at  times — 

To  ojle  this  door,  which  they  could  really  do, 
The  hinges  being  as  smooth  as  Rogers'  rhymes ; 

And  now  and  then,  with  tough  string*^  of  the  bow. 
As  is  the  custom  of  those  citstern  climes, 

To  give  some  rebel  Pacha  a  cravat; 

For  mutes  arc  generally  used  for  that. 

XC. 

They  spoke  by  signs — that  is,  not  spoke  at  all : 
And,  looking  like  two  incubi,  they  glared 

As  Baba  with  his  tiugers'made  them  fall 
To  heaving  back  the  portal  folds :  it  scared 

Juan  a  moment,  as  this  pair  so  small 

With  .shrinking  seq>ent optics  on  him  stared; 

It  was  as  if  their  little  looks  could  poison 

Or  fascinate  whomc'er  they  fiz'd  their  eyes  on. 


XGf. 
Before  they  enter* d,  Baba  paused  to  blot 

To  Juan  some  slight  lesftoos  as  kis  guide: 
«  If  you  could  just  cootrirc,»  lie  said,  •  tosiiat 

That  somewhat  maaiy  majesty  of  stride. 
T  would  be  as  well,  aud — ;tboush  there  s  » 
in  0— 

To  swing  a  little  less  from  side  to  side. 
Which  has  at  times  an  aspect  of  tlie  oddest; 
And  also,  could  you  look  a  little  modest, 

XCII. 
T  would  be  convenient ;  for  these  mutes  hit*  i 

Like  needles,  which  might  pierce  those  petit 
And  if  they  should  diseover  your  disguise. 

You  know  how  near  us  the  deep  Bo^pbonsJ 
And  you  and  I  may  chanre,  ere  momiug  n«. 

To  find  our  way  to  Marmora  without  boau, 
Stitch'd  up  in  sacks — a  mode  of  navigation 
A  good  deal  practised  here  upon  occasion.* 

XCIII. 

With  this  encouragciQcnt,  he  led  the  way 
Into  a  room  still  nohler  than  the  last ; 

A  rich  confusion  form'd  a  disarray 
In  such  sort,  that  the  eye  ulonf^itcast 

Could  hardly  carry  any  thin^  away. 

Object  on  object  flasli'd  so  bright  and  fast  r 

A  dazzling  mass  of  cenns,  and  goM,  and  glitifr, 

Magnificently  miB(;led  in  a  litter. 

XCIV. 

Wealth  liad  done  wonders — taste  not  mudi  ;md 
Occur  in  orient  palaces,  and  even 

In  the  more  chasten'd  domes  of  western  kia^ 
(Of  which  I  >e  also  seen  some  six  or  .*e«eB\ 

Where  I  cant  say  or  gold  or  diamond  fliagi 
Much  lustre,  there  is  much  to  be  foT;i*eii; 

Groups  of  bad  statues,  tables,  chairs,  and  pirta 

On  which  I  cannot  pause  to  make  mr  sirict«a 

xcv. 

In  this  imperial  hall,  at  distance  by 
Under  a  canopy,  and  there  reclined 

yuito  in  a  confidential  queenly  way. 

A  lady.     Baba  slopp'd,  and'kneeling.  wjcd 

To  Juan,  who,  though  not  much  used  to  ynw 
Knelt  down  by  instinct,  wondering  in  hl.tcifl 

What  all  this  meant :  while  Baba  bowd  an.1 !« 

Ilis  head,  until  the  ceremony  ended. 

XCVf. 

The  lady,  rising  up  with  such  an  air 

As  Venus  rose  with  from  chr  wave,  on  tl>-m 

Bent  J|ke  an  antelope  n  Paplii;in  pair 
Of  eyes,  which  put  out  each  surrounuinij  ^3 

And,  raising  up  an  arhn  an  moonlight  f.iir. 
She  signd  to  Baba,  who  first  kissd  flu  bm 

Of  her  deep-purple  robe,  an.l,  speaking  \om. 

Pointed  to  Juan,  who  remais'd  below. 

XCVIf. 

Her  presence  was  as  lofty  as  her  sUte ; 

Her  beauty  of  that  overpowering  kiwi. 
Whose  force  descnptiou  only  would  .ilutie 

I  d  raUicr  leave  it  mueh  to  vour  ov^n  luiaJ. 
Than  lessen  it  by  what  I  could  relate 

Of  forms  and  features  ;  it  would  Arikc  voa  k 
Could  I  do  justice  to  the  full  dct.iil  • 
So,  luckily  for  both,  my  phrases  fail. 
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XCVIII. 
eh  however  I  may  add — her  yean 
ripe,  they  might  make  tix  and  twenty  •prings, 
>  arc  forms  which  Time  to  toaeh  fbrbnrs, 
irn«  aside  his  scythe  to  vulgar  things, 
wax  Mary's,  Queen  of  Scott;  tme^teari 
>vc  destroy;  and  sapping  sorrow  wrings 
from  the  charmer,  yet  some  never  grow 
r  instance — Ninon  de  I'Enclos. 


XCIX.     ff 
e  some  words  to  her  attendants,  who 
>sed  a  choir  of  girls,  Mp  or  a  doien, 
e  nil  clad  aKke ;  like  Joan,  too, 
vote  their  uniform,  hy  flaba  chosen: 
m'd  a  very  nymph-like  looking  crew, 
t  might  have  call'd  Diana's  choms  «  coasin,» 
outwnrd  show  may  correspond; 
te  bail  for  any  thing  beyond. 

C. 
w'd  obeisance  and  withdrew,  retiring, 
It  by  the  same  door  through  which  came  in 
i  Juan,  which  last  stooil  admiring, 
ne  sm.-iU  distanrr,  all  he  saw  within 
nge  saloon,  much  fitted  for  inspiring 
I  and  praise:  for  both  or  none  things  win; 
ust  say  I  ne'er  could  sec  the  very 
ppioess  of  the  «  Nil  admirari.n 

a. 

admire  is  all  the  art  I  know 

truth,  dear  Murray,  needs  few  flowers  of  speech) 

'  men  happy,  or  to  keep  them' so;* 

ke  it  in  tite  very  words  of  Creech.) 

trace  wrote,  we  all  know,  long  ago; 

lius  Pope  quotes  the  precept,  to  re-Ceach 

<  translation;  but  had  none  ndmirtd^ 

*ope  have  sung,  or  Horace  been  inspired  T 

cn. 

Iirn  all  the  damsels  were  withdrawn, 

[I'd  m  Juan  to  approach,  and  then 

I  limo  desired  him  to  kneel  down 

i.ss  the  lady's  foot,  wliirh  maxim  when 

i  repeated,  Jnan  with  a  frown 

liimself  up  to  his  full  height  again, 

I  M  It  grieved  him,  but  he  could  not  stoop 

Jioe,  unless  it  shod  the  Pope.» 

cm. 

Jiguant  at  this  ill-timed  pride, 
tierce  remonstrances,  and  ilien  a  threat 
cr'd  (but  the  last  was  given  aside) 
.  a  bowsiring-^quite  in  vain;  not  yet 
luaii  stoop,  though  't  were  to  Mahomet's  bride: 
K  nothing  in  the  world  like  ed'^tieMe, 
^  cliunibers  or  imperial  halls, 
It  the  rare  and  county  balls. 

CIV. 

I  like  Atlas,  with  a  world  of  words 
t  his  cars,  and  nalhlev»  would  not  bend; 
•d  of  dll  his  line's  Ca^iilian  lords 
in  his  veins,  and  rather  than  descend 
his  pedigree,  a  tlious.«nd  swords 
usand  limes  of  him  bad  made  an  end; 
li  perceiving  the  *foot»  could  not  stand, 
>posed  that  he  should  kiss  the  hand. 


CV. 


Here  was  an  honourable  compromise, 

A  half-way  house  of  diplomatic  rest, 
Whire  they  might  meet  in  much  more  peaceful  guise ; 

And  Juan  now  his  willingness  express'd 
To  use  alJ  fit  and  proper  courtesies. 

Adding,  that  this  was  commonest  and  best, 
For  through  the  South  the  custom  still  commands 
Hie  gentleman  to  kiss  the  lady's  hands. 

cvr. 

And  he  advanced,  though  with  but  a  bad  grace. 
Though  on  more  thorough-bred*  or  fairer  fingers 

No  lips  e'er  left  their  trapsitory  trace: 
On  such  as  these  the  lip  too  fondly  lingers. 

And  for  one  kiss  would  fain  imprint  a  brace. 
As  you  will  see,  if  she  you  love  will  bring  hem 

In  contact;  and  sometimes  even  a  fair  stranger's 

An  almost  twelvemonth's  constancy  endangers. 

CVII. 
Tlie  kidy  eyed  him  o'er  and  o'er,  and  bade 

Baba  retire,  which  he  obey'd  ii|  style. 
As  if  well  used  to  the  retreating  trade; 

And  taking  hints  in  good  part  all  the  whilf. 
He  whisper'd  Juan  not  to  be  afraid. 

And,  looking  on  him  with  a  sort  of  smile, 
Took  leave  with  such  a  hce  of  satisfaction, 
As  good  men  wear  who  have  done  a  virtuous  action. 

c>nii. 

When  he  was  gone,  there  was  a  sudden  change: 
I  know  not  what  might  be  the  lady's  thought, 

Itut  o'er  her  bright  brow  flash'd  a  tumuli  strange. 
And  into  her  clear  cheek  the  blood  was  brought. 

Blood-red  as  sunset  summer  clouds  which  range 
The  verge  of  heaven;  and  in  her  large  eyes  wrought 

A  mixture  of  sensations  might  be  scann'd, 

Of  half  voluptuousness  and  half  command. 

CIX. 
Her  form  had  all  the  softness  of  her  sex, 

Her  features  all  the  sweetness  of  the  devil. 
When  he  put  on  the  cherub  to  perplex 

Eve,  and  paved  (God  knows  how)  the  road  to  evil; 
The  sun  himself  was  scarce  more  free  from  specks 

Than  she  from  aught  at  which  the  eye  could  cavil; 
Yet  somehow  there  was  something  somewhere  wanting. 
As  if  she  rather  order'd  tlian  was  ^mtifift^. — 

ex. 

Something  imperial,  or  imperious,  threw 
A  chain  o'er  all  she  did ;  that  is,  a  chain 

Was  thrown  as  't  were  about  the  neck  of  yoo,-* 
And  rapture's  self  will  seem  almost  a  pain 

With  aught  which  looks  like  desftoiism  in  view: 
Our  souls  at  least  are  free,  aiHl  't  is  in  vain 

We  would  against  them  make  the  flesh  obey— 

The  spirit  in  the  end  will  have  its  way. 

CXI. 
Her  very  smile  was  haughty,  though  so  sweet ; 

Her  very  nod  was  not  an  inclination ; 
There  was  a  self-will  even  in  her  small  feet. 

As  though  they  were  quite  conscious  of  her  station — 
They  trod  as  upon  necks,  and  to  complete 

Her  slate  (it  is  the  custom  of  her  nation), 
A  poniard  deck'd  her  girdle,  as  the  sign 
She  was  a  sultan's  bride  (thank  Heaven,  not  mine). 
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cxil. 

«  To  licar  nnd  to  obey*  had  been  from  birdi 

The  law  of  all  around  her;  to  fulfil 
All  phantasin  'which  yielded  Joy  or  mirtli,  -    ^ 

Had  hern  her  slaves'  chief  pleasure,  as  her  wUl^ 
Her  blood  w.is  \i\q\u  bcr  beauty  scarce  of  eartli : 

Judge,  theo,  if  her  caprices  cor  stood  still; 
Had  the  but  bcea  a  Chrisliaii,  I  *%c  a  notion 
We  should  have  found  out  the  u  perpetual  moUon.i* 

cxni. 

Whate'er  slie  saw  and  coveted  vas  brought ; 

Whate'er  slie  did  not  see,  if  she  supposed 
It  might  be  seen,  with  dihgcnce  was  sought. 

And  when 't  was  found  straigirtway  the  bargain  closed : 
There  was  no  end  unto  the  things  she  bought. 

Nor  to  (he  trouble  which  her  fancies  caused ; 
Yet  even  her  tyranny  had  such  a  grace. 
The  women  pardon'd  all  except  her  face. 

CXIV. 
Juan,  the  latest  of  her  whims,  had  cao^C 

Her  eye  in  passing  ou  his  way  to  sale; 
She  order 'd  him  directly  to  be  bought. 

And  Baba,  who  liad  ne'er  been  known  to  fail 
In  any  kind  of  mischief  to  l>e  wrought, 

Had  his  instructions  where  and  how  to  deal : 
Slie  had  no  prudence,  but  he  had ;  aud  this 
Explains  the  garb  which  Juan  took  amiss. 

CXV. 
Ilis  youth  and  features  fovour  d  the  disguise. 

And  should  you  ask  how  she,  a  sultan's  bride. 
Could  risk  or  compass  such  strange  phautas'ies, 

This  I  must  leave  sultanas  to  decide: 
Emperors  are  only  husbands  in  wives'  eyes. 

And  kings  and  consorts  oft  are  my&titied. 
As  we  may  ascertain  with  due  precision. 
Some  by  experience,  others  by  tradition. 

CXVI. 
But  to  the  main  point,  where  we  have  been  tending: — 

She  now  conceived  all  difticullics  past. 
And  dcem'd  herself  extremely  condescending 

When  being  made  her  property  at  list, 
Without  more  preface,  in  her  blue  eyes  blending 

Passion  and  power,  a  glance  on  him  she  east. 
And  merely  saying, «« Christian,  canst  thou  love?i> 
Conceived  that  phrase  vras  quite  enough  to  move. 

CXVII. 
And  so  it  was,  in  proper  time  and  place; 

[tut  Juan,  who  had  still  his  mind  o'erflowinj 
With  Uaidre's  isle  and  soft  Ionian  face. 

Felt  the  warm  blood,  \shich  in  his  face  was  glowing, 
Rush  back  upon  his  heart,  which  fiU'd  apace. 

And  left  his  cheeks  as  pale  as  snow-drofis  blowing : 
These  words  went  through  his  soul  like  Arab  speai  s, 
So  that  he  spoke  not,  but  burst  into  tears. 

CXVHl. 

She  was  a  good  deal  shock'd;  not  shock'd  at  tears, 
For  women  shed  and  use  (hem  at  their  liking; 

Uul  there  is  something  when  man's  eye  appears 
N^'et,  hiill  mure  disagn.-eahle  and  striking: 

A  woniau's  te.ir-drop  melts,  a  man's  half  sear<. 
Like  molten  lead,  as  if  yuu  thrust  a  pike  in 

His  lie.irt  to  fitrec  it  out,  for  (to  he  sliortci) 

To  (iiein  t  is  a  relief,  to  ls  a  torture. 


CXIX. 

And  she  would  have  consoled,  but  knew  not  b««. 
Having  no  equals,  uothine  wbidi  had  e'er 

Infected  her  with  sympathy  till  now. 
And  never  having  dreamt  what  *t  was  to  heu 

.\ught  of  a  serious  sorrowiuf;  kind,  altUou^ 
There  miglit  arise  some  pouting  petty  care 

To  cross  her  brow,  site  wonder  d  how  so  near 

Her  eyes  another's  eye  could  shed  a  tear. 

,    cxx. 

But  nature  tearlies  more  than  power  cin  s>pri  L 
Aud  when  a  strony  al^oii(;h  a  strange  scnsaiici 

Moves — female  hrtcarts  imt  auch  a  genial  «oil 
For  kinder  feelings  whatsoe'er  their  natioa. 

They  naturally  pour  the  «  wine  and  oi],» 
Samaritans  in  every  situation; 

And  thus  Gulheyax,  though  slie  knew  not  whr. 

Felt  an  odd  glisleuio|;  moisture  in  her  eye. 

CXXI. 

But  tears  must  stop  like  all  tilings  eUe;  and  <«4a 
Juan,  who  for  an  instant  liad  lM:en  moved 

To  such  a  sorrow  by  the  intrusive  tone  . 

Of  one  who  dared  to  a«k  if  «  he  had  1ot<^>  • 

Call'd  back  the  stoic  to  his  eves,  which  ^lone 
Bright  with  the  very  weakness  he  reproved; 

And  although  sensitive  to  beauty,  he 

Felt  most  indignant  still  at  not  being  ftee. 

CXXII. 
Gulbeyaz,  for  the  first  time  in  her  days. 

Was  much  embarrass'd,  never  liaving  md 
In  all  her  life  with  auglu  save  prayers  and  fnu<, 

And  as  she  also  risk*d  her  life  to  get 
Him  whom  she  meant  to  tutor  in  love's  way* 

Into  a  comfortable  tcle-o-teie. 
To  lose  the  hour  would  make  her  quite  a  martyr. 
And  tliey  had  wasted  now  almost  a  quarter. 

CXXIII. 

I  also  would  suggest  the  tittiug  time. 
To  gentlemen  in  any  surli  like  case. 

That  is  to  say — in  a  meridian  cliino; 

With  us  there  is  more  law  given  to  the  caw-. 

But  here  a  small  delay  forms  a  great  crime. 
So  recollect  that  the  extremest  grace 

Is  just  i\ho  minutes  for  your  di*claration — 

.V  moment  more  would  hurt  your  reputation. 

CXXIV. 

Juan's  was  good ;  and  mi|*ht  liave  been  still  hmr,. 

But  he  had  got  llaidee  into  his  brad : 
However  strange,  he  could  not  yet  forget  hrr. 

Which  made  him  seem  excee<lio{;ty  ill-br^. 
r.ulbcyai,  who  lookd  on  him  as  hrr  debiur 

For  having  hud  him  to  the  i»al.\cc  led. 
Began  to  blush  up  to  the  eyes,  aud  then 
(;row  deadly  pale,  aud  then  bliA»b  back  agaio. 

cxxv. 

At  length,  in  an  imperial  vkay,  &he  laid 
Her  hand  on  bis,  and  bending  on  his  eyes. 

Which  needed  not  an  empin*  to  persuade, 
Lookd  into  hi«  for  love,  where  iionr  nplL- 

Her  brow  grew  black,  but  she  would  uul  uy'.rr/. 
That  being  the  last  tliiugja  proud  vk.i:ii.iu  u- 

She  ro>e,  and,  pausing  one  cba<^c  nioir.rui.  i.r-* 

Herself  u|)on  his  bre«ut,  aud  there  <.hc  gre*. 
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cxxvr. 

Thiii  v.if  au  awkw:in<  trst,  nsi  Juan  fouotl. 

Hut  he  w:io  strrl'tl  by  snrntw,  wmch,  and  prido; 

With  (;rnth>  fon'c  lirr  wliitc  an»«  hr  unwmioti. 
And  s4Mtrd  hi>r  all  drooping  by  hit  side. 

Thru  ri«iii(;  hiiu(;hiily  hr  (;I.inrrd  around,   ■ 
Ami  loitkinj;  coldly  in  her  facr,  he  cried, 

c  The  priNDii'd  r.ijjlc  will  not  pair,  nor  I 

Servv  a  suliana.s  Mf nsual  phantajty. 

cxivii.- 

«Thou  a<k>t  if  I  ran  lo\e7  he  thin  ihr  proof 
How  much  I  have  lovrd — Un(  I  hivf  not  tftec  ' 

In  this  vile  (;:ir)i,  the  di^.iff 's  weh  and  woof 
Were  filter  for  me :   lo>e  i»  for  the  frre ! 

I  am  uot  di/zled  hy  this  splendid  roof. 

WhateVr  ihy  jwwer,  and  grrat  it  w^ms  to  he, 

Ilead<«  bow,  kurrs  bend,  eyes  watch  around  a  lliroiie, 

And  hands  obey — our  lieiirtf  are  ttill  our  own.» 

CXXVIII. 
Thiit  was  a  truth  to  us  extremely  tilie. 

Not  Ml  to  h(T  who  uc'cr  ha<l  heani  tueh  Uiin(;«; 
She  dfi'm'd  her  IcaKt  command  must  yield  deli)*ht, 

fri^inb  )>i-iii|;  onlv  niitile  for  queens  and  kiu(;s. 
If  hearts  lav  uu  the  h-ft  siib'  or  the  ri{;ht 

S»lif  har«Uy  knew,  to  «ucli  pcrfetiiou  brinjpi 
Legitimacy  its  l)oni  votaries,  when 
Aware  of  their  due  royal  rights  o'er  men. 

CXXIX. 

Decides,  AK  has  been  saiil,  she  was  %o  fiir 
As  even  in  a  much  humbler  lot  had  made 

A  kin|;dom  or  confusion  any  where; 
And  also,  as  may  be  pnrsumed,  slie  laid 

Some  stn-ss  u|k)U  those  eharmi  whicii  seldom  are 
Itv  the  |x.ssesM>rs  thrown  into  the  shade; — 

Slie  thi>U(;ht  hers  |;.i\r  a  double  k  right  diviuc,» 

And  half  of  tlial  opinion  's  aUo  mine. 

cxxx. 

Remember,  or  'if  you  cannot^  imaj^tne, 

Ye!  wliii  line  kept  your  chastity  when  youn{;. 

While  some  more  desperate  dowa|;erhas  been  wajjiiif, 
l,o\.'  with  you.  and  been  in  the  long  days  stung 

By  her  n-fiiNtl,  r«'«-ollert  her  racing! 
Or  recollrrt  .ill  that  was  said  or  sung 

On  siieh  .1  subject:   then  suppose  the  face 

Of  a  ynung  downright  be.iutyin  this  rase. 

<:xxxi. 

Suppose,  but  you  already  hav^^pposrd, 
Tbi  -spouse  of  Potiphar.  the  Lady  Itordiy. 

riiedr.i.  and  all  wbii-h  sitirv  has  diselosctl 
Of  i;n<»(l  r\  implcs;  pilv  thii  so  few  by 

I*oefs  ,inil  pii%.it«>  tutois  are  exposed, 

To  ediii-ale — ve  youth  of  Kun>pr — you  by' 

Uut  wlii>n  \(>u  li.i>e  supposed  the  few  we  know. 

You  c;iu  t  snppitsc  (iullM'ya/  angry  brow. 

<:xxxii. 

A  tijiii'-'s  rnlilid  of  \onn(^.  a  lioness, 

OrnuN  in(rres|iii|;  ImmsI  «if  pr»y, 
Are  simile ^  .it  liami  fi>r  the  distress 

Of  i.iilies  who  cannot  b.ixe  their  own  way; 
Kul  lliiiu;;li  my  turn  will  not  lie  ^rved  with  lets, 

Tii(-si>  don  t  express  one  half  what  I  should  »ny  : 
Toi  what  is  ste:ihn';  youn^^;  oni^s.  few  or  inany. 
To  cmiing  short  their  ho|H.s  of  lia^iogany? 


CXXXIIL 
The  love  of  offinpriug  'm  nature's  g«nerat  law. 

From  tigresses  and  cubs  to  ducks  and  ducklings ; 
Titer*  *a  nothing  whets  the  )>eak  or  arms  the  claw 

Like  an  invasion  of  their  babes  and  sucklings ; 
And  all  who  have  seen  a  human  nursery,  saw 

How  mothers  love  their  children's  squalls  and  chuck- 
lings; 
And  this  strong  extreme  effect  (to  tire  no  longer 
Your  patience)  sliows  the  cause  most  still  be  stronger. 

CXXXIV. 
Iff  said  fire  flush'd  from  (lullieyat'  eyes, 

T  were  nothing — for  her  eyes  tiash'd  always  fire; 
Or  said  her  cheeks  assumed  the  deepest  dyes, 

I  should  but  bring  disgrace  upon  the  dyer, 
So  sup<-nMtural  w.is  her  passion's  rise; 

For  ne'er  till  now  she  knew  a  check'd  desire  : 
Kven  vou  who  know  what  a  check'd  woman  is 
(Enough,  (lod  knows !;  would  much  fall  short  of  this. 

cxxxv. 

Her  r:i(;e  w:Mbut  a  minute's,  and  't  was  well — 
A  moment's  more  had  slain  her;  hut  tlie  while 

It  lasted  'i  was  like  a  short  glimpse  of  hell  : 
Nought  's  more  sublime  than  energetic  bile, 

Tli(>n[;h  horrible  to  see  yet  grand  to  tell. 
Like  ocean  warring  gainst  a  rocky  isle; 

And  the  deep  p^issious  Hashing  through  her  form 

Made  her  a  beautiful  embodied  storm. 

CXXXVI. 

A  >nlgar  teinprtt  "t  were  to  a  Typhoon  ^ 

To  match  a  common  fury  with  her  rage, 

.Vnd  vet  she  did  not  want  to  reach  the  moon, 
Like  moderate  Hotspur  on  the  immortal  page; 

Her  .iiiger  pitch'd  iulo  a  lower  tune, 

Pi-rliaps  the  fault  of  bcr  soft  sex  and  age — 

Her  wish  w.is  but  to  «  kill,  kill.  kill,»  like  I^^ar  s, 

AiM  then  her  thirst  of  blood  was  queuch'd  in  tears. 

CXXXVII. 

.V  «|onn  it  raged,  and  like  the  storm  it  {Mus'd, 

IMss'd  without  words — iu  fact  she  could  not  speak; 

And  then  her  sex's  shame  bnike  in  at  last, 
A  sentiment  till  then  in  her  but  weak, 

hut  now-  it  llow'd  iu  natural  and  fast, 
As  w.iier  lliningh  .lu  unexptn-ted  leak, 

For  she  felt  hu-nbled — and  humiliation 

Is  sometimes  good  for  people  in  her  station. 

CXXXVIII. 

It  lcaclii>s  them  that  they  are  flesh  and  blood, 
It  also  gently  hints  to  them  that  others. 

Although  of  clay,  are  not  yet  quite  of  mud  ; 
That  urns  and  pipkins  are  but  fragile  brotliers, 

.Vnd  works  of  the  same  pottery,  bad  or  good. 

Though  not  all  l>orn  of  the  same  sires  and  mother* : 

It  teaches — Ilcawu  knows ouly  what  it  leaches, 

Uut  soineiimc!»  it  may  mend,  and  often  reaches. 

CXXXIX. 
Her  first  thought  was  to  cut  off  Juan's  he.id ; 

lli-r  sciouil.  to  cut  only  his — acquaintance; 
llcr  third,  to  M!»k  him  where  he  ha4l  been  bred; 

Ibr  fourth,  to  r.illy  him  into  repentance; 
Her  lifdi,  to  call  licr  maid-,  and  go  to  betl, 

Ibr  sivih.  10  stilly  licrv-lf;  her  se\enth.  to  sentence 
Tin- 1  i-b  to  li.iba  ;  — but  her  grand  resource 
Was  to  sit  down  again,  and  cry  of  course. 
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CXL.  * 

She  tbouglit  to  ctab  herself,  bat  theiKshe  had 

The  dagger  close  at  haod,  which  made  it  atrkward ; 
For  eastern  stays  are  little  made  to  pad,  ^ 

So  that  a  poniard  pierces  if 't  is  stuck  hard; 
She  thought  of  killing  Juan — but,  po<»  lad ! 

Though  he  deserved  it  well  for  being  so  backward, 
The  cutting  off  bis  bead  was  not  the  art 
Host  likely  to  attain  her  aim— his  heart. 

GXLI. 
Juan  was  moted :  he  had  made  up  his  mind 

To  be  impaled,  or  quarter  d  as  a  dish 
For  dogs,  or  to  be  slain  with  pangs  refined. 

Or  thrown  to  lions,  or  made  baits  for  fish, 
And  thus  heroically  stood  re&ign'd, 

Rather  than  sin — except  to  his  own  wish : 
But  all  his  great  preparatives  for  dying 
DisaoWed  like  snow  before  a  woman  crying. 

CXLII. 
As  through  his  palms  Bob  Acres'  valoiinooted. 

So  Juan's  virtue  ebb'd,  I  know  not  hov; 
And  first  he  wonder'd  why  he  had  refused ; 

And  then,  if  matters  could  be  made  up  now ; 
And  next  his  savage  virtue  he  accused. 

Just  as  a  friar  may  accuM  his  vow. 
Or  as  a  dame  repents  her  of  her  oath. 
Which  mostly  ends  in  some  small  breach  of  both. 

CXLIU. 
So  lie  began  to  stammer  some  excuses; 

But  words  are  not  enough  in  such  a  matter, 
Although  you  borrow'd  all  that  e'er  the  muses 

llave  sung,  or  even  a  Dandy's  dandiest  chatter. 
Or  all  the  figures  Castlereagh  abuses; 

Just  as  a  languid  smile  began  to  flatter 
His  peace  was  making,  but  before  he  ventured 
Further,  old  Baba  rather  briskly  enter'd. 

CXLIV. 
a  Bride  of  the  Sun !  and  Sister  of  the  Moon  !» 

CT  was  thus  he  spake)  «  and  Empress  of  the  Earth  ! 
Whose  ^wn  would  put  the  spheres  all  out  of  tune. 

Whose  smile  makes  all  the  planets  dauce  with  mirth, 
Your  sUv^brings  tidings — he  hopes  not  too  soon — 

Which  your  sublime  attention  may  be  worth ; 
The  Sun  himself  has  sent  me  like  a  ray 
To  hint  that  he  is  coming  up  this  way.» 

CXLV. 

«  Is  it,»  exclaim'd  Gulbeyaz,  u  as  you  say  ? 

I  wish  to  heaven  he  would  not  shine  till  morning! 
But  bid  my  women  form  the  milky  way. 

Hence,  my  old  comet !  give  the  stars  due  warning — 
And,  Christian !  miBgle  with  them  as  you  may ; 

And,  as  you'd  have  me  pardon  your  past  scorning » 

Here  they  were  interrupted  by  a  hamming 
Sound,  and  then  by  a  cry,  «  the  Sultan 's  coming !» 

CXLVI. 
First  came  her  damsels,  a  decorous  file. 

And  then  his  highness'  cunuichs,  black  and  white ; 
The  train  might  reach  a  quarter  of  a  mile: 

His  majesty  was  always  so  polite 
As  to  announce  his  visits  a  long  while 

Before  he  came,  especially  at  night; 
For  being  the  last  wife  of  the  emperor, 
She  was  of  course  the  favounte  of  the  four. 





CXLVIL 

His  highness  was  a  man  of  aoletna  port, 

Shawl'd  to  the  nose,  nod  bearded  to  the  ef^ 

Snatch'd  from  a  prison  lo  preude  at  coart. 
His  lately  bowstruog  brother  caused  his  rise; 

He  was  as  fpod  a  sovereign  of  ibe  sort 
As  any  mention'd  in  Ibe  bisiories 

Of  Cantemir,«r  KnoUes,  where  few  shine 

Save  Solyman,  the  glory  of  their  line.9 

CXLVm. 
He  went  to  mosque  in  stale,  and  said  bis  prsyos 

With  more  than  «  Oricnlal  scrupulosity ;» 
He  left  to  hb  vixier  all  state  affairs. 

And  show'd  hut  Uttle  royal  curiosity : 
I  know  not  if  he  had  domestic  cares — 

No  process  proved  connubial  anioiosity; 
Four  wives  and  twice  live  hundred  maids,  oaMOi 
Were  roled  as  calmly  as  a  christian  queen. 

CXUX. 

If  now  and  then  thfjre  happened  a  slight  dip, 
Little  was  heard  of  crinunal  or  crime; 

The  story  scarcely  pass'd  a  single  lip— 
The  sack  and  sea  bad  settled  all  in  time. 

From  wliich  the  secret  nobody  could  rip  : 
The  public  knew  no  more  than  does  this  rhyn 

No  scandals  made  the  daily  press  a  curse — 

Morals  were  better,  and  the  fish  no  worse. 

GL. 

He  saw  with  his  own  eyes  the  moon  wras  roaadk 
Was  also  certain  that  the  earth  was  square, 

Because  he  had  joumey'd  fifty  miles  and  fooai. 
No  sign  that  it  was  circular  any  where; 

His  empire  also  was  without  a  bound : 
T  is  true,  a  little  troubled  here  and  there. 

By  rebel  pachas,  and  encroaching  giaours. 

But  then  they  never  can&e  to  «>the  Seven  Toven, 

CU. 

Except  in  shape  of  envoys,  who  were  sent 

To  lodge  there  when  a  war  broke  out,  acconiii 

To  the  true  law  of  nations,  wliich  ne'er  meant 
Those  scoundrels  who  have  never  had  a  sword  i 

Their  dirty  diplomatic  bands,  to  vent 

Their  spleen  in  making  strife,  and  safely  «or<£ 

Tlieir  lies,  yclept  deitpatcbes,  without  ri>k  or 

The  singeing  of  a  single  inky  whisker. 

CLIl. 

He  had  fifty  daughters  and  four  docen  sons. 

Of  whom  all  such  as  dune  of  age  were  »to«'<L 
The  former  in  a  palace,  where  like  nuns 

They  lived  till  some  bashaw  was  sent  abroad. 
When  she,  whose  turn  it  was,  wedded  at  omr, 

Sometimes  at  six  years  old — though  thissetas 
T  is  true ;  the  reason  is,  tliat  the  bashaw 
Hiist  make  a  present  to  his  sire  in  law. 

cLin. 

His  sons  were  kept  in  prison  tiU  they  grew 
Of  years  to  fill  a  bowstring  or  the  throne. 

One  or  the  other,  but  which  of  the  two 
Could  yet  be  known  unto  the  fttes  alone; 

Meantime  the  education  they  went  through 
Was  princely,  as  the  proo&  have  olwaj-s  shun 

So  that  the  heir  apparent  still  was  found 

No  less  deserving  to  be  hangd  than  crown'd. 
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incere  «  bonoimble.  la  bu  daaib  he  wu  oeceM- 
ily  one  of  Iwo  ibJAgi  by  the  law— a  fakin  or  *  mad- 
nan— and  ia  nlher  rate  no  gr«l  aubjeet  far  pincgT' 
■it.-  Ill  hia  bfe  be  vat— wbaf  all  the  world  kaim, 
imlbalFnf  il  *UI  feel  for  year,  lo  eomc,  unleu  hia 

n  Ibe  niiioni.  thai  ibeir  oppreoon  are  aoi  happy, 
iml  ia  wnie  iiHiaueea  jud(*  to  jnuly  of  Utelr  owo 
leliooi  u  to  iDlidpale  Ibe  lentence  of  maKkiod.— 
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DDIber  Kore  to  llie  already  publiilird  cautaa  o 

pDem,  I  thall  eonleni  mytelf  nib  no  quoitiioB 

1  Voltaire  !— 

Ia  pudeiu  a'eai  eafiue  de*  cfFUrt,  bI  toti  nfu^ie 

Plot  le*  infhira  toal  deptav^efl.  plu  lea  e.ipreiBOB 


The  liacboeyad  and  latiahed  title  of  blaipbcmi 
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with  radical,  liberal,  jacobin,  refomar,  «lc.,  are  the 
changes  which  the  hirelings  are  daily  rln^ng  in  the 
ears  of  those  -who  will  listen — should  be  welcome  to 
all  who  recollect  on  whom  it  was  originally  l^towed. 
Socrates  and  Jesus  Christ  were  put  to  deylh-  publicly 
as  blasphemers,  and  so  have  been  and  may  be  many 
who  dare  to  oppose  tlie  most  notorious  abuses  of  the 
name  of  God  and  the  mind  of  man.  But  persecution 
is  not  refutation,  nor  even  triumph:  tlie  wretched  in- 
fidel, as  he  is  called,  it  probably  happier  in  bis  prison 
than  the  proudest  of  hia  assailants.  With  Ins  opinions 
I  have  nothing  to  do — they  may  be  right  or  wrong — 
but  be  has  suffered  for  them,  and  that  very  suffering 
for  conscience'sike  will  make  more  proselytes  to  Deism 
than  the  exampl^f  heterodox'  prelates  to  Christianity, 
suicide  statesmen  to  oppression,  or  pverpeusioned  ho- 
micides to  the  impious  alliance  which  insults  tlie  world 
with  the  name  of  «Holy!»  i  liave  no  wish  to  trample 
on  the  dishonoured  or  the  dead ;  but  it  would  be  well 
if  the  adherents  to  the  classes  from  whence  those  per- 
sons sprung  sliould  abate  a  little  of  the  cmnt  which  is  the 
crying  sin  of  this  double-dealing  and  fiilae-speaking  time 
of  scliish  spoilers,  and — but  enough  for  the  present. 

'  Wben  Lord  Sanilvich  Kid  ■  h«  did  not  kaew  ih*  diffaraaM  be- 
tweea  ortliodoiy  and  h«tero<iovy,« — Warburton,  tb«  bishop,  rrplied. 
■  Orthodoxy,  my  lord,  ia  mg  doxt/.  and  beierodoiy  i*  amotker  mtam'M 
doxy.*— A  prelate  of  the  prcMnt  day  baa  dhcorerodi  it  •eema.  a  third 
hiad  of  d«Ey,  which  baa  not  grMtly  exalted  in  the  eyea  of  the  alecf,. 
that  which  Beatbaa  call*  ■Cbarcb-of-KagUadi«m.* 


CANTO  VI. 


I. 

«  Tbbbb  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  men 

Which,  taken  at  the  flood n — you  know  the  rest. 

And  most  of  us  have  found  ii,  now  and  then  ; 
At  least  wc  think  so,  though  but  few  linvc  giicss'd 

The  moment,  till  too  late  to  rome  again. 
Rut  no  doubt  every  thing  is  for  the  best — 

Of  which  the  surest  sign  is  in  the  end  : 

When  things  are  at  the  worst,  they  sometimes  mvml. 

II. 
There  is  a  tide  in  the  affairs  of  women 

M Which,    taken   at   the  flood,    loads» — God  knov^s 
where : 
Tliosc  navigators  must  he  ablr*  seamen 

Whose  charts  lay  down  its  currents  to  a  hnir; 
Not  all  the  rcvericj.  of  Jacob  Rehmcu 

With  its  strange  whirls  and  eddies  can  compare: — 
Men,  with  their  heads,  reflect  on  this  and  that — 
But  women,  witli  their  hearts,  or  Heaven  knows  wiiat ! 

III. 
And  yet  a  headlong,  headstrong,  downright  she. 

Young,  beautiful,  and  daring — who  would  risk 
A  throne,  the  world,  the  universe,  to  he 

Rclovcdin  her  own  way,  and  rather  whisk 
The  stars  from  out  the  sky,  than  not  he  free 

As  are  the  billows  when  the  hrnczf  is  brisk — 
Though  such  a  she  h  a  devil  (if  that  there  be  one). 
Yet  she  would  make  full  many  a  Manichean. 


IV. 

Thrones,  worlds,  et  cetera,  are  «o  oft  upset 
Ily  commonest  ambition,  tliat  when 

O'ertlirowK  the  same,  we  readily  forget. 
Or  at  theleafit  forgive,  the  loving  rashow. 

If  Anthony  be  well  remember'd  yet. 
T  is  not  Im  conquests  keep  his  name  b 

But  Actium,  lost  for  Cleopalra'a  eyra. 

Outbalance  all -the  Gssare*  victories. 

Af.y. 

lie  died  at  fifty  for  a  qoeen  of  forty; 

1  wish  thair  years  liad  been  iiftem  and  twntv 
For  then  wealth,  kin^oms,  worlds,  are  but  *sf 

Remember  when,  though  I  bad  no  gmt  pla 
Of  worlds  td  lose,  yet  stilL,  to  pay  my  coart  1 

Gave  what  I  had — a  heart :  aa  the  worid  v« 
Gave  what  was  wordi  a  world; for  worUi« r(«U 
Restore  me  those  pure  feelings,  gone  for  rvir. 

VI. 

T  was  the  boy's  dhnite,w  and,  like  th(>  ■  widni 
Perhaps  be  w^gli'd  hereafter,  if  ooi  no« : 

But  whether  such  things  do,  or  do  ui>i.  «nj;k. 
All  wlio  have  loved,  or  love,  will  still  ailov 

Life  has  nought  like  it.      God  i«  \n\e,  tlwysn, 
And  Love  's  a  god,  or  was  before  the  bro« 

Of  Kanh  was  wrinkled  by  the  sins  aotl  tfir> 

Of — but  chronology  best  knows  the  yeart. 

VII. 

We  left  our  hero  and  third  heroine  in 

A  kind  of  state  more  awkwrard  th-in  udcoos 
For  gentlemenr  mast  sometimes  risk  their  skis 

For  that  sad  tempter,  a  forbidden  wonuo 
Sultnns  too  much  abhor  this  sort  of  sin. 

And  don't  agree  at  all  with  the  wise  Roaas. 
Heroic,  stoic  Caio,  the  sententious. 
Who  lent  his  lady  to  his  friend  llortenMUS. 

VIH. 
I  know  Gulbeyaz  wras  extremely  wroag : 

I  own  it,  I  deplore  it,  I  condemn  it ; 
But  I  detest  all  fiction,  even  iu  sonj;, 

And  so  must  tell  the  truth,  howe'er  you  lU 
Ilcr  reason  being  woak,  hor  passion^  stroa.;. 

She  thought  that  her  lord  :•  heart  ^cvein  uttU' 

it) 
Was  scarce  enough  ;    for  he  had  fifty-ninv 
Years,  and  a  fiftccn-hundrctli  conrubiii*. 

IX. 
I  am  not,  like  Cassio, man  ariibmfiieijn.^ 

But  by  «  the  bookisli  thooricH  it  ap|N-.ir% 
If  t  is  sumin'd  up  with  fentiniue  prtn  i^ou. 

Thai,  adding  to  the  accouiit-his  Hij^huc-siy-* 
The  fair  Sultana  crr'd  from  in.-«uition; 

For,  were  tlie  Sultan  ju«t  to  all  hi>  df^r«. 
She  could  but  claim  the  fifteen  huudre<l(}i  J"-''^ 
Of  what  should  be  monu|M>ly — ihe  heart. 

X. 

It  is  observed  that  ladies  are  lititpous 
Tpon  all  b^gnl  objects  of  p.>>x*-sMoH. 

And  not  the  least  so  wlien  thev  are  reiiiiioi-. 
Which  doubles  what  they  think  of  th.^tr-n-: 

With  suits  and  prosecution  tliey  beviejy  ii<. 
As  the  tribunals  show  througli  minv  a  v^y«« 

When  they  suspect  that  any  one  goc5  >hj'--'= 

In  that  to  which  the  law  makes  them  <(Af  bit'- 
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XI. 

lift  hoUU  potul  in  .1  (Ihristiao  hnd, 
itlirns  .-il<ni,  tlinu(;li  with  IcMrr  btitude, 
i"irry  liiint;^  ^>l'*  ^  ''MT''  iinnd, 
i<*  vrl1.1t  kiiii;^  call  M  :iii  impn&ini;  attitude;* 
w-ir  ri|;lit«  roiinubini  iinkra  «t:iDd, 
icirlir|;ciinslMiids  treat  tlKTfi  with  iof^ratitndc ; 
jr  wivfN  niii<«t  h;ivo  qiiadniplr  rUims 
.  h:tlh  it;*  j<'aloiisii-s  like  Thame*. 

XII. 
«n«  the  fourth,  .uul  (at  I  sai«l) 
oiirite  ;  hut  what  '•(  favour  ainoD(;;4t  four  * 
may  well  he  lield  in  dread, 
y  nK  a  sin,  hut  a.«  a  Imre. : 
men,  withoNf  mtNhTiite  woman  wed, 
ircely  find  philosophy  for  more; 
xeep^  M.iliomrtau^)  forhear 
ihe  uupiial  rouch  a  m  Ited  of  Ware.* 

Ml!. 
r«s  the  Mihlimevt  of  m.mkind, — 
■d  arcortlini;  to  the  UtunI  forms 
nnnan'h,  tdl  they  »rv  roiWi^nnX 
r  «.ul  hun(;ry  j.ii'ohinM,  the  worms, 
he  \ery  loftiest  kin(;s  have  dineii, — 
u)e<s  (;.i/i-d  upon  (aullM'yai  charmft, 
all  the  welronie  of  a  lo\er 
laud  welcomeM  all  the  vide  world  over). 

XIV. 
we  should  difc(in|;uish  ;  fbrhowe'er 
hweet  wordM,  einhraces,  and  all  tliat, 
like  what  11 — neither  here  nor  there: 
*e  put  on  as  easily  :i<  a  hat, 
honuet.  whieh  the  f-tir  *rx  wear, 
d  either  headti  or  hearts  to  drconite, 
rni  all  oriiament,  hut  w*  more  part 
than  thi-ir  care&se!(  of  the  lieart. 

XV. 

hish,  a  soft  treuior,  a  calm  kind 
le  fcniiuine  deli);hl,  and  &howu 
he  eyeli<li(  than  the  eyeK,  re]ti{;n'd 
to  hide  ^hai  pleases  most  unkuown, 
(■<t  tokens  (to  a  nicHie^t  mind) 
.  when  sraled  on  his  lovelirst  throue, 
woman  s  hreast, — for  over  warm 
aid  aunihJiati'i  the  charm. 

XVI. 

warmth,  if  faUe.  is  worse  than  trutli  ; 

't  \*  no  (;rc.it  lease  of  iu  own  fire  j 
ic.  *a\e  in  \ery  early  yo«illi, 
like  (i  thinks  lo  trust  all  to  desire, 

hut  a  precarious  houd,  in  sooth, 

I  lo  he  transferr  d  to  the  first  buyer 

liiMOunt.  while  vour  over  chiilv 

>u  t'  other  hand,  sceni  somrwiiat  tillj.  — 

XVII. 

'c  eanuot  p.inlon  their  had  taste, 
it  seems  to  lovers  nwift  or  nlow, 
I  would  have  a  nuituni  (lame  confetu'd, 
r  a  tieniinieulal  ]>;issii)u  i;low, 
e  St  I'raneiti'  paramour  their  ^uett, 
Mnuasti'*  Couiuhine  of  Snow ; — 
the  maxim  for  the  amorous  tribe  is 
,  M  Medio  tu  tutisMmus  ibis.* 


XVfll. 
Tlie  M  tun  '%  too  much,— hut  let  it  stand — the  verse 

Reqaires  it,  that 's  to  say,  the  English  rhyme, 
And  not  the  pink  of  olil  lleiameters  ; 

ihit.  after  all,  there  s  neither  tune  nor  time 
In  the  last  line,  which  cannot  well  1h*  wone, 

And  was  thrust  io  to  close  the  ortave's  chime  : 
I  own  no  proso<ly  can  e\er  rate  it 
As  a  rule,  but  Trutii  may,  if  you  translate  it. 

XIX. 

If  fair  Gullteyar  ovenlid  her  part, 

I  kuDW  not — it  succi-eded,  and  success 
Is  much  in  most  thin(;s.  not  less  in  the  heart 

Than  other  articles  of  female  dress. 
S*ir-lo\e  iu  man  too  heats  all  fern  de  art ; 

Tliey  lie,  we  lie,  all  lie,  but  hne  no  less  : 
And  no  one  virtue  yet,  exeept  stirvation, 
Could  stop  that  wor^t  of  \\cr% — propagation. 

XX. 

We  lea\e  this  royal  couple  to  repose ; 

A  bed  is  not  a  throue,  and  they  may  sleep. 
Whale' er  their  «lreams  be,  if  of  joys  or  woes ; 

Yet  (lis.ippoinie4l  joys  are  woes  as  deep 
As  any  niau's  clay  mixture  undcq^oes. 

Our  least  of  sorrows  are  such  as  we  weep; 
T  is  the  \ile  daily  drop  on  drop  whieh  wears 
The  soul  out  (like  the  »tone)  with  petty  cares. 

XXI. 

A  scolding  wife,  a  sullen  sou,  a  bill 

To  p.iy,  unpaid,  protesieii,  or  discounted 

At  a  ]N*r*centa(;e :  a  child  cro&s,  dog  ill, 

A  fa\ourile  horse  fallen  lame  just  as  he  's  mounted  ; 

A  bad  ohl  woman  making  a  worse  will, 

Which  leaves  you  minus  of  the  cash  yon  counted 

As  certain;  — the&e  are  p:dtry  things,  and  yet 

I  've  rarely  seeu  the  m.\t\  they  did  not  fret. 

XXII. 

I  'm  a  philosopher;  coufound  them  all  I 

bills,  beasts,  and  men.  and — no !  not  womankind! 

With  oue  good  hearty  curse  I  vent  my  gall. 

And  then  my  stoicism  leases  nought  behiml        • 

Which  it  can  either  |>ain  or  evil  call. 

And  I  tan  gi\e  my  whole  soul  up  to  mind; 

TiKUigh  w  h  It  IS  s(iul  or  mind,  their  birth  or  growth, 

K  more  than  I  know — tlie  deuce  take  them  both. 

XX  lit. 

So  now  all  things  are  d — n'd.  one  feels  at  ease. 

As  after  reading  .\than:isnis'  curse, 
Whieh  doth  your  true  l>elic%er  so  much  pleaie: 

I  doubt  if  any  now  could  make  it  worse 
O'er  his  worst  enemy  when  at  his  knees, 

T  is  so  sententious,  positive,  and  terse. 
And  decorates  the  book  of  Common  Prayer, 
.\s  doth  a  raiubow  the  just  clearing  air. 

XXIV. 

Cullieyai  and  her  lord  were  sleeping,  or 
At  least  oue  of  them — Oh  the  heavy  iiiglit! 

When  wicked  wives  who  love  some  bachelor 
Lie  down  iu  dudgeon  to  sigh  for  the  light 

Of  the  gray  morning,  and  look  vainly  fur 
Its  twinkle  through  the  hi  I  lice  dusky  quite, 

To  loss,  to  tumble,  dore,  revive,  auti  quake 

l.est  their  too  lawful  l»ed-fellow  sliouid  wake. 
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XXV. 

Time  arc  beneath  the  canopy  of  heaveDf 

A1m>  beoeath  the  canopy  of  beds. 
Four-posted  and  silk-curtain'd,  which  are  given 

For  ricti  men  and  their  brides  to  lay  their  brads 
Upon,  in  sheets  white  as  what  bards  call  «  driven 

Snow.M    Well !  't  is  all  hap-liaiard  when  one  weds. 
Gulheyaz  was  an  empress,  but  had  been 
Perhaps  as  wretched  if  a  pea$ant's  quean, 

XXVI. 

Don  Juan,  in  his  feminine  disguise, 

With  all  the  damsels  in  their  long  array, 

Had  bow'd  themselves  before  the  imperial  eyes, 
And,  at  tlie  usual  signal,  ta'en  their  way 

Back  to  their  chiimbcrs,  those  long  galleries 
In  the  seraglio,  where  the  ladies  lay 

Their  delicate  limbs  ;  a  thousand  bosoms  there 

Beating  for  love,  as  the  caged  bird's  for  air. 

XXVII. 

I  love  the  sex,  and  sometimes  would  reverse 
The  tyraut's  wish  »  that  mankind  only  had 

One  neck,  which  he  witli  one  fell  stroke  might  pierce  :w 
My  wish  is  quite  as  wide,  but  not  so  bad, 

And  much  mon-  tender  on  the  whole  than  fierce  : 
It  being  (nut  now,  but  only  while  a  lad) 

Tliat  womankind  hail  but  one  rosy  mouth, 

To  kiss  them  all  at  once  from  North  to  Souths 

xxnii. 

Oh  enviable  Briarciis  !  with  thy  hands 

Aud  heaiU,  if  thou  hadst  all  things  multiplied 

In  such  pro|>nrlion ! — Hut  my  mu^e  witlisunds 
The  gi.iut  thought  of  being  a  Titans  bride. 

Or  travelling  in  Putagonian  lands ; 
So  let  us  back  to  Ijjliput.  and  guide 

Our  hero  through  the  labyrinth  of  love 

In  which  we  left  him  several  lines  above. 

XXIX. 

He  went  forth  with  the  lovely  Odalisques, 
At  the  given  signal  jnin'd  to  their  array ; 

And  though  he  certiinly  ran  many  risks, 
Yei  he  could  not  at  times,  keep  by  the  way 

(Although  the  consequences  of  such  frisks 
Are  worse  than  the  worst  damages  men  pay 

In  moral  England,  where  the  tiling  's  a  tax). 

From  ogling  ill  their  charms  from  breasts  to  backs. 

XXX. 

Still  he  forgot  not  his  disguise  .—along 

The  galleries  from  room  to  room  they  walk'd, 

A  virgin-like  and  rdifying  throng. 

By  eunuchs  flank'd  ;  while  at  their  head  there stalk'd 

A  dame  who  kept  up  diM-iplinc  among 

The  female  r.inks,  so  that  none  stirr'd  or  talk'd 

Wiiliout  her  sanction  on  their  slie-parade«i: 

Her  title  was  «  the  Mother  of  the  Maids.* 

XXXI. 

Whether  she  was  a  «  mother, »>  I  know  not, 

■*^0r  whether  they  were  u  maidsn  whocall'd  her  motlier  ,- 

But  this  is  her  scruglio  title,  got 

I  know  not  how,  but  good  an  any  other; 
So  Cantemir  c;tn  tell  you,  or  I)e  Tott : 

Her  of  lice  w.ts  to  keep  aloof  or  smother 
AH  l»d  propensities  in  fifteen  hundred 
Young  women,  and  correct  them  when  they  blundcrd. 


A  goodly  sinecure,  no  doubt !  bat  nadc 
More  etsy  by  Ibe  abtence  of  all  mea 

Except  his  Majesty,  who,  with  her  aid. 
Aiid  guards,  and  bolu,  and  walla,  and  wf  ail 

A  slight  example,  just  to  cast  a  shade 
Along  the  rest,  contrived  to  keep  tbi  da 

Of  beauties  cool  as  an  Italian  cooveai. 

Where  all  the  paaaions  have,  alas  1  but  okik 

xxxin. 

And  what  is  that  7  Devotion,  doubtlea    b— 
Could  you  ask  such  a  question  7 — bat  «e  «I 

Continue.    As  1  said,  this  goodly  row 
Of  ladies  of  all  countries  at  the  will 

Of  one  good  man,  with  stately  marrh  aid  iIm. 
Like  water-lilies  lloatin^  down  a  riU. 

Or  rather  lake — for  rtlls  do  not  run  xtoiifr^ 

Paced  oo  most  maiden-ltke  and  mdancMT. 

XXXIV. 

But  when  they  reached  their  own  apartank.  it.  i 
Like  birds,  or  boys,  or  bedlamites  broke  bw  I 

Waves  at  sprin|(-tide,  or  women  any  wbnc 
When  freed  from  bonds  (which  are  of  as  |nKS| 

After  all),  or  like  Irisli  at  a  fiair.  | 

Their  guards  being  S^^^f  'Uid,  as  it  wrrr.iDO  : 

Establish'd  between  them  and  bondage,  ibft 

Began  to  sing,  dance,  chatter,  smile,  and  pbr. 


I 


Their  talk  of  course  ran  most  on  the  new  roKt 
Her  sliape.  her  air,  her  hair,  her  every  ^^ 

Some  thought  her  dress  did  not  so  much  benniL'l 
Or  wonder'd  at  her  eara  without  a  ring: 

Some  said  her  years  were  getting  nigh  riMvri 
Others  contended  tbe>y  were  but  in  <priag: 

Some  tliought  her  ratlarr  maftftulioe  in  hei^t 

While  others  wish'd  that  she  had  been  so  qvv. 

XXXVI. 

Hut  no  one  doubted,  on  the  whole,  that  slie 
Was  what  her  dres^  bespoke,  a  damsel  fair. 

And  fresh,  and  «  beautiful  pzc^redingly.*' 

Who  with  the  brighteat  Georgians  nii^t  wcr*- 

They  wonder'd  how  Gulbeyas  too  ronM  be 
So  silly  as  to  buy  slaves  who  might  shirr 

(If  that  his  Highness  wearied  of  lu.«  bridn 

Her  tlut>ne  and  power,  and  every  thing  h^vie. 

XXXVII. 

But  what  was  strangest  in  this  virgin  crew. 

Although  her  beauty  wra;;  enough  to  vex. 
After  the  first  investigating  view. 

They  all  found  out  as  few.  or  fewer.  cpet-U 
In  the  fair  form  of  their  companion  new. 

Th.in  is  the  cuistom  of  ilie  gentle  sex. 
When  they  survey,  with  Cliristian  evr*  or  Ileii'i  t 
In  a  new ^ce  «  the  ugliest  creature  breiihiai' 

XXXVIII. 

And  yet  they  had  their  little  jealouHcs. 

Like  all  the  rest ;  but  npon  this  oi-cavan. 
Whether  tliere  are  such  things  as  sympatkirs 

Witliout  our  knowledge  or  ourapprobatieo- 
Altliough  they  could  not  sec  througli  his  diifcnf 

All  felt  a  soft  kind  of  concdtenatioo. 
Like  magnetism,  or  deviUsm.  or  what 
You  please->we  will  not  quarrel  aboai  Ihu 
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XXXIX. 

't  is  they  all  Mt  for  their  new 
>n  somethioc  oewer  fttill,  at  'I  w«re 
till  fripnd^liip  ihrou|;h  aod  throafh, 
jf  purr,  which  madr  them  all  connir 
ler  ilieir  si»ler,  Mvr  a  few 
I'tl  they  had  a  brothrr  jiut  like  her, 
hry  were  at  linme  in  iiweet  CirraMia, 
prefer  to  PadiUia  or  Pacha. 

XL. 
>n  h.id  tno%t  geniu«  for  this  sort 
irnlal  friendship,  there  nere  three, 
:ika,  .iikI  IHidii ; — in  Oiort 
ilcfkrriplion^  fjir  as  fuir  can  be 
accord in|;  to  the  be»t  report, 
liffcring  in  suture  aoil  defjree,  ' 
lud  time,  and  country  and  compleiion; 
ke  admired  their  new  conneaioo. 

XU. 
lu«k  ns  Imlia  and  an  warm ; 
«a«  H  (fetirgian,  white  and  red, 
blue  eye*,  a  lo%ely  h.uid  aiul  arm. 
Ml  small  they  iicarce  seem'd  mode  to  tread, 
iKim  the  earth;  while  IHidut  form 
inre  adapted  to  he  put  to  bed, 
wliat  lar|*e  and  laOfiuiOiini'  and  lacy, 
luty  that  would  drive  yon  crasy. 

XLII. 
leepy  Venus  Mem'd  I)udi!k, 
lit  to  o  murder  sleep*  io  those 
upon  her  cheek's  traoscendanl  hue, 
forehead,  and  her  Phidian  nose : 
were  there  in  her  form,  'C  it  true, 
die  mi({ht  have  been,  and  yet  scarce  lose ; 
II,  t  wouhl  puiile  to  say  where 
•t  tpoil  tome  separ.ite  charm  to  pmrt. 

XLIII. 
t  violently  H«ely,  hut 
your  spirit  like  a  >lay-<lay  breakiDg; 
rre  not  tofi  sparklin];,  yet,  half  tbut, 

beholders  in  a  temler  taking  ; 
^thit  simile 's  quite  new)  jnsl  cut 
irble,  likt  Pyipnalion't  tutue  wakinf , 

ao«l  the  marble  still  at  tlrife, 
1^  eipanding  into  lift. 

XUV. 
inded  the  new  damtel'i  name— 
i.» — Well,  a  pretty  name  enough, 
n'd  her  alM>  whence  the  came— 
]Niin.w — m  Rut  where  is  Spain  ?» — ««  Don't  atk 
K-h  stuff, 

,-our  Georgian  ignorance — for  shame'* 
ill,  with  an  accent  rather  rough, 
itinka  :  «  Spain  't  an  island  near 
rtwiat  Kgypt  and  Tangier.* 

XLV. 
nothing,  but  <at  down  lieside 
playing  with  her  veil  or  hair; 
:i|'  It  her  steadfastly,  she  stgh'd, 
•  pitird  hrr  for  being  there, 
ranger,  without  friend  or  guide, 
il»ash'd  too  :it  the  general  st>ire 
roines  hapless  strangers  in  all  pUces, 

remarks  upon  their  miea  and  facet. 


XLVI. 
But  here  the  Mother  af  the  Maids  drew  near.       , 

With  «  Ladiet,  it  it  time  to  go  to  real. 
I  'm  piiuled  what  to  do  with  you,  my  dear,* 

She  added  to  Juanna,  their  new  guetl: 
«  Your  coming  has  been  uiiezpecled  here. 

And  every  couch  is  occupied ;  you  had  best 
Partake  of  mine;  but  by  to-morrow  early 
We  will  have  all  things  aettled  for  you  fairly.* 

XLVII. 
Here  I.obh  interposed—*  Mamma,  yon  know 

You  don't  sleep  soundly,  and  I  caimot  bear 
That  any  body  sliould  disturb  you  to ; 

1  'II  take  Juanna ;  we  're  a  slenderer  pair 
Than  you  would  make  the  half  o^ — don't  say  no. 

And  I  of  your  young  charge  will  lake  dnt  care.* 
But  here  Katinka  interfered  and  said, 

•I  She  also  had  compassion  and  a  bed.* 

XLVIII. 
ti  Beside^  I  hate  to  sleep  alone,*  quoth  sbo. 

Tlie  matron  frown'd : «  Why  soT»->«Forfear  of  ghoatt,* 
Replied  katinka;  «  I  am  sure  I  see 

A  phantom  upon  each  of  the  four  PH|B 
And  then  1  Itave  the  worst  dreams  thatrS  bo. 

Of  Guebret,  Giaourt,  and  Ginnt,  and  Goult  in  bo«tt.» 
The  dame  replied,  ■  Between  your  dreams  and  yon, 
i  fear  Juaniu's  dreams  would  be  bat  few. 

XLIX. 
«  You,  Lolah,  must  continue  still  to  lie 

Alone,  for  reasons  which  don't  nutter;  yon 
The  tame,  Katinka,  until  by  and  by; 

And  t  sliall  place  Juanna  with  Dudtk, 
Who 't  quiet,  inoffensive,  ulent,  shy. 

And  will  not  tost  and  chatter  the  night  threngh. 
What  say  you,  child  I»— Dudii  said  nothiof ,  at 
ller  talents  were  of  the  more  silent  daia ; 

L. 
But  i>he  rose  up  and  kiss'd  tlie  matron's  brow 

Between  tlie  eyes,  and  Lolah  on  both  cheeks, 
Katinka  too ;  and  with  a  gentle  bow 

(Cortuet  are  neither  used  by  Turks  nor  Greek*), 
She  took  Joanna  by  the  hand  to  show 

Their  place  of  rest,''aiKl  left  to  both  their  piqac^ 
The  others  pouting  at  tlie  matron's  prefervnca 
Of  Dudu,  though  they  hdd  their  tonfian  from  dbCeroBce . 

LI. 

It  was  a  tpacioiu  chamber  (Oda  is 
The  Turkish  title),  and  ranged-round  the  wall 

Were  coaches,  toileu— and  much  more  than  lhi« 
I  might  describe,  as  I  have  teen  it  all. 

But  it  suffices— little  was  amisa ; 

T  was  on  the  whole  a  nobly  fumish'd  hall. 

With  all  things  ladies  want,  save  one  or  two. 

And  even  those  were  nearer  than  they  knew. 

LII. 
Dudu,  as  has  been  taid,  was  a  sweet  rrroture. 

Not  very  dasliing,  but  eitreoiely  winning. 
With  the  mo<t  regiibted  chirms  of  feature. 

Which  pjiniert  rannot  catch  like  faces  sinmng 
Against  proportion — the  wild  strokes  of  nature 

Which  they  hit  off  at  once  in  the  beginning. 
Full  of  eapretsion,  right  or  wrong,  tliat  strike 
And,  pleasing  or  unpleatiog,  still  are  like. 
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Dut  she  vfM  a  xoft  InncLscape  of  mild  earth. 
Whore  nil  wn<  harmony  and  calm  and  quiet. 

Luxuriant,  buddin{;;  rhccrRil 'without  mirth, 
Whirh  if  not  happiness,  is  mnrh  more  ni);h  it 

Than  arc  your  michly  pift^ions  and  so  forth. 

Which  ROmerall  ■the  sublime:*  I  vish  they'd  try  it 

I  've  seen  yoQr  stormy  seas  and  stormy  women, 

And  pity  lovera  rather  more  tlian  seamen. 

LIV. 
Rut  she  was  pensive  more  than  melancholy. 

And  serions  more  than  pensuve,  and  serene. 
It  may  he,  more  than  either — not  unholy 

Ilcr  thoughts,  at  least  till  now,  appear  to  have  bem. 
The  strangefti  thinj;  vas,  beauteous,  she  was  wholly 

Tnconscious,  albeit  turn'd  of  quick  seretit*^  n, 
That  she  was  fair,  or  dark,  or  short,  or  tall ; 
i^he  never  thought  about  herself  at  all. 

LV. 

And  therefore  was  she  kind  and  gentle  at 
Tlie  Age  of  Gold  'when  gold  was  yet  unknown. 

Ry  which  it<>  nomenclature  came  to  pass; 
That  mof^^rnpriately  ha<i  been  sliown 

u  Lurus  a  non  Lucendo.n  not  what  u>n<, 

But  what  was  not;  a  sort  of  style  that 's  grown 

Extremely  common  in  this  age,  whose  metal 

The  devil  may  deromjKwe  but  never  settle: 

tvr. 

I  think  it  may  be  of  r  Corinthian  Rrass.ii 
Which  was  a  mixture  of  nil  metals,  but 

The  braren  uppermo<t\     Kind  reader!  pass 
Thiti  long  parenthesis  :  F  could  not  shut 

It  sooner  for  the  soul  of  me.  and  rliiss 

My  faults  even  with  your  own  !  which  meanclh,  put 

A  kiuil  constnictiou  upon  them  and  me: 

But  tliat  you  won't — then  don't — I  am  not  less  free. 

i.vir. 

T  is  time  we  should  return  to  pinin  narratiou, 
And  thus  my  narrative  proceeds: — Dudii, 

With  every  kindness  short  of  ostentation, 

Show'd  Juan,  or  Juatin.i,  through  and  through 

This  labyrinth  of  females,  and  each  st.ition 

Describe*! — what's  slmnge--  in  wonls  extremely  few : 

I  have  but  one  simile,  and  that '«  a  blunder. 

For  wordless  woman,  whiHi  is  tilent  thunder. 

LVin. 
And  next  slie  gave  her  (I  say  her,  ?>ecausc 

The  gemler  still  wa«i  epicene,  .it  least 
lu  outward  show,  which  is  a  5a\ing  clause) 

An  outline  of  the  customs  of  the  Ea«L 
With  all  their  chaste  integrity  of  l.iws. 

By  which  the  more  a  harem  is  increased, 
Tlte  stricter  doubtless  grow  the  vestal  duties 
Of  any  supernumerary  beauties. 

I.IX. 
And  then  she  gave  Juanna  a  chaste  kiss : 

Dudii  w.is  fond  of  kissing — which  I  'm  turo 
That  nobody  can  ever  take  amiss, 

IU>causc  't  in  pleasant,  so  that  it  be  pure, 
And  betwrrn  females  mcms  no  more  than  this — 

That  iliry  have  nothing  better  near,  or  newer. 
<(  Kissi>  rlivmes  to  »  blis<»  in  fact  as  well  as  verse — 
I  wish  it  never  led  to  something  worte. 


LX. 

In  perft*ct  innocence  she  then  unmule 
Her  toilet,  whiclj  coat  Jiltle,  for  she  was 

A  child  of  nature,  carelessly  array'd; 
If  fond  of  a  chance  ogle  at  her  gb>s. 

T  was  like  the  fawn  whirh,  io  the  like  di-tf^xf  ■!. 
Beholds  her  own  shy  ahadowy  image  pvis. 

When  first  she  starta.  and  .then  returns  to  prtip. 

Admiring  this  new  native  of  the  deep. 

LXI. 

And  one  by  one  her  articles  of  dress 
Were  laid  a»<ide>:  but  not  before  she  offrr'd 

Her  aid  to  fair  Juanna,  whose  excess 
Of  modesty  declined  tlx*  aMistancr  proffrr J— 

Which  pass'd  well  off — aa  she  could  dono  IrM: 
Though  by  thi«  polifesae  «lie  rather  sofftf  d, 

Pricking  her  finf;ers  with  those  cursed  pios 

Which  surely  were  invented  for  oursiaa, — 

Lxir. 

.Making  a  woman  like  a  porcupine. 

Not  to  be  rashly  touch'd.      But  still  more  dmi 

Oh  ye:  whoae  fate  it  is.  as  once  't  was  miar. 
lu  early  youth,  to  turn  a  lady  a  maid  ;— 

I  did  my  very  boyish  beat  to  shine 
In  tricking  her  out  for  a  in.isquerade : 

Tlie  pins  were  placed  wifficiently,  ImU  aot 

Stuck  all  exactly  in  the  proper  spot. 

Lxrir. 

But  these  are  fooUtli  ihin(;s  to  all  the  wise~ 
And  ]  love  Wisdom  more  than  she  lores  aie; 

My  tendency  ia  to  pliilosoplnae 

On  most  tliingm  from  a  tyrant  to  a  trre: 

But  still  the  spouseless  virgin  Knotmtedfe  tbet. 
What  are  we?  and  whence  rame  we?  wUii  ^p 

Our  ultimate  eiitleuce?  whnt's  our-prvseat? 

Are  questions  answrerlesa,  and  yet  incessant 

LXIV. 
There  was  deep  silence  in  tlir  chamber:  .hm 
Anil  distant  from  each  other  bura'd  ilie  li;hi«. 

w 

And  Slumber  hover'd  o'er  each  lovely  limb 
Of  the  fair  occupants:  if  ihenr  !ie'«pritr*. 

They  should  have  w.ilk'd  there  in  their  )cprii.-li<'«thr 
By  way  of  change  from  their  scpulrhral  *ites 

And  shown  them«»elvcs  as  glioAts  of  better  taM', 

Than  haunting  some  old  ruin  or  wild  waste. 

LXV. 

.Many  and  beautiful  lay  those  aronml. 

Like  flowers  of  different  hue  and  chme  att.!r.^^ 

In  some  exotic  garden  somciiiiie»  fouxKl, 
With  cost  and  care  .ind  warmtii  iuduceii  tf.*j.v- 

One,  with  her  auburn  lress<  s  lit;htly  bouud. 
And  fair  brows  gently  drooping,  a^  th-  fnv: 

Nods  from  the  tree,  was  slumbciioj  with  *iifi  iw^ 

And  li])s  apart,  which  show'd  the  i>carls  beocix 

I.XVI. 

One,  with  her  fluslid  cheek  laid  on  licr  wliiie *.-- 
Aud  raven  ringlets  cat  herd  iu  dark  cmwa 

Above  her  brow,  lay  drvamini;  M»fi  aud  warm ; 
And.  smiling  through  lier  dream,  as  llunu^-t*'-- 

The  moon  breaks  half  iiuveil'd  each  further  c-i  r-i 
As,  sU.;htly  stirring  ia  U^r  snowy  shroud. 

Her  beauties  aeixctl  the  uncon&cious  hour  of  fli;J 

All  bashfully  to  struggle  into  light. 
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LXVII. 

0  bull,  altliougb  it  M)Ufuk  so;  for 

ni:;lil,  l>iit  then?  vcnr  Linps,  a^  iiaih   bcfouitl. 

all-pallid  asp«>rC  off«r'(J  nioii, 

.-ii(<>  f»f  biropiiii;  Sorroir,  and  bclray'cl 

tJM*  lM;i>rd  brcii&t  tbc  ilrram  of  tome  far  kbon* 

d  and  drplorc*! ;  ivbilr  tlowly  %tray'd 

t  drw,  on  a  cypr^>M  eliurriiig,  tingeit 

k.  boujb)  lear-dro|M  iliro' her  eyes' dark  friu^eft. 

LXVlll. 

,  as  marble,  ht.itiir-like  and  still, 

a  brc4lhlrA<,  liui^b'd,  and  stony  tjeep; 

uld,  and  pure,  as  looks  a  froxcn  rill, 
snow  niinari't  on  an  Alpine  steep, 

^^ife  done  in  salt, — or  tiliat  you  will ; — 

nile»  are  galbcr' d  in  a  lieap, 

iiid  chuse — perhaph  you'll  be  cooleut 

;ar\ed  lady  ou  a  niouuaivut. 

IJLiX. 
a  fifth  apjH'an; — and  wbat  is  site? 

of  t«  a  certain  ajje.w  which  ineuns 
-  a[\rd — >khat  III  r  ycarN  might  be 
k  not.  netprcoiftiiing  |msi  tUeir  tet-us; 
•  she  klept,  iiol^iiite  \0  fair  to  see 

tlut  a>»ful  period  iuterveucs, 
ty»  btith  men  and  women  ou  the  shelf, 
late  upon  their  sin»  and  self. 

LXX. 

u*  time  how  slept  or  drcam'd  Dudu, 

tirict  iiN|uiry  I  eonld  ne'er  discover, 

n  111  .idd  a  syllable  untrue  ; 

1^  till*  middle  match  vas  hardly  orer, 

n  the  Fadiiif;  lanip<i  wauetl  dim  aud  blue, 

liaiitiinis  hovcr'd,  or  rai)'hf  seem  to  hover, 

mho  like  tlieir  company,  about 

tnieut,  on  a  sudileu  she  scream'd  out : 

LXXI. 

4o  loudly,  tliat  upstarteil  all 
la,  ill  a  general  eomniutiou  : 
ml  niaidh.  and  those  «hom  you  may  call 
r,  came  crowding  like  tlie  waves  of  oceao, 
lie  other,  thruU|'lioul  tlie  wliole  hail, 
inl'hnt;,  wondering,  mithout  the  least  notiMi, 
n  I  ha«e  myself,  of  i»hat  couki  make 
.  Dudii  so  turbulenlJy  wake. 

LXXII. 
awake  she  was,  and  rouml  her  bed, 
lo.itiu(;  draperies  and  with  flying  liair, 
er  eyeti,  and  light  but  hurried  tread, 
Koms,  arms,  and  ancles  glancing  hare, 
lit  a$  any  meteor  ever  bred, 
North  Pole,— they  sought  her  cause  of  care, 
rcni'd  agiutetl,  flush'd,  and  frighlen'd, 
lilated  and  her  coUmr  heighleu'd. 

I.XXIIl. 
is  strange — and  a  strong  proof  bow  great 
iiig  is  sound  sleep.  JuaiUM  lay 
.  ever  husband  by  his  male 
'  matrimony  suores  away. 
le  cLimour  broke  her  liappy  stale 
nber,  ere  they  shook  her, — so  tliey  say, 
-and  then  she  too  unclosed  her  ryes, 
I'd  a  good  deal  with  discreet  surprise. 


LXXIV. 

And  now  commenced  a  strict  investigation, 

Whit  li.  as  .ill  spoke  at  oucc,  and  luore  than  once 

tloiijcciuring,  wondering,  asking  n  narration, 
Alike  might  puiile  either  wit  or  duuce 

To  an<<\ver  in  a  very  clear  oration. 

Dudii  lidd  never  puss'd  for  wanting  sense, 

Hut,  bring  m  no  orator,  as  lirntus  is,» 

(lould  nut  at  lirst  cxpouutl  what  was  anuss. 

LXXV.     . 

At  li'n(;lh  slir  slid,  that,  in  a  slumber  sound. 
She  ilreani'd  a  drcum  of  walking  in  a  wood — 

A  u  uoud  ol>s«  ure,»  like  that  where  Uantc  fouud* 
IliiUicelf  in  at  the  age  when  all  ^row  good  ; 

Life's  half-way  liouv,  wliere  dames  with  virtue  crown'd 
lUin  iniirli  less  risk  of  lowers  turning  rndc; — 

And  that  iJiis  wood  was  full  of  pleasant  fruits, 

.\nd  trees  of  goodly  growth  and  spreading  roots; 

Lxxvr. 

And  in  the  midst  a  gf^lden  apple  grew,— 
A  most  |irodigiou»  pippin — but  it  hung 

U  uliiT  too  high  and  distant ;  that  site  threw 
Her  glauces  on  it,  and  then,  longing,  llung 

St«>iir<;,  anil  «lMte\er  slic  could  pick  up,  to 

Rriug  dowu  tlie  fruit,  which  still  pt^versely  clung 

To  its  o«n  iniugh,  and  dangled  yet  ii%  sight, 

liut  always  at  a  luoa  provoking  lieight  :— 

LXXVil. 

That  on  a  sudden,  when  she  leafl  had  hope. 

It  fill  down  of  its  own  acconl.  before 
Her  feel ;  that  her  lirst  movement  was  to  stoop 

And  pick  it  up.  and  bite  it  to  llie  core; 
That  just  as  iK'r  young  lip  beg;in  to  ope 

ITlKJii  the  golden  fruit  the  vision  l*orc, 
A  Im-c  tlew  out  and  stuug  Iter  to  the  heart. 
And  so— slie  awoke  with  a  great  scream  and  start. 

LXXVIII. 

All  this  she  told  with  some  confusion  and 
Dismay,  the  usu  d  consequence  of  dreams 

Of  the  unpleasant  kind,  with  none  at  hand 
To  ixpouiiil  their  vain  ami  visioniry  gleams. 

I  've  kiuiwn  some  odd  ones  which  seem'd  really  planned 
Pniplirtically,  or  tliat  which  one  deems 

<■■  A  strange  coincidence, »  to  use  a  phrase 

lly  which  such  things  are  setiUNi  now-a-days. 

LXXIX. 

Thf  damsels,  wlio  had  tlioughu  of  some  great  harm, 

Began,  as  is  the  comrqueuce  of  fear. 
To  scold  a  little  at  the  false  alarm 

That  broke  for  nothing  on  tlieir  sleeping  ear. 
The  matron  too  was  wroth  to  lra\e  her  warm 

Bed  for  the  dream  slic  liad  Inren  obliged  to  hear, 
And  chafed  at  piK>r  Dudti,  who  only  sigli'd, 
And  said  that  slic  was  sorry  she  had  cried. 

LXXX. 

^  I  ve  heard  of  stories  of  a  cock  and  bull ; 

But  \iiions  of  an  apple  and  a  bee. 
To  taki'  us  fioui  our  natural  rest,  and  pull 

The  v^hole  ()da  from  their  beds  at  hnlf-past  three, 
NVoulil  nuke  us  think  the  moon  u  at  its  full. 

You  sun  ly  an*  un«ell,  child !  ne  must  see, 
To-morri>w,  what  his  highni'ss's  pliynidan 
Will  bay  to  this  hynleric  of  a  \isiou. 
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LXXXI. 

«  And  poor  Juanoa  u>c  <  the  ebild't  fini  ni^t 
Withia  tlie«e  walls,  to  be  broke  In  upon 

Willi  ftucb  a  clamour— I  bad  cliuuglit  it  ri^ht 
That  the  yoang  unnger  tbould  not  lie  alone, 

And,  at  the  quietest  of  all,  the  might 

With  yoUf  Dudik,  a  good  night't  rest  have  known; 

But  now  1  must  transfer  her  to  the  charge 

Of  Lolah — though  her  conch  is  not  so  large.» 

•    LXXXir. 
Lolah's  eyes  sparkled  at  the  proposition ; 

But  poor  Dudu,  with  large  drops  in  her  own, 
Resulting  from  the  scolding  or  the  vi&ion. 

Implored  that  present  pardon  might  be  shown 
For  this  first  foult,  and  that  on  no  condition 

(She  added  in  a  soft  and  piteous  tone), 
Juanna  should  be  taken  from  her,  and 
Her  fuinre  dreams  should  all  be  kept  in  hand. 

LXXXIII. 

She  promised  never  more  to  have  a  dream. 
At  least  to  dream  so  loudly  as  just  now ; 

She  wonder'd  at  herself  how  she  could  scream — 
T  was  foolish,  nervous,  as  she  must  allow, 

A  fond  hallucination,  and  a  theme 
For  laughter-.-bul  she  felt  her  spirks  Uw, 

And  beg^d  ibey  would  excuse  her ;  she  'd  get  otor 

This  wenkacti  in  a  few  boors,  and  recover. 


LXXXIV. 

And  here  Joamia  kindly  inlierposed, 
And  said  she  felt  herself  extremely  well 

Where  she  then  was,  as  her  sound  sleep  disc4osed 
When  all  around  rang  like  a  tocsia-bell : 

She  did  not  find  herself  the  least  disposed 
To  quit  her  gentle  partner,  and  to  dwell 

Apart  from  one  who  had  no  sin  to  show, 

Save  that  of  dreaming  once  «  mal-4-propo«.» 

LXXXV. 

As  thus  Juanna  spoke,  Dudu  tum'd  round. 
And  hid  her  face  within  Juanna  s  breast; 

Her  neck  alone  was  seen,  but  that  was  found 
The  colour  of  a  budding  rose's  crest. 

I  can't  tell  why  she  blush'd,  nor  can  expound 
The  mystery  of  this  rupture  of  their  rest ; 

All  that  I  know  is,  that  the  fisctt  I  state 

Are  true  as  truth  has  ever  been  of  late. 

LXXXVI. 
And  so  good  night  to  them,-— or,  if  you  will, 

Good  morrow — for  the  cock  had  crown,  and  light 
Began  to  clothe  each  Asiatic  hill. 

And  the  mosque  crescent  struggled  into  sight 
Of  the  long  caravan,  which  in  the  chill 

Of  dewy  dawn  wound  slowly  round  each  height 
That  stretches  to  the  stony  belt  which  girds 
Asia,  where  Kaff  looks  down  upon  the  Kurds. 

LXXXVII. 
With  the  first  ray,  or  rather  gray  of  morn, 

Gulbeyas  rose  from  restlessness ;  and  pale 
As  Passion  rises,  with  its  bosom  worn, 

Array'd  herself  with  mantle,  gem,  and  veil : 
The  nightingale  that  sings  with  the  deep  thorn, 

Which  Fable  places  in  her  breast  of  wail, 
Is  lighter  fiir  of  heart  and  voice  tluin  those 
Whose  headlong  pashions  form  their  proper  woes. 


LXXXVIII. 
And  that's  the  moral  of  this  compoutioo. 

If  people  woold  but  see  ita  real  drift  ;— 
But  that  they  will  not  do  without  suspidoa. 

Because  all  gentle  readers  have  the  gift 
Of  closing  'garast  the  lighr  their  orbs  of  visiso, 

While  gentle  writers  also  love  to  lift 
Their  voices  'gainst  each  othe^  which  is  nsBml- 
The  numbers  are  too  (rest  for  them  to  ftuierafi 

LXXXIX. 

Rose  the  Sultana  from  a  bed  of  spleodoor,— 
Softer  than  the  soft  Sybarite's,  who  cried 

Aloud  because  his  feelings  were  too  trodcr 
To  brook  a  rubied  rose-leaf  by  his  ade,— 

So  beautiful  that  art  could  Httle  mend  her. 
Though  pole  with  conflicts  between  love  i 

So  agitated  was  she  with  her  error. 

She  did  not  even  look  into  the  mirror. 

XC. 


Also  arose  about  the  self-same  time. 
Perhaps  a  little  later,  her  (;reat  lord. 

Master  of  thirty  kiagdoms  so  subtime. 
And  of  a  wife  by  whom  hi^was  abhoifd; 

A  thing  of  much  las  import  i#tliat  dime— 
At  least  to  those  of  iBcomcs  which  alliMd 

The  filling  np  their  whole  conwhssl 

Than  where  two  wives  are  under  ai 

XCI. 

He  did  not  tliink  mncb  on  the  matter,  ner 

Indeed  on  any  other :  as  a  naan, 
lie  liked  to  have  a  handsome  paramour 

At  hand,  as  one  may  itike  to  have  a  ba. 
And  therefore  of  Circaasians  had  good  store. 

As  an  amusement  after  the  Divan ; 
Tbou|^  an  unusual  fit  of  love,  or  doty. 
Had  made  him  lately  bask  in  his  bride's  bemty. 

XCil. 

And  now  he  rose :  and  after  due  ablutions, 
Exacted  by  the  customs  of  the  East, 

And  prayers  and  other  pious  evolutions, 
He  drank  six  cups  of  cofSee  at  the  least. 

And  then  withdrew  to  hear  about  the  Russiaai^ 
Whose  victories  had  recently  increased. 

In  Catherine's  reign,  whom  glory  still  adores 

As  greatest  of  all  sovereigns  and  w s. 

xciir. 

But  oh,  thou  grand  legitimate  Alexander! 

Her  son's  son,  let  not  this  last  phrase  offead 
Thine  ear,  if  it  should  reach,— and  now  rhymet 

Almost  as  for  as  Petershurgh,  and  l«id 
A  dreadful  impulse  to  each  loud  meander 

Of  murmuring  Liberty's  wide  waves,  whick  bte 
Their  roar  even  with  the  Baltic's, — so  you  be 
Your  father's  son,  *t  b  quite  enough  for  me. 

xav. 

To  call  men  love-begotien,  or  proclaim 
Their  mothers  as  the  antipodes  of  Tintoo, 

That  hater  of  mankind,  would  he  a  shame, 
A  libel,  or  whatever  yoa  please  to  rhyme  o> 

But  people's  ancestors  are  history's  fpme ; 
And  if  one  lady's  slip  cotdd  leave  a  crime  os 

All  generations,  I  should  like  to  know 

What  pedigree  the  best  would  have  to  show! 


Ha< 
1 

loi 
1 

Slu 
Aa 


DON  JUAN. 


629 


xcv. 

e  tod  the  Sulian  uodentood 

irur  iDtereslt,  whitli  king*  rarely  know, 

;liC  by  lesftODi  rather  rude, 

I  way  to  end  tlieir  strifie,  allhou^ 

irious,  had  tliey  but  tbougbi  good^ 

e  aid  of  prince  or  plenipo : 

I  her  guard*,  and  he  hit  haram, 

other  mattert,  meet  and  tbarc  'en. 

XCVI. 
hit  Ilighneu  luid  to  hold 
lUDcil  upou  vayM  and  meant, 
Dtcr  -with  this  martial  Kcold, 
■n  Amazon  and  (^)ue«n  of  queana; 
riity  could  uot  be  told 
Man  of  the  ktate,  which  leam 
ittle  heavy  00  the  hacks 
cannot  lay  on  a  new  tax. 

XCVil. 
beyai,  when  her  king  was  gone, 
>  her  boudoir,  a  smeet  place 
eakfast ;  private,  pleasing,  lone, 
ith  all  contrivances  which  grace 
eaiea : — many  a  pradont  atona 
oig  its  roof,  aaii  many  a  vase 
ekl  in  the  MjHN'  tlowers, 
soothers  of  llAptives  hours. 

XCVIII. 
rl,  and  porphyry,  and  marble, 
•ach  other  ou  this  costly  spot ; 
ird«  without  vere  heard  to  warble ; 
io'd  glass  which  lighted  this  fair  grot 
ay ; — but  all  descriptions  garble 
fiect,  and  so  we  had  better  not 
;,  an  outline  li  the  best,— 
r  s  fancy  docs  the  rest. 

XCIX. 
(ommon'd  Baba,  and  req&ircd 
t  his  h^nds.  and  information 
^%t  since  all  the  slaves  retired, 
er  he  had  occupied  their  station; 
I  been  managed  as  desired, 
ipiise  witli  due  consideration 
above  all,  the  where  and  how 
the  night,  was  what  she  wish'd  to  know. 

C. 
me  embarrassment,  replied 
;  rntrohism  of  questions  asik'd 
an  aniiwer'd, — iluit  lie  liad  tried 
obey  in  what  he  had  been  la»k'd ; 
n'd  something  tliat  he  wiJi'd  to  hide, 
:ation  more  betray'd  than  mask'd; 
is  ear,  the  infallible  resource 
larrats'd  people  have  recourse. 

a. 

DO  model  of  true  patience, 

lispo»ed  to  wait  in  word  or  deed; 

:k  answers  in  all  couventations ; 

»he  saw  him  stumbling  like  a  steed 

she  puziled  him  for  frevh  ones ; 

■peech  grew  still  more  broken-knee'd, 

;an  to  tiusli,  lier  eyes  to  Hparkle, 

ad  brow's  bine  f  eins  to  swdl  and  darkle. 


ai. 

When  Baba  saw  these  symptoms,  which  he  knew 
To  bode  him  no  great  good,  he  deprecated 

Her  anger,  and  beseech'd  she  'd  hear  him  throngh— 
He  could  not  help  the  thing  wliich  he  related : 

Then  out  it  came  at  lengtli,  that  to  Dudu 

Juan  was  given  in  charge,  as  hath  been  slated; 

But  not  by  Baba's  fault,  he  said,  and  swore  on 

The  holy  camel's  hump,  besides  the  Koran. 

CHI. 
The  chief  dame  of  the  Oda,  upon  whom 

The  diicipiine  of  the  whole  haram  bore, 
As  ioon  as  they  re-enter'd  their  own  room. 

For  Baba's  function  tiopp'd  khort  at  tlie  door. 
Had  kcitled  all ;  nor  could  he  then  presume 

(The  aforesaid  Baba)  just  then  to  do  more, 
Wiiliout  exciting  such  suspicion  as 
Might  make  the  matter  still  worse  tlian  it  was. 

CIV. 
He  hoped,  indeed  be  thought  he  could  be  sure, 

Juan  had  not  betray'd  himself ;  in  fact 
T  was  certain  that  his  condnct  had  been  pore. 

Because  a  fboliah  or  imprudent  aet 
Would  not  alone  have  made  him  insecure, 

But  ended  in  his  being  found  out  and  snck'df 
And  thrown  into  the  sea. — Thus  Baba  spoke 
Of  all  save  Dudii's  dream,  which  was  no  joke. 

CV. 
This  he  discreetly  kept  in  tlie  back  ground. 

And  talk'd  away — and  might  have  talk'd  till  now. 
For  any  further  answer  that  he  found. 

So  deep  an  anguish  wrung  Gulbeyas*  brow ; 
Her  cheek  tum'd  ashes,  ears  rung,  brain  whirl'd  round, 

As  if  she  had  received  a  sudden  blow, 
And  the  heart 's  dew  of  pain  sprang  fast  and  chilly 
O'er  her  fair  front,  like  morning's  on  a  lily.     * 

cyf. 

Although  sUP^ras  not  of  the  fainting  sort, 

Baba  thought  she  would  Faint,  but  there  he  err'd— 

It  was  but  a  convulsion,  which,  though  short. 
Can  never  be  described ;  we  all  have  heard. 

And  some  of  us  liave  felt  thus  «  all  a«ort,» 

When  things  beyond  the  cdmmon  have  occurr'd ; 

Gulbeyas  proved  in  that  brief  agony 

What  she  could  ne'er  express — then  how  shonld  I  ? 

CVII. 
She  stood  a  moment,  as  a  Pythoness 

Stands  on  her  tripod,  agonized,  and  full 
Of  inspiration  gather'd  from  distress, 

When  all  the  heart-strings  like  wild  horses  pull 
The  heart  asunder  ; — then,  as  more  or  less 

Tlieir  speed  abated  or  their  strength  grew  dull. 
She  sunk  down  on  her  seat  by  slow  degrees. 
And  bow'd  her  throbbuig  head  o'er  trembling  kneca. 

GVIII. 
Her  face  declined  and  was  unseen ;  her  hair 

Fell  in  long  tresses  like  the  weeping  willow. 
Sweeping  the  marble  underneath  her  chair, 

Or  rather  sofii  (for  it  was  all  pillow,— 
A  low,  soft  Ottoman),  and  black  despair 

Stirr'd  up  and  down  her  bosom  like  a  billow. 
Which  rushes  to  some  shore  wliose  shingles  cbeck 
lu  firther  course,  bat  mutt  reeeif e  iia  wrrek. 
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ax. 

Her  bead  liaoff  down,  and  ber  long  bair  in  stooping 
G>nceard  tier  fieaturet  better  than  a  veil ; 

And  one  band  o'er  the  Ottoman  lay  drooping. 
White,  waxen,  and  as  alabaster  pale : 

Would  that  I  were  a  painter !  to  be  grouping 
All  iliat  a  poet  drags  into  detail  i 

Ob  that  my  words  were  eolourx !  but  tbeir  tints 

May  serve  perhaps  as  outlines  or  slight  bints. 

ex. 

Baba,  who  knew  by  experience  when  to  talk 
And  when  to  hold  his  tongue,  now  held  it-  till 

This  passion  might  blow  o'er,  nor  dared  to  balk 
Gulbeyas'  taciturn  or  speaking  will. 

At  length  she  rose  up,  and  began  to  walk 
Slowly  along  the  room,  bat  silent  still. 

And  ber  brow  dear'd,  but  not  her  troubled  eye — 

The  wind  was  down,  but  still  the  se4  run  high. 

CXI. 
She  stopp'd,  and  raised  her  head  to  speak — but  paused. 

And  then  moved  on  again  with  rapid  pace; 
Then  slacken'd  it,  which  is  the  march  most  caused 

By  deep  emotion: — yon  may  sometimes  trace 
A  feeling  in  each  footstep,  as  disclosed 

By  Sailittt  is  his  Catiline,  who,  chasod 
By  all  the  demons  of  all  passions,  show'd 
Tbeir  work  even  by  the  way  in  which  he  irode. 

CXII. 
Gulbeyaz  stopp'd  and  beckon'd  iaba :— «  slave! 

Bring  tlie  two  slaves  \»  she  said,  in  a  low  tone. 
But  one  which  Baba  did  not  like  to  brave. 

And  yet  he  shudder'd,  and  scem'd  ratlier  prone 
To  prove  reluctant,  and  begg'd  leave  to  crave 

(Though  he  well  knew  the  meaning)  to  be  shown 
What  slaves  ber  highness  wish'd  to  indicate, 
For  feafof  any  error  like  the  late. 

d!t!ir. 

«  The  Georgian  and  her  paramour,*  replied 
The  imperial  bride — and  added,  «  Let  the  boat 

Be  ready  by  the  secret  portal's  side : 

You  know  the  rest.*  The  words  stuck  in  ber  throat, 

Despite  her  injured  love  and  fiery  pride ; 
And  of  this  Baba  willingly  took  note. 

And  begg'd,  by  every  hair  of  Mahomet's  beard, 

She  would  revoke  the  order  he  had  heard. 

CXIV. 
«  To  hear  is  to  obey,*  he  said ;  m  but  still, 

Sultann,  think  upon  the  consequence  : 
It  is  not  that  I  shall  not  all  fulfil 

Your  orders,  even  in  their  severest  sense; 
But  such  precipitation  may  end  ill. 

Even  at  your  own  imperative  expense; 
I  do  not  mean  destruction  and  exposure 
In  case  of  any  premature  disclosure  ; 

CXV. 
«  But  your  own  feelings. — Even  should  all  the  rest 

Be  hidden  by  the  rolling  waves,  which  hide 
Already  many  a  once  love-beaten  breast 

Deep  iu  the  caverns  of  the  deadly  tide— 
You  love  this  boyish,  new  seraglio  guest. 

And — if  this  violent  remedy  be  tried-— 
Excuse  my  freedom,  when  I  here  assure  yon, 
That  killing  him  it  not  the  way  to  core  you.w 


CXVI.  I 

■  What  dost  thou  knov  of  love  or  frcKai --Hr« } 

Begone!*  she  cried,  wrilh  kiodlingev«.«m 
My  bidding !«»  Baba  vamali'd ;  for  to  streidb 

II  is  own  remooscraince  Birtlwr,  be  well  bn. 
Might  end  in  acting  nn  hb  own  «  Jack  Ceirh:i 

And,  though  he  wiah'd  extremely  to  (et  hmp  i 
This  awkward  buMBCas  VQiboni  harm  tosAn 
He  still  preferr'd  bia  own  neck  to  aooihcr'i 

CXVII. 

Away  he  went  then  apon  his  comnwstoa, 
Gro«liug  and  grumbling  in  good  Tarkkkyhs 

Against  all  womeo,  of  whaie'er  con<filiaa,     |l 
Especially  Sultanas  and  ihetr  ways; 

Tbeir  obstinacy,  pride,  nod  indecifioa, 

Tbeir  never  knowing  their  own  mind  tvs  km. 

The  trouble  that  they  gSLre,  thrir  iramonCiy. 

Which  made  him  daily  bless  his  ow   BennEtr 

CXVIII. 
And  then  he  call'd  liia  brethren  lo  bis  ai^ 

And  sent  one  on  a  siimmoos  td  the  par. 
That  they  muxt  instantly  be  well  array'd. 

And,  above  all,  be  comb'd  even  to  >  Inir. 
And  brought  before  the  etispress,  wlio  had  nit 

Inquiries  after  I  hem  wi||ik^nde«l  e4ic: 
At  which  Dudu  looked  nit^^jf,  and  imam  dk ; 
But  go  they  moat  at  once,  mM  will  I— oil  I. 

CXfX. 

And  here  I  leave  them  at  tlieir  prrparaiiea 

Tor  the  imperial  presence,  wherrin  wbetkr 
Gulbeyas  show'd  them  both  rommi^cntisa. 

Or  got  rid  of  the  parties  altogether- 
Like  other  angry  ladiea  of  her  nation.— 

Are  things  the  turning  of  a  hair  or  fesiker 
May  settle ;  but  far  be  't  from  me  ta  aaikif* 
In  what  way  feminine  eapriee  may  fisnpair. 

,  cxx. 

I  leave  them  for  the  pre^nt.  with  good  widn. 
'    Though  doubts  of  their  well  doing,  to  ama;" 
Another  pan  of  liijctory ;  for  the  disbes 

Of  this  oor  banquet  wre  must  sometioMi  ck^p 
And,  trusting  Juan  may  escape  the  fishr*. 

Althougli  his  sitnatiou  now  seems  sinafp 
And  scarce  aecsira,  as  such  digressions  arr  Cur. 
The  Mnae  will  uke  a  Utile  touch  at  variire. 


CAXTO  YII 


I. 

Oh  lo%e!  Oh  glory  >  what  are  ye  T  who  fly 
Around  us  ever,  rarely  to  alight : 

Tlicre  's  not  a  meteor  in  the  Polar  sky 

Of  such  iranscendani  and  more  deetiag  flic^ 

Chill,  and  chain  d  lo  cold  earth,  we  kfi  oa  high 
Our  eyes  in  search  of  cither  lovely  light; 

A  thousand  and  a  Utonaaad  colours  they 

Assume,  then  laavo  us  oa  owr  fraeting  waf. 
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II. 

%  thry  are,  tiach  my  prr^CTit  tale  la, 
•rripi  anil  rver-varyin^  rhyme, 
Aurora  Rorealiii, 
mthes  o'er  a  waste  and  icy  elime. 
DOW  what  all  are,  we  miMt  bewail  ut, 

ilie  lesn  1  hope  it  n  oo  crime 

all  thiiiK^ :  for  ^wtsh  to  know 

aH,  are  all  thiofjt— but  aafcow? 

III. 

f!  mc — me — the  present  writer  of 
rot  poem,  of — I  know  not  whai,— > 
to  underrate  nod  Moff 
n  power  and  virtue,  and  all  that ; 
cy  ^iiy  in  language  rather  rou^. 
1 !  I  wonder  what  tliry  would  be  at  f 
tre  tliao  lias  bei'U  laid  in  Dante's 
t*y  Solomon,  and  by  Cerrantrs; 

IV. 
r  MarluAvel,  by  Hochefoucaalt, 
)n,  by  Luther,  aud  by  Ptaio; 
I,  auJ  W(>ftiey,  and  Housaeao, 
•w  ihiA  life  was  not  worth  a  potato. 
nr  bult,  nor  mine,  if  this  be  s»— 
Kirt,  I  prrlrud  not  to  be  Cato, 
iogcnes.— We  lite  and  die, 

4  best,  you  know  no  mora  thaa  I. 

V. 

d,  our  only  koowle«l|^  waa 

w  that  nothing  roald  be  kaown;*  a  pleasant 

«q1i,  which  IrvrU  to  ao  aaa 

n  of  wiolom,  future,  nafiC,  or  preaeot. 

ai  proverb  of  the  mind),  alas! 

with  all  hi«  grand  di«^vedes  reccat, 
uself  felt  only  ••  Rke  a  youth 
slidls  by  the  great  ocean — tnitb.» 

VI. 

«ai<l,  that  all  is  vanity — 

Jem  prmrhert  nay  thr  Mme,  or  show  il 

implfs  of  true  Christianity ; 

all  know,  nr  very  soon  m.iy  know  it. 

u'vne  of  all'Confe^Vd  in.inity, 

liy  vtf,e,  by  preacher,  antl  by  poet, 

ain  me,  through  the  f^ar  of  iiriffif, 

inj;  up  the  notliingnen  of  life  7 

VII. 
Ml !  (for  I  Hatter  you  in  uying 
I  re  dog« — your  l>eiicrs  far)  ye  may 
ad  nut,  wh;^i  I  am  now  rMayin^; 
ye  what  ye  are  in  every  way. 
he  moon  stop^  for  the  haying 

5  \%ill  ihe  bright  Mu«e  withdraw j»De  ray 
irr  skirt ; — then  liowl  your  idle  wrath ! 
(till  silvers  o>r  your  gloomy  path. 

VIII. 
sf»  and  fiillilcM  wann— I  am  not  mire 
r  ihi*  right  reading — 't  is  no  matter ; 
alxint  the  ha  me;  I  am  vcurc  ; — 
r>m  iKiih.  and  am  almut  to  halter 
irii  dill  a  famous  ^in?**  rn<hire, 

lielcagnprd  lioili  liy  land  and  water 
f,  or  .ingliri'  Suwnrrow, 

blood  as  ao  alderman  loves  marrow. 


The  fbrtresa  isealFd  Ismail,  and  i«  placed 

Tpou  the  IXmube's  left  branch  and  left  bank. 

Willi  building*  in  the  oriental  taste. 
But  fttill  a  fortress  of  the  fnrrm«il  rank. 

Or  was  at  least,  unless  't  i«  since  defaced, 

Wjiirh  wi:h  your  conquerors  n  a  common  prank: 

It  stands  some  eighty  vemta  from  tlie  high  sea. 

And  measures  round  of  loises  thouMmh  three. 

X. 

Within  the  extent  of  thix  fortification 

A  horough  n  comprised,  along  the  height 

r|>oii  the  left,  which,  from  itn  loftier  station. 
Commands  the  city,  and  upon  H%  Mie 

A  Greek  had  raised  around  this  elevation 
A  quantity  of  palisadeft  upright. 

So  placail  as  to  impede  the  fire  of  those 

Who  h^  the  place,  and  to  Asmfthe  foe's. 

XI. 

Tbis  circumstance  may  serve  to  give  a  notioo 
Of  the  high  talents  of  this  new  Vaultan: 

But  thr  town  ditch  hHow  was  deep  as  oceanf 
Thr  r.impart  higher  than  you  'd  wish  to  hang: 

But  then  there  was  a  great  want  of  precaution 
(Priihee,  excuse  this  engineering  slang), 

Nor  work  advance<l,  nor  covcr'd  way  waa  there. 

To  liini  at  least  a  Here  is  no  ihoroughfore.* 

XII. 

But  a  stone  bastion,  witB  a  narrow  gorge, 

Aud  walls  as  thick  as  most  sculb  born  as  yet ; 

Two  batteries,  cap-ii-piff,  as  our  Saint  George, 
Cnsc-miitrd  one,  and  t*  other  «  a  barbette,* 

Of  I)anul)e's  Iiank  took  formidable  charge; 
While  two-.ind-twenty  cannon,  duly  set, 

Bose  o'er  thr  town's  right  kide,  in  bristling  tier, 

Forty  feet  high,  upon  a  cavaher. 

Mil. 
But  from  the  river  the  town  's  open  quite, 

lk>canse  the  Turks  could  never  be  persuaded 
A  Bu«si.tn  vessel  e'er  would  heave  in  sight; 

And  such  their  creed  was.  till  they  were  invaded. 
When  it  grew  ratlHT  late  In  set  things  right. 

But  as  the  Danube  could  not  well  be  waded, 
Tliey  lonk'J  ii|Min  the  Mus(*oviie  flotilla, 
Aud  only  shouted,  m  Alia  !»  and  ••  Bis  liillah!» 

XIV. 

The  Biiftsians  now  were  ready  to  attack ; 

But  oh.  ye  gofldeases  of  war  and  glory! 
How  «liall  1  spell  the  name  of  each  Cossack 

Who  were  imniorial,  could  one  tell  their  storrT 

m 

Alas!  what  tn  their  memory  ran  lack? 

Achillrs  self  was  not  more  grim  and  gory 
Than  thousands  of  this  new  and  polish'd  nation. 
Whose  names  want  nothing  but— >proauiK'iation. 

XV. 

Still  I'll  record  a  few,  if  hut  to  increase 

Oureuplmnv — there  was  Stron/^noff.and  Strokonoff, 
Mrknop.  S-rge  l.wdw.  Arsenirw  nf  modem  Grreer, 

Ant!  TMliit<«sliakoff,  and  Bogiirnoff.  and  Chokenoff, 
And  ntlirrs  of  twelve  ronsonants  a  piece  r 

And  morr  mi;*hl  l>e  found  out,  if  I  rouki  poke  enou(;h 
Into  gaieties;  hut  fame  (capricious  stmmpct!) 
1 1  seems  has  got  an  ear  as  well  as  trampet. 


63  a 


BTRON'S  WORKS. 


Aod  cannot  tune  tho«e  discords  of  namtion. 
Which  may  be  names  at  Moscow,  into  rliyme. 

Yet  there  were  several  worth  commemoration, 
As  e'er  was  virgin  qf  a  nuptial  chime ; 

Soft  words  too,  fitted  for  the  peror.ition 
Of  Londonderry,  drawling  against  time, 

Ending  in  «  iwhskin,*  «  ousckio,N  ••  iffFkcliy,ii  «  onski,* 

Of  whom  we  can  insert  but  Rousamouski, 

XVil. 
Jkherematoff  and  Chrematoff,  Koklophti, 

Koclobski,  Kourakin,  and  Houskin  Pouskin, 
All  proper  men  of  weapons,  as  e'er  scoff  d  high 

Against  a  foe,  or  ran  a  sabre  through  skin : 
Little  cared  they  for  Mahomet  or  Mufti, 

Unless  to  make  their  kettle-drums  a  new  skin 
Out  of  their  hides,  if  parchment  had  grown  de%r. 
And  no  more  handy  substitute  been  near.       # 

xviir 

Then  there  were  foreigners  of  much  renown,  , 

Of  various  nations,  aod  all  volunteers; 
Not  fif^iiing  for  their  country  or  its  crown, 

Bui  wishing  to  be  one  day  brigadiers  f 
Also  to  have  the  sacking  of  a  town — 

A  pleasant  thing  to  young  men  at  their  years. 
'Mongst  them  were  several  Englishmen  of  |Hlh, 
Sixteen  call'd  Thompson,  and  nineteen  named  Smith. 

XIX. 

Jack  Thompson  and  Bill  Thonifson  ; — all  the  rest 
Had  been  call'd  «  Jemmy,*  after  the  great  bard ; 

I  don't  know  whether  they  had  arms  or  crest, 
Out  such  a  godfather  's  as  good  a  card. 

Three  of  the  Smiths  were  Peters ;  bqt  the  best 
Amongst  them  nil,  liard  blows  to  inflict  or  warn. 

Was  he,  since  so  renown'd  a  in  country  quarters 

At  HaHfax  ;w  but  now  he  served  the  Tartars. 

XX. 

The  rest  were  Jacks  and  Gills,  and  Wills  and  Rills; 

Out  when  I  've  added  that  the  elder  Jack  Smith 
Was  bom  in  Cumberland  amoug  the  hilU, 

And  tliat  his  fallicr  was  .in  lione«t  blacksmith, 
I  've  said  all  /  know  of  a  name  that  filU 

Three  lines  of  the  dispatch  in  taking  «  Schoucksmith,* 
A  village  of  Moklavia's  waste,  wherein 
He  fell,  immortal  in  a  bulletin. 

XXI. 

I  wonder  (although  Mars  no  doubt 's  a  god  I 

Prauie)  if  a  man's  name  in  a  bulletin 
May  make  up  for  a  bullet  in  his  body  ? 

I  hope  tlm  little  que&iiou  is  no  sin,. 
Because,  though  I  am  but  n  simple  noddy, 

I  think  one  Sliakspeare  putA  the  same  thought  in 
The  mouth  of  some  one  in  his  plays  so  doaling. 
Which  many  people  pass  for  wits  by  quoting. 

XXIf. 
Tlien  there  were  Frenchmen,  gallant,  young,  and  gay : 

But  I  'm  too  great  a  patriot  to  record 
Their  Gallic  names  upon  a  glorious  day; 

1  'd  rather  tell  ten  lies  than  Miy  a  word 
Of  truth  ; — such  truths  are  treason  :  they  I>etray 

'i'hcir  country,  and,  as  traitors  are  abhorr'd, 
Who  name  the  French  and  English,  save  to  show 
How  peace  should  make  John  Bull  the  Frenchman's  foe. 


XXIII. 

The  RntsiaiM,  hmnug  bnilt  two  batteria  « 
An  isle  near  Ismail,  had  two  ends  in  virv; 

The  firtC  wu  lo  bombard  it,  and  knock  dm 
The  public  building*,  and  the  prtiate  las. 

No  matter  what  poor  souls  might  be  ondMe 
The  city's  shape  sufggeMed  this,  't  i^  traf ; 

Form'd  like  an  amphitheal^.  each  d«elaB| 

Presented  a  fine  mark  to  throw  a  shell  in. 

XXIV. 

The  second  object  was  to  pro6t  by 

The  moment  of  the  general  ooostematiai. 

To  attack  the  Turk's  flotilla,  which  Uy  oi^ 
Extremely  tranquil,  anchor'd  at  its  ttidoa: 

But  a  third  motive  was  as  pn»faably 
To  frighten  ilicm  into  capitularioa; 

A  phantasy  which  sometimes  wins  wirrion, 

Unleu  they  are  pime  as  bull-do^  and  fn-tinm  f 

XXV. 

A  habit  rather  blameable,  which  is 

That  of  despising  those  we  combat  wiik 

Common  in  many  casep,  was  in  this 

The  cause  of  killing  Trhilrhiitkoff  and  Sail 

One  of  the  valorous  «  Smilhsn  whom  «edal« 
Out  of  tliose  nineteen  who  late  rhyaKdn«'tf.« 

But 't  is  a  name  so  spread  o'er  ••  Sir>  and  «  hit- 

That  one  would  tliink  the  riasr  who  bore 


boRi(<iU 
P.  f 


XXVL 

The  lintsian  batteries  irere  incomplete, 
Because  they  were  constmcicd  in  a  kany. 

Thus,  the  nme  cause  which  makes  a  vcne  v«*| 
And  throws  a  cloud  o'er  Longman  and  Ms  M 

When  the  sale  of  new  books  is  not  so  fleet 
As  tliey  who  print  them  think  is  MCfHiry, 

May  likewise  put  off  for  a  tfttte  what  Moiy 

Sometimes  calls  «  0uirder,»  and  at  othcn  ■  pf] 

xxvn. 

Whether  it  was  their  engineers'  sinpiiytT. 

Their  haste,  or  waste,  I  neither  koov  nor  en  ■ 
Or  some  contractor's  personal  cnpidity. 

Saving  his  soul  by  cheating  in  the  ware 
Of  homicide ;  but  there  was  no  solidity 

In  the  n^  batteries  erected  there; 
They  either  miaa'd,  or  they  were  never  mim'i 
And  added  gready  to  the  nisdUif  lisL 

X.\VIII. 
A  sad  miscalculation  about  distance 

Made  all  their  naval  matters  incorrect; 
Three  fire«liip«  lost  their  amiable  exifieore 

Before  they  reacli'd  a  spot  to  take  effect: 
The  match  was  lit  too  soon,  and  no  a»tfnff« 

Could  remedy  this  lubberly  defect; 
They  blew  up  in  tlie  middle  of  tlie  ri*fr,  _ 

While,  though  't  was  dawn,  the  Turks  deptfa«>' 

XXIX. 

At  seven  they  rose,  however,  and  survey  d 
The  Ross  Hotilla  getting  under  way ; 

T  was  nine,  when  sitll  advancing  undiioiy  J. 
Within  a  cable's  length  their  ve»s(-h  Uy 

Off  Ismail,  and  commenced  a  cannooadr, 
Which  was  retum'd  with  interest,  I  may  w. 

And  by  a  fire  of  musketry  and  grape. 

And  slielb  and  shot  of  every  siae  and  shape. 


[WkUlilin;  ud.  «hted  bjr  ttkrir  own 
Ht«ri»i  Hvrk'il  ibcirguuinili  gmi  pi 
■Ilk  Iber  fouiid  iMn  mnpwHil*  iUhh 


^H'll  tlie  Rnaum  with  t  bewrj  fire, 
•d  to  nukr  ■  landjni  oo  llie  buiii. 
MR  IlierfFnrl  Ml  ibon  oFlheirdain: 

a,  lod  i>iih  .  -biJt  guuu  of  tbuohicr. 

XXXII. 
lift  ibr  hiUDrian  twrf}  ■■  I  couM  rcpon 
pi  lh«  Ruuiuii  dM  upon  Ihii  di^. 


m  pap  hi. 


I  ^onld  ilill  lute 


D  llHI  (ray. 
■Be  dv  LaeDC,  uhl  iMOferoa.  aaA  Danui, 
pau  M  uiir  ■I"''  lb>  roU  of  fjou  hu. 

XXXIII. 
b|  dir  caw.  Buy  tbow  lu  *1ul  f*mt  ii. 
ni  of  ikr»  ••»■.!  cknallmi..  Lon 


,b..,k«w.)    I 


dt«>iibJri.wa  froDi 

XXJdV. 
rv  m  mrn  who  foagbl  tn  fBllaul  kflipu 
■Ihollr  a>  «cr  luroa  bugbl. 
■fed  iu  ib(  b«p  of  wcti  mnuclioiu— 
r  namn  in  wIdDm  bund,  nor  of  ion  Koghl. 
na  good  (iint  ip«|f  hiffer  vtd  iroalrartiona, 
b  tfiiioguUli'd  vooofl-  lh«D  »]ie  oii|flil: 
armoderii  boiiln,  I  villbel 
b'I  repeal  niiK  iuin»  from  each  (pullr. 

XKXV. 
t,  ibu  Loal  attack,  ihougb  ricli  iu  fllofy, 
fi  Ihai  mmewhrrt,  lanuhow.  ihrre  wka  j  fiiuh 
loiral  ltib»  {.koown  in  Ruuian  itscy) 
Urftflj  TKommnied  an  tiuuji : 
A  hr  wai  oppotcd  b)F  young  and  lioary. 
A  made  a  tonu  dfbaw.— bui  I  lantl  linlli 

XXXVI. 
ma  nun.  if  ibai  ka  <»•  a  man.— 
^Iliiiionnkond  could  liiralld  iaquriiiun, 
H  ba  not  been  Hmuk,.  Iii.  .pan 
tm  ai  ilion  ID  yoiiik  at  inrlinmiaa 
falul  iiluCA,  *bni,  all  warn  >ud  •ma. 


Hit  nlory  migkl  balf  eqaal  kis  nfala. 
>i>  Wlow,  brinitiii  fool  liigh,  couU  tua 
A  kiiid  of  phiDtacy  proporiionalB 

I  tktf  ib«n  tofcreiitn  of  the  lluaufln  peoplt*. 


Bui  ilioril;  he  Jiad  eania  (0  be  ennltnL 

Id  (be  bhr  tin^^K  bainrin  pramdnl. 
And  bHiacan  caaS  on  ibx  Daoube'i  btirdrr 


tj  hii  diipalrhn  coBch'd  in  pilfair  phraw, 
Aanunnrini;  ibc  appoinlnirnl  of  lliai  lour  i 
Ballln  lo  Ok  commuid.  rHskl-Siinbal  Suiai 


p-Lcilhtnb«llo>iilii  (aid  God,  'and  Uicr  m  Kghi!- 
■  L«  U»R  b(  bbwd  !•  (ayi  man.  and  iban  '<  a  tea ! 

The  rial  of  iliii  ipoil'd  chiki  of  Ike  nighl 
(For  day  ne'er  wh  hii  meriu)  could  dacrec 

Hon  nil  lu  an  kour,  Ikaa  Ibiny  bright 

LoiilyulhoK  wUifhnpcBdEden'ifnui— 
For  vir  cub  up  nol  ooJ;  branch  but  rooL 
Xl.ll. 


,.  if  70a  iMiil  on  gnmmai,  lhou|}h 


id  bui  Iillle  hain^EBF  al 


i 
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XLIV. 
«  Great  joy  to  Loodoo  now !»  ayt  some  gmt  fool, 

When  London  bad  a  grand  iUuminalion, 
Which  to  tliat  bottle-coajoror,  John  Bull, 

Is  of  all  dreams  tlie  first  hallucination; 
So  that  the  sif^eets  of  colour'd  lamps  are  full. 

That  sage  (said  John)  surrenden  at  discretion 
His  purse,  his  soul,  his  sense,  and  even  liis  noosense. 
To  gratify,  like  a  hn^  moth,  thU  one  tense. 

XLV. 
T  ift  strange  tluit  he  should  further  «  damn  lits  eyes,* 

For  they  arc  damn'd :  that  once  all-fsmoas  oath 
Is  to  the  devil  now  no  further  prise. 

Since  John  has  lately  lost  the  use  of  both. 
Debt  he  calls  weallli,  and  taxes,  paradise; 

And  funine,  with  her  gaunt  an^Jioay  growth, 
Wliich  stares  him  in  the  face,  beVkn't  examine. 
Or  swears  that  Gem  hath  begotten^  Famine. 

XLVI. 

Dut  to  the  tale.    Great  joy  unto  the  camp ! 

To  Russian,  Tarur,  Eoglisli,  French,  Cossack, 
O'er  whom  Suwarrow  shone  like  a  gas4amp, 

Presaging  a  most  luminous  attack ; 
Or,  like  a  wi«p  along  the  marUi  so  damp, 

Which  leads  beholders  on  a  boggy  walk. 
He  flitted  lo  and  firo,  a  danciag  light. 
Which  all  who  aaw  it  followed,  wrong  or  right. 

XLVU. 
But,  certes,  matters  took  a  diRerem  fice; 

There  was  enthusiasm  and  much  applanse. 
The  fleet  and  camp  saluted  with  great  grace. 

And  all  presaged  good  foriuoe  to  their  cause. 
Within  a  cannon-shot  leagih  of  the  place  ^ 

They  drew,  coiutructed  ladderx,  repair'd  flaws 
Id  former  worits,  made  new,  prepared  fascines. 
And  all  kinds  of  benevolent  machines. 

XLVIII. 
T  is  thus  the  spirit  of  a  single  mind 

Hakes  that  of  multitudes  take  one  direction. 
As  roll  tlie  waters  to  the  breathing  wind. 

Or  roams  the  herd  beneath  the  bull's  protection  : 
Or  as  a  little  dog  will  lead  the  blind. 

Or  a  bell-weather  form  llie  flock's  connexion 
Uy  tinkling  sounds  when  they  go  forth  to  victual : 
Such  is  the  sway  of  your  great  men  o'er  little. 

XLIX. 

The  whole  camp  rung  with  joy :  you  would  have  tliougiit 
That  tlicy  were  going  to  a  marriage-feast 

(This  metaphor,  I  think,  holds  good  a^  aught, 
Since  there  is  dlncord  after  both  at  least). 

There  was  not  now  a  luggage-boy  but  sought 
Dauger  and  spoil  with  ardour  mucli  increased ; 

And  why?  because  a  little,  odd,  old  man, 

Stript  to  hit  shirt,  was  come  to  lead  the  van. 

L. 
But  so  it  was ;  and  every  preparation 

Was  made  with  all  alacrity;  the  first 
Detachment  of  tliree.rolumns  took  its  station. 

And  waited  but  the  signal's  voice  to  burst 
Upon  the  foe :  the  second's  onlinalion 

Was  also  in  throe  columns,  with  a  thirst 
For  glory  gaping  o'er  .a  sea  of  Uaughttrr: 
The  third,  in  columns  two,  atiack'd  by  water. 


U. 

Hew  bnttcfiat  wve  CMctcd ;  and  wnt  held 
A  genenl  eouncil,  Im  wbSeh  Baaniaity, 

That  stranger  lo  motC  eoaneilt,  iiere  pmaird, 
As  tomedmet  happens  ia  a  great  enmnty; 

And,  every  AfiScalty  being  expdrd. 
Glory  began  to  dawn  writli  doe  tablinaly. 

While  Suvaroff,  determiDed  to  obtain  it, 

Wat  teachiaf  bit  racnuta  lo  wa  Ike  hayaaet. ' 

UL 

It  it  an  actnal  fact,  that  ha,  coaaaMader- 
In-chief,  in  proper  perton  dngn'd  to  dril 

The  awkward  tqnad,  and  could  affbtd  to 
Hn  tima,  a  carporal's  datica  to  fulfil; 

Juft  at  yoo  *d  bnok  a  aucking  aaiaroaader 
To  twallow  flame,  and  oever  take  it  iM; 

He  thow'd  ihem  bow  to  nMont  a  ladder  (aMd 

Wat  aot  Uha 


Lm. 

Also  be  dnnTd  up,  for  tbe  ooaee,  fuciacs 
Like  men,  with  turbana,  trjanitars,  and  dirfa. 

And  made  thev  charge  writh  bayooets  then 
By  way  of  leawB  againat  actual  Turitt. 

And,  when  arefl  pcactiaed  io  tbcaa  aum 
He  judged  diem  proper  to  ataail  tbe 

At  which  your  wite  men  tnecr'd,  in 

Ue  made  no  aaswcr;  bat  ba  taoktbecily. 

LIV. 

If  ott  tluagi  were  in  tbia  poalnre  on 
Of  the  attanit,  aad  all  the  eanap  wmia 

A  stem  repose;  which  you  would 
Yet  men,  retolved  to  daab  through  thick aiiia 

Are  vary  nleut  when  they  ooca  believe 
That  aU  is  tattled: — there  was  linle  dia, 

For  tome  wire  thiaking  of  their  home  and  frink 

And oiban of  tbemealaaa and  laticrcndt. 

LV. 

Suwarrow  chiefly  was  on  the  alert. 
Surveying,  drilUng,  ordering,  jesting,  pmiiii^ 

For  the  man  waa,  we  safely  may  aatert, 
A  thing  to  wonder  at  beyond  moat  waadoi^: 

Hero,  buffoon,  balf-demou,  and  half-dirt. 
Praying,  iattracting,  desoiaiiug,  blaaderia|: 

Now  Mars,  now  Bfomiaa;  and  when  hem  to  sma 

A  fortreit,  barliwfain  in  imifbnn. 

LVI. 

The  day  before  the  aaaault,  while  upoa  driH- 
For  this  great  conqueror  play* d  the  eorpwa!- 

Some  Goasackt,  hovering  like  hawks  roaad  aUI 
Had  met  a  party  tovrards  the  tvrilighl's  fdl, 

One  of  whom  spoke  their  tongue,  or  wcM  arl' 
T  wat  mnch  that  lie  was  undetslood  at  aH; 

But  whether  from  his  vaoce,  or  speech,  «v  mmm. 

They  found  that  ha  hnd  fought  benealb  ihdriBaa| 

LVII. 

Whereon,  immediately  nt  his  requn4. 
They  brought  him  and  hit  comrades  to  I 

Their  drett  waa  Moslem,  but  you  might  barej 
Tliat  these  were  merely  masqueradiag  Tvtas. 

And  that  beneatli  each  Tkrkish-fosduoa'd  vol 
Lurk'dGlirittianlty;  who  sometimes  bamn 

Her  inward  grace  for  outward  show,  and  aako 

It  difficult  to 


winy  bH  iHe  pobU  nrl  ol  kiUidi 


«  i-ome  fels — ■  Fnm  UnBUuiiiiaple  UtI, 
•TF  TCI-— •  Whal  you  ice  iu.ii  BriiHy  puL 
he  *poke»  and  made  hU  WDrda  hul  tern. 


JohDKia.  vho  luKO  Irf  ihii  long  c«lbii)uy 

llimuifa  r^vDUrite.  fDUiml  lo  lUrtm 
Su«>rrov«,  iliou);liiOB4|!nl  wirli  accinU  lugh 

ilr<Jfliliiit>«Uf;  lliiu  illow'd  [»  die 
Ameng  llii  (amugil;  bul  if  JOB  'd  opnB 

Ei[>li>'itlT  durvienl  pHU.  lajlntnd 

And  wir  isuU  know  obii  •iuij  IB  lUMnl.— 
LSVI. 

•  Rllhl!  I  ndnuy,  and  br)(al.     Why,  jou 
Will  joiD  your  fitrmrr  reipm«il.  wh^cU  fehayld  he 

NnwuDderiruii.     Ilol  Kiukaff,  tal     ' 
(llrre  he  atTd  up  ■  Pgliih  nrdtrly]- 

Hit  pntl.  I  mop  llw  ne>n>cul  5ikoli 


ro  tiK  other  hagKage,  or  M  Ihe  tick  IE 


t  Ihr  Dlhrr  [brre  lierw  wuHbaurd; 

U  pen  i — I  ihink  I  Ve  heard  your  Eume 

dliiew  lecimeailii — iTlie  same.*— 

•d  M  Wi.l)ii  -J— .Tn.— T«i  led  ihe  aiuicik 
•— Wbat  Hirl— •  I  rally  lurdly  know., 
n  llictinl  i'  Ibe  breach  r> — il  ni  iioi  tbr 
,  w  hllam  ibow  who  might  he  «.■— 

ill  Ji»e  HogtuBer,  for  (be  iowd  iurraua>!a 
I  uroag  u  Ihu  where  pa  were  waanded. 
LXII. 


LXVIII. 
xiple  a(  bnvf 

iDur'd  hy  iJie 
niiLlier 


n>al  errr  pmpltd  Ik 

Or  |iluut|nl  1  praiion  or  a  realm  in  dHef. 
?Ji,  fualiKh  inorldlil  alwdya  lau^bt  in  viiio! 

Oil.  ijlarinui  laureJ;  lince  for  ooe  lolc  leaf 

Lxn. 

d  not  much  tympalhy'for  binod.  uir-eyd 
■fltnen  laiik  tbeic  hair  aboul  tlirir  nn. 
d  natural  agaaiei.  trith  a  iliithi  ihade 
Of  hseliufl:  for>  liDvrevi 


Uhu 


1:  ■  Your  old  r<:n>"»vl 


eded  by  ib>  proudcM  (noiqiw. 

I.SIV. 
,  biy  ladi.  For  glory  t  n  —Here  be  lum^d, 
Ul^d  away  iu  llie  in»T  cUiaie  Ruiaian. 
t  hijjh.  Iieroic  hotom  bum'd 
h  aoil  eonqucal,  at  if  from  a  cutliinn 
tr  bad  bi^d  hrUi  (who  nobly  ipuru'd 
Uj  eaoit  Mie  dlliei)  and  bade  Ibem  putji  o 
M  PagiuH  who  naiiled.  baUerin| 
t>  of  Ibe  Chriilian  Eaprcat  Cadieriae. 


You  tkoahl  bat«  bun 


«.  Ik 


LXXI. 

And  ool  our  own.     I  am  loo  i|ualiti.'d 
Uy  leriice  with  ny  miliUry  biuUien, 

Tu  bnnk  the  ruin  by  brin^nn  one  i  own  brida 
loiu  a  i-ampi  ]  koaw  ihu  luofihi  to  bothcrt 

TiK  beuu  of  the  hemic  OB  a  charge, 
iilos  I  iMBtO  ^mily  *t  hirge. 
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ucxn. 

«  Bat  thcM  arp  bat  two  Torkuh  ladies,  who 
With  their  attendant  aided  oar  eceape. 

And  afterward*  accompanied  at  tbroog^h 
A  thoumnd  perils  in  this  dabioas  shape. 

To  roe  this  kind  of  life  is  not  so  new ; 

To  them,  poor  thin(^!  it  is  an  awkward  step; 

I  therefore,  if  yon  wish  me  to  figlit  freely, 

Reqaest  that  they  may  both  be  ased  gentedly.* 

LXXTII. 
Meantime,  these  two  poor  girls,  with  swimming  eyes, 

Look'd  on  as  if  in  doubt  if  they  could  trust 
Their  own  protectors;  nor  was  Uieir  surprise 

Lesstlian  their  grief  (and  truly  not  less  just) 
To  see  an  old  man,  rather  wild  than  wiw 

In  aspect,  plainly  chid,  besmeared  with  dost, 
Strtpt  to  his  waistcoat,  and  diat  not  too  clean. 
More  fiear'd  ttmn  all  the  saltans  ever  saan. 

LXXIV. 

For  every  thing  seem'd  resting  on  his  nod. 
As  they  could  read  in  all  eyes.     Now,  %o  them. 

Who  were  accustom*d,  as  a  sort  of  god. 
To  see  the  sultan,  rich  in  many  a  gem, 

Like  an  imperial  peacock  stalk  abroad 
(That  royal  bird,  whose  tail 't  a  diadem). 

With  all  the  pomp  of  power,  it  was  a  doubt 

How  power  eoald  eondescend  to  do  witbont. 

LXXV. 

John  Johnson,  seeing  their  extreme  Asmay, 
Thoagh  little  versed  in  frelings  oriental. 

Suggested  some  slight  comfort  in  his  way. 
Don  Juan,  who  was  much  more  sentimental, 

Swore  they  should  see  him  by  the  dawn  of  day, 
Or  that  the  Russian  army  should  repent  all : 

And,  strange  to  say,  they  found  some  consolation 

In  this-^for  females  like  eaaggeralion. 

LXXVI. 

And  then,  with  tears,  and  sighs,  and  some  slight  kisses, 
They  ported  for  the  present— these  to  await, 

According  to  the  artillery's  hito  or  misses. 
What  sages  call  Chance,  Providence,  or  Fate — 

(UnoertaJnty  is  one  of  many  blisses, 
A  mortgage  on  Humanity's  esute)-* 

Wluie  tbdr  beloved  friends  began  to  arm, 

To  bum  a  town  which  never  did  them  harm. 

LXXVII. 
Snwarrow,  who  bat  saw  things  in  the  gross— > 

Being  much  too  gross  to  see  them  in  detail ; 
Who  calculated  life  as  so  much  dross. 

And  as  the  wind  a  widow'd  nation's  wail. 
And  cared  as  little  for  his  array's  loss 

(So  that  their  efforts  should  at  length  prevail) 
As  wife  and  friends  did  for  the  boils  of  Job  ;— 
What  was 't  to  him  to  hear  two  women  sobT 

LXXVin. 
Nothing.    The  work  of  glory  still  went  on 

Id  preparations  for  a  cannonade 
As  terrible  as  that  of  Ilion, 

If  llomer  had  found  mortars  ready  made; 
But  now,  instead  of  slaying  Priam's  son, 

We  oaly  can  but  talk  of  escalade, 
Bombs,  drums,  guns,bastions,  batteries,bayonets,buUets, 
Hard  words  which  stick  in  the  soft  Muses'  gulleu. 


LXXIX. 

Oh,  thou  eternal  Homer!  who oonldst  dorw 
All  oars,  though  loop, — all  ages,  thoagh  tstj 

By  merely  wielding  with  poetic  arm 
Arras  to  which  men  will  never  more  maft 

Unless  gunpowder  should  be  found  to  haiw 
Much  less  than  is  the  hope  of  every  coart, 

Which  now  Is  leagued  young  Freedom  to  aoai 

But  they  will  not  find  Liberty  a  Troy : 

LXXX. 

Oh,  thou  eternal  flomer!  I  have  now     * 
To  paint  a  sie|*e,  wherein  more  men  verrd 

With  deadlier  engines  and  a  speedier  blow. 
Than  In  thy  Greek  f*azetie  of  that  canipaif 

And  yet,  like  all  men  else,  I  must  allov. 
To  vie  with  thee  would  be  about  as  «am 

As  for  a  brook  to  eope  with  ocean's  flood; 

But  still  we  moderns  equal  joa  in  blood— 

LXXXI. 

If  not  in  poetry,  at  least  in  fact: 
And  foct  is  truth,  the  grand  desideruom! 

Of  which,  bowc'er  the  Muse  describes  each  « 
There  should  be,  ne'ertheless,  a  slight  tubt 

But  now  the  town  is  going  to  be  attackd; 
Great  deeds  are  doing — how  shall  I  rdaie  'i 

Souls  of  immortal  generals !  Phoebus  vraiche 

To  colour  up  his  rays  Crom  your  dispatcho. 

LXXXII. 

Oh,  ye  great  buUetins  of  Bonaparte! 

Ob,  ye  leas  grand  long  lists  of  kill'd  and  «h 
Shade  of  Leouidos !  who  fought  so  hearty, 

When  my  poor  Greece  was  ooce,  as  uotr,  m 
Oh,  Caesar's  Commentaries!  now  impart  ye, 

Shadows  of  glory!   (lest  I  be  confounded^ 
A  portion  of  your  fisding  twilight  hoes, 
So  beautihil,  so  fleeting,  to  the  Muse. 

Lxxxni. 

When  I  call  «  fadingo  martial  immorulity, 
I  meaa,  that  every  age  and  every  year. 

And  almost  every  day,  in  sad  reality. 
Some  sucking  hero  is  compeird  to  rear. 

Who,  when  we  come  to  sum  up  the  totality 
Of  deeds  to  human  happiness  most  dear. 

Turns  out  to  be  a  butcher  in  great  bawM'so, 

Afflicting  young  folks  with  a  sort  of  dixzioea- 

LXXXIV. 

Medals,  ranks,  ribbons,  lace,  embroidery,  scsri 
Are  things  immortal  to  immortal  man. 

As  purple  to  the  Babylonian  harlot : 
An  uniform  to  boys  is  like  a  fan 

To  women ;  there  is  scarce  a  crimson  variet 
But  deems  himself  the  first  in  glory's  vaa. 

But  glory's  glory;  and  if  yon  would  find 

What  that  is— ask  the  pig  who  sees  the  viad! 

LXXXV. 

At  least  he  feels  it^  and  some  say  be  sees. 

Because  he  runs  before  it  like  a  pig; 
Or,  if  that  simple  sentence  sliould  displesK, 

Say  that  be  scuds  before  it  like  a  bhg, 
A  schooner,  or — but  it  is  time  to  ease 

This  Canto,  ere  my  Muse  perceives  fati^ 
The  next  shall  ring  a  peal  to  shake  all  p^^pk. 
Like  a  bob-nujor  fronn  a  village-steeple. 


DON  JtrAN.                                                 6^7 

1 

L\XXVI. 

V. 

iRh  Iha  lilnict  of  Iht  raid  dull  .iebl. 

And  iufIi  lh<T  ar*— and  «ub  Ibcf  will  b<  found. 

i.r  irmir.  gailKriDg  riDk  «  nak! 

■UHaualiadiifcHHudiikt 

Wb«t  (.erj  b.(ile-lleld  U  bolf  (f-und, 

ingiirr'd  wall  jind  bHillipg  bank 

Wbieb  bHilbe*  of  wlinn.  Bvnt.  boI  wpiUi  undiuK. 

d  litrr.  ibils  wilh  tlngelinit  liflbl 

Iloir  iwHily  on  the  r>r  lach  crlion  wuDd  ! 

pop  (limugh  ibc  npoun  dim  ■»!  d.nk. 

Wb.Ie  Uie  mrre  nciori  may  appal  or  tl»n 

pdl  tbtn  In  *  deeper  clcik; 

A  vairb-vord  lill  Ibe  rutun  aball  ho  fm. 

^H 

LxjIVIl. 

\1. 

^H 

Tbe  DiBlii  wu  dark,  and  ibe  ibitk  mill  allovd 

jI  )mu».  dindln,  Jife  from  dalb. 

Noudh.  lo  b*  •«■  M.0  Ibe  arlillcrj't  name, 

n  iuUDl  DO  the  bciru  of  mro. 

Wbieb  arcbd  Ibe  boruOD  like  ■  SerJ  eload. 

1  of  whuio  WR  dnviiHI  Ibeir  liu  bmlU 

And  in  ttat  lUBBb.-.  water,  .boo.  lb*  -mr, 

-nod  ni\  mill  hrlifrtl^in: 

A  mifrofd  hrin     The  .oIl.jiBe  roar,  and  loud 

b!  thr(h>ree!  the  >h«iu  sf  diher  fiilli ! 

Unj  bosming  of  *Mb  peal  oa  pal,  ofRamr 

AJI>I.I  lad-coe  mDmeDI  mon- 

Tlxur  far  more  Ihao  rbuadcr;  for  llrirraiHaih** 

7  drawwBS  in  lh<  bull.',  rou. 

VII. 
The  column  ordcr'd  oB  ibe  vuull  Karee  paa'd 

1 

B 

Wben  op  Ibe  bri.tJine  M>^'m  ro«  al  l*M. 

CAKTO  VIII. 

ADiueriBBilitchritua  Uiundfn  wilh  likr  nkaj 

TfaraaoevMI  fire,  alr.urtb.  and  ilream  embneed, 

Whieli  csck'd  at  t  aere  bcBralb  Ibe  oiisblf  noiact^ 

V 

1. 

Wliile  ibe  wlule  runipirL.hlatcd  like  Eloa,  whca 
Tlie  reMleu  Tilu  biccapa  Is  lii>  den. 
VIII. 

J  Ilionrlrr'  and  oh  blond  ind  wnnndi ! 

hill  tuliiir  Hibi.  uTou  Biiy  d«m, 

tder!  ■i>dm«l>l>oekid{l»uad>: 

or  war  •  niau  marUl  ea|lMi.  to  ibeir  foea 

7.n;  ;e(tbii.i<Gb»Y'>dram 

Burlinif  dafiance:  elly,  Umun.  and  abore 

lUfh  Ibin|<>,  met  IhcTiK  licr  IbeiDe, 

Wiib  ibkk(Bta(  UBopT  ibt  FOB  Did  oc, 

Vibraic  ID  Iha  Eleraal  Na'ne.    Hark!  tbmlfh 

1  laa  «UI— ih(j  men  bul  *«r. 
II. 

AllwuHUilpieruib, -Albik!  AUab!  Hu!.- 
IX. 

•r«l-(l.(  Kn.  ll»  nurd.  lh>  mn 

Bnl,  of  Ibe  ponion  wliicb  aiuikd  hy  waier. 

Tbicker  Ihaa  Itatea  Ibe  liiea  be(u  la  fall. 

ke  ■  lioo  froin  bb  dm, 

nb  wiib  nme  and  dnni  bnl  lo  itay— 

thOHeb  led  bj  Annie*,  ibai  ireai  aoa  of  Oauiablw. 
Aa  bni»at  e>er  faced  boib  bomb  and  ball. 

dn.fawlDgrrsiniti  (ei) 

»en  hm«.  Kbirh.  cut  otr  Id  nin. 

If  fce  ipeak  Iruib,  Jie  I.  Cbriir.  .i.ler,  and 

In  olbcn  Brew  iiiiln. 

Juii  no.  b<-l,a.ed  a.  in  Ibe  IIoIt  Uad. 

Ill, 

X. 

DlyUkelhlnnlDlhecrau; 

w(  knoH  IhiiD  ID  dfUiJ,  [frrhnnce 

Co.1.11  Clwpeau-lba.  loo  bad  a  ball  beiweeB 

Ibr  pr«lil  ,„d  Ihr  !«.. 

Kii  rap  and  bead,  wliieli  proM  Ibe  bead  IB  he 

1  ll  bl  BO  mmi  mighl  enbanc. 

Ari>iai'rauc  at  «a<  »rr  x«n, 

lueb  gold  for  m  lillle  dnui. 

XweibaDibecapi  iofitciibebal1«»ldme.n 

p  .  uBRk  .far  h»  BH.« 

Ho  barm  uuto  ■  ii|bl  leKicinwle  bead 

.  Aabc  to  Btbei—irbT  ool  Wd  10  lead  1 

IV 

31. 

u  oi]»r,  rfier  lU  in  Bl,re. 

luutling  DO  reootll  of  the  pr^nc; 

«,  arrhci.  peniiom  from  a  natioa— 

Amidal  «me  groaoioB  Ibouund.  dyioc  ne.r,- 

nay  be)  hn.  do!  ibucL  kfl  to  ^n.- 

All  ronman  fellow,  wbo  migbl  wrilbe  awl  winc*. 

,er  ilDriieriulieD, 

And  .briek  foe  water  inlo  a  denf  «r.- 

ft  "■•!  makt  camipticD  ppf  or  «««. 

Tbo  General  Harkow.  wlio  ooiild  ibua  ninu 

>d.  citept  in  trr«la<B'>  baltlei, 

>ui>cb>ldofDimler'iniila, 

To  leid.  bim  eiHter,  bad  bii  own  leg  bnAra. 

i 
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XII. 
Three  hondred  ctnnon  threw  up  ibeic  taietie. 

And  thirty  thoiuuind  mutkelt  flang  dieir  pUk 
Like  hail,  to  make  a  bloody  diiiretic. 

Mortality!  fhoii  hast  thy  monthly  Ulk; 
Tliy  places,  thy  famioet,  thy  phytidant,  jH  tidk, 

Like  the  death-waichf  vndiin  our  ears  die  ilk 
Pa&t,  present,  and  to  come;^ — hnt  all  may  yield 
To  the  true  portrait  of  one  batlle-fiald. 

xm. 

There  the  still  varying  pangs,  which  ronltqily 
Until  theirTery  number  makes  men  hud 

By  the  infinities  of  a^ony. 
Which  maet  the  gaxe,  whate'er  it  nay  regard — 

Hie  groan,  the  roll  in  dnst,  the  ali-wfaite  eye 
Tum'd  badi  within  its  socket, — these  reward 

Tour  rank  and  file  by  thousands,  wfaik  the  rest 

llay  win,  perhaps,  a  cibi>oa  at  the  breascl 

XIV. 
Yet  I  love  glory;  glory 's  a  great  thing; 

Think  what  it  k  to  be  in  your  old  age 
Maintain'd  at  die  expense  of  your  good  Ung : 

A  moderate  penvoa  shakes  full  many  a  aage. 
And  heroen  arc  but  made  for  bards  to  sing, 

Which  k  still  better;  dius  in  verw  to  wage 
Tour  wars  eternally,  bendcs  enjoying 
Half-pay  for  Hfe,  make  mankind  worth  destroying. 

XV. 

The  troops  already  diaembark'd  pndi'd  on 
To  uke  a  battery  on  iho  right;  the  ocfacrs, 

Who  landed  lower  down,  their  hin^ng  done. 
Had  set  to  work  as  briskly  as  their  brodMn: 

fieint;  grenadien,  they  mounted,  one  by  one, 
Cheerful  r%  children  climb  the  breastt  of  motbsn,— 

O'er  the  entrenchment  and  the  palisade, 

Quite  orderly,  as  if  i^n  parade. 

XVI. 

And  this  was  admirable ;  for  so  hot 

The  fire  was,  that  were  red  Vesuvius  loaded, 

Resides  its  kva,  willi  all  sorts  of  shot 
And  slielU  or  hells,  it  could  not  more  have  goaded. 

Of  officers  a  third  foU  on  the  qiot, 

A  thing  which  victory  by  no  means  boded 

To  gendemen  engaged  in  the  assault: 

Hounds,  when  the  huntsman  tmnbles,  ara  at  fonlt^ 

XVH. 

But  here  I  leave  the  general  concern. 
To  track  our  hero  on  hk  path  of  Came: 

He  must  hk  lanrek  separately  earn ; 
For  fifty  thousiind  heroes,  name  by  name, 

Though  all  deserving  equally  to  turn 
A  eonplct,  or  an  elegy  to  ekim, 

Would  form  a  lengthy  lexicon  of  glory. 

And,  what  k  worse  still,  a  ranch  longer  story : 

XMH. 
And  therefore  wc  must  give  ihe  greater  number 

To  die  siuette — whkii  doubdess  fsirly  dealt 
By  the  deceased,  who  lie  in  fiuiioiu  slumber 

In  ditches,  fields,  or  wheresoe'er  they  fait 
Their  clay  for  the  last  time  their  souk  encumber; — 

Thrice  happy  he  whose  namo  has  been  well  spelt 
la  the  dkpatch ;  I  knew  .1  mau  whose  loss 
Was  printed  Grsue,  although  hk  name  was  Grose.' 


Joan  and  JohuBon  j(Wi»*d  a  < 

And  fongibt  away  writk  iiu(fkl  and  maia»i 
The  way  wliicli  Usey  had  never  trad  bcfsR 

And  still  Icaa  gunaaiiig  whete  they  tm^ 
But  on  they  Binrch'd,  ilcad  bodiei  tramffii 

Firing,  and  lhniatin||,  ahahiag.  swia^ai 
But  fighting  lliois0hllcasly  cnoagb  to  wia. 
To  their  (a»o  aehrea^  one  wrUole  bright  ball 


Thus  on  tkey  wrallow'd  in  tbe  bloody 
Of  dead  and  dying  tkoiianndi.- 

A  yard  or  two  of  ground,  wrkich  broa^  1 
To  some  odd  angle  for  wluch  nXL  waci 

At  other  times,  repolaed  l»y  tke  chtse  fiiCi 
Which r«aUy  pocsr'd  aa  if  aU  heU  ami 

Instead  of  heaven,  they  atnmUcd  back* 

A  wounded  comrade,  sprawfiag  ia  kkgi 


Tboogh  *t  was  Ron  Joan'a  first  of  &cUs.i 
The  nightly  muster  and  tlie  siloit  mar 

In  the  chill  dark,  when  conrage  does  aa 
So  much  aa  under  a  triumphal  arek, 

Perhaps  might  make  hina  shiver,  yawa,  < 
A  glance  on  the  duU  clouds  (as  thick  s 

Which  sUfFend  heaven)  as  if  he  vmk'd ft 

Tet  for  all  this  he  did  not  run  away. 

xxo. 

Indeed  he  could  not.  But  what  if  he  ha 
There  have  bemm.  nnd  mr€  heroes  wboi 

With  something  ncMC  much  better,  or  as  I 
Frederick  the  Great  firom  Uolwiu  dd| 

For  the  first  and  last  time  {  ibr,  like  a  f 
Or  lawk«  or  bride,  most  mortak.afw 

Warm  bout,  are  broken  into  their  new  a 

And  fight  like  fiends  for  piy  or  pofities. 

xxur. 

He  was  what  Erin  calls,  in  her  snbliaK 
Old  Erse  or  Irish,  or  it  may  be  /^aic 

(The  anuquarians  who  can  seidc  ume, 
Whkh  settles  all  things,  Roman,  Gml 

Swear  that  Pat's  language  sprung  from  th 
With  Hannibal,  and  wears  the  Tyriao  u 

Of  Dido's  alphabet;  and  thk  k  ratiooal 

As  any  other  nodon,  and  not  national)  f 

XXIV. 

But  Juan  was  quite  «  a  broth  of  a  boy.« 
A  thing  of  impulse  and  a  child  of  song 

Now  swimming  in  the  sentiment  of  joy. 
Or  die  sensation  (if  ihat  phrase  serm  a 

And  afterwards,  if  he  must  needs  destroy, 
In  such  good  company  as  always  diroo| 

To  batdes,  sieges,  and  that  kind  of  ftkma 

No  less  delighted  to  employ  his  lekure; 

XXV. 

But  always  without  malice.  If  he  wair'd 
Or  loved,  it  was  with  what  we  call  « ibt 

InteQiious,)*  which  fbrn&  aU  mankind's  (n 
To  be  produced  when  brought  un  to  d 

The  statesman,  hero,  harlot,  lawyer — vai 
Off  each  attack  when  people  arc  in  qac 

Of  their  designs,  by  sayiuj  they  vumnt  w 

T  k  pity  « that  aiach  uaeaniagM  should  pa^ 
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■hirh  o. 


Ihr  tmnHlunr  gf  lli 

olrU  lilMHH  u  Pill  Hill. 
RXVII. 
nnniir  rtiinn,  which  nfl  illtida 

■rixrimWirorimnwr. 

Fran  coDilaTilhiuliiBili'uiln. 

if  Ilis  Gni  biiJd  fur, 

iriijci  nllicr  piuilcd  lien, 
CDOil  ilriil  ml  limr  nHutr. 

XXVIIl. 
t»  ibiuir  Kfurr'd — ii  mi|f1iE 
gnalHpirt  anrc  kilTd  ar  woiuiilnl. 
M  tuul  fitrol  Bala  (Iw  rielK 
'ciuHUnec  uliicli  Uu  mifiiufljnl 
wlio,  in  tiifi  *pry  ■% la 
■  inny.  wlurli  w  miwh  abonixltd 


XXX  HI, 
ifw  not  wliFM  h*  vmt.  nor  gnallr  Nn4, 

Fillil  <u  villi  ti)|litaja|{— br  hii  apirll  ibind 


l)y  llij  liuKuuc  ducBirry.  tiiuKatim'.* 
XXXIV. 
u  he  niili'd  akwf,  il  iuh  (s  p«s  ht 

Under  lUe  ard«t  of  (Iw  ptHnl  Lwey, 

In  la  in  drpinl  alixi  (mueh  koH  iwit) 

ur  licniun,  (dJ  imk  liii  phit  with  wkmn 
Air,  iiiUii  ilK  mi.  wtia  kr|rt  ilicir  oImdi  fitrtt, 
Aud  IcTclI'd  •apo»,  >|UI  i^iul  ili*  gLtdi. 
XXXV. 

Men  mil  mtmj  niKh  nllirr  ilaa  ge  Uirou|;li 

rintruciiati'i  jin  uw  ihi  de til'i  dm  ^ 
Dill  Johuun  wu  ■  elc.«  fallow,  who 


XXIX. 
I  Doikidd  Id  inaicti,  iiid  iru 
Iwl  ■  toe  Y«in(  lad.  mUa  (utmlil 

a  Biinuw.  ■>  p«rbap>  Ik  duijIiI 

kiii4  nadiT;  liitMenw  lionKr  iI«hii;IiI 


iihiiig  fonnnl.  iik«  ihf  A»j 

IISI>riRFIHHIGl>lul.l>Bd 

ililu  la  look  upoa  ■  hHT. 

1  iiu  «W0  Utijtii  Bfni  aoA  AvAv 
giMttr  p4rf  of  wljirh  vtn  cnw 

XXXt, 
Hi  aa  nun  iI.ecannnwUKI 
nriH,  i»r  r.™  iIk  «ir|ii.  mbirh 
■rd— itw  ||od»  kovit  bawt  (1  ri 
r  nci7  iLinf  wbif  b  may  lank  bi 


And  M,  wlioi  all  ku  enrpi  wht  dead  ar  dying, 

Freai  i||nanKe  of  daDgrr,  *hn;b  indtM 
I  u  tolaiw*.  like  innecMKe  (flying 

I  hi  iu  own  Mrenflb.  with  arelmnena  and  llirsi,— 
Joiiiuao  Riir«l  a  Hide,  jini  id  nOj 
■n.<^  »l>a  audi  cold  in  •dudoH'of  daiht  vaUey  . 

XXXVII 
And  lliere.  a  lillic  ibellerd  (rant  Ika  diM. 

'd  fntta  buliDH,  bfliiery.  ]ianipri. 


«•  lip  k»»  DM— Hflglc-biKlnli 
iliaa  Dter  bog  aiui  link* 
.*  or  ■•  tailon  Btrandcd 


Hake*  men.  like  caule,  follsii  bim  «ba  U>td> 

XX-XIX. 

By  Je.e !  be  wit  a  neUe  hlkiw.  JnbuDH. 
And  lUnugb  hit  (wme  llian  Ajit  «  Arhllln, 

We  iliall  DDI  lev  hii  likeWH^  be  eouki  kill  li|. 

'  erimdy brMlb(iKbkb unMBiDuiliailKaaBriiill 
SeUoiD  be  •arird  r«lBn.  km.  «r  muicla, 
conU  be  very  bwy  wiiIhhii  bauilc 
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XL. 

And  therefore,  when  he  ran  away,  be  did  so 

UpoQ  reflection,  knowing  iImC  behind 
He  would  find  others  who  wooid  fain  be  rid  so 

Of  idle  apprehenuons,  which,  like  wind. 
Trouble  heroic  atomacht.    Though  their  lids  to 

Oft  are  soon  closed,  all  heroes  are  not  blind. 
But  when  they  light  upon  immediate  death, 
Retire  a  little,  merely  to  Cake  breath. 

XLI. 
But  Johnson  only  ran  off  to  return 

With  many  other  warriors,  as  we  said, 
Unto  that  rather  somewhat  misty  bourn. 

Which  Hamlet  tells  us  is  a  pass  of  dread. 
To  Jack,  howe'er,  this  gave  but  slight  concern : 

Uis  soul  (like  galvanism  upon  the  dead) 
Acted  upon  the  living  as  00  wire, 
And  led  them  back  into  the  heavietC  fire. 

XLII. 
Egad !  they  found  the  second  time  what  they 

The  first  time  thought  quite  terrible  enough 
To  fly  ^m,  malgr^  all  which  people  say 

Of  glory,  and  all  that  immortal  stuff 
W-liich  fills  a  regiment  (besides  their  pay, 

Tliat  daily  shilling  wluch  makes  warriors  tougii)— 
They  found  on  their  return  the  self-same  welcome. 
Which  made  some  CUnir,  and  others  itnow,  a  Aellcome. 

XLIH. 
They  foil  as  thick  as  harvests  beneath  hail. 

Grass  before  scythes,  or  com  below  the  uckle. 
Proving  that  trite  old  truth,  that  life  *s  as  frail 

As  aay  other  boon  for  which  men  stickle. 
The  Turkish  batteries  tlirasli'd  them  like  a  flail. 

Or  a  good  boxer,  into  a  nani  pickle 
Putting  the  very  bravest,  who  were  knock'd 
Upon  the  head  before  their  guns  were  cock'd. 

XLIV. 
The  Turks,  behind  the  travenM>s  and  flanks 

Of  the  neat  bastion,  fired  away  like  devils. 
And  swept,  as  gales  sweep  foam  away,  whole  rank* : 

However,  Heaven  knows  how,  the  Fate  who  levels 
Tovrns,  nations,  worlds,  in  her  revolving  pranks. 

So  order  d  it,  amidst  these  sulpliury  riveb, 
That  Johnson,  and  some  few  who  had  not  scamper'd, 
Reach'd  the  interior  talus  of  the  rampart. 

XLV. 
First  one  or  two,  tlieo  five,  six,  and  a  doxen. 

Came  mounting  quickly  up,  for  it  was  now 
All  neck  or  Qotiiing,  as,  like  pitch  or  rosin. 

Flame  was  shower'd  forth  above  as  well  *s  below. 
So  that  you  scarce  could  say  who  best  had  chosen,— 

The  gentlemen  tliat  were  the  first  to  show 
Their  martial  faces  on  ilie  parapet. 
Or  those  who  thought  it  brave  to  watt  as  yet. 

XLVI. 
But  those  who  scaled  found  out  that  their  advance 

Was  favour'il  by  an  accident  or  blunder: 
The  Greek  or  Turkish  Cohom's  ignorance 

Had  palisado'd  in  u  way  you  'd  wonder 
To  see  in  forts  of  Netherlands  or  France-* 

(Though  these  to  our  Gibraltar  must  knock  under)- 
Right  iu  ilie  middle  of  the  parapet. 
Just  named,  these  palisades  were  primly  set: 


XLvn 

So  that  00  either  ude  aome  na 
Paces  were  left,  wrhcnon  yoa  coold  cai 

To  march ;  a  great  convcfricoce  to  our  u 
At  least  to  all  those  who  -were  lefk  aiifc, 

Who  thus  coold  form  a  iioe  and  fight  sga 
And  that  which  further  aided  tliem  is  u 

Was,  that  they  could  hick  dowa  the 

Which  scarcely  roee  nuach  higher  than 


il 

Among,  the  first, — ^I  wriU  not  aay  tfae/n^ 
For  such  precedeoce  upoa  sack  occuoa 

WiU  oftenttmea  make  dobdly  qaamh  bant 
Out  between  friends  as  wrdl  as  allied  aM 

The  Briton  must  he  b<»ld  who  rcaliy  dunt 
Put  to  such  trial  John  BulTa  partial  paaaa 

As  say  that  Welliuf^lon  at  Waterloo 

Was  beaten,— though  the  Praasians  sajisw 

XLIX. 
And  that  if  Blacher,  Bulow.  Gaeiscoaa. 

And  God  knowm  who  besides  in  «  aiu «ii 
Had  not  come  up  in  time  to  cast  an  awe 

Into  the  hearu  of  those  who  fbogfat  tlsM 
As  tigers  combat  with  an  empty  craw. 

The  Duke  of  Wellington  had  ceased  la^ 
Uis  orders,  also  to  receive  his  pmrinni. 
Which  are  the  heniiesc  that  onr  Ustorj  aiflii 

L. 

But  never  mind ; — «  God  aaTe  the  kii^!»  asil 
For  if  he  doot,  I  doubt  if  men  will  kvpr.- 

I  think  I  hear  a  little  iMrd,  who  sings 
The  people  by  and  by  will  be  the  stroafv^ 

The  veriest  jade  will  wince  whose  harMUwa 
So  much  into  the  raw  as  quite  to  wroag  hi 

Beyond  the  rules  of  posting, — and  the  mk 

At  last  foil  sick  of  imitating  Job. 

U. 

At  fint  it  grumbles,  then  it  swears,  and  ikoL 
Like  David,  flings  smooth  pebbles  'gaiaiia, 

At  last  it  takes  to  weapons,  snch  as  men 
Snatch  when  despair  makes  human  beimk 

Then  «  comes  the  tug  of  war;«~'t  mill  roori 
I  rather  doubt;  and  I  would  foia  saj  «fica 

If  I  had  not  perceived  that  revolution 

Alone  can  save  the  earth  from  helTs  ptJIaii* 

Ul. 

But  to  continue: — I  say  not  the  first. 
But  of  the  first,  our  little  friend  Don  Jsu 

Walk'd  o'er  the  walls  of  Ismail,  as  if  xmnei 
Amidst  such  scenes — though  this  was  (jtstFi 

To  him,  and  I  should  hope  tc  woit    The  iw< 

Of  glory,  which  so  pierces  through  sad  att 

j  Pervaded  him — although  a  generous  cmMR^ 

As  warm  in  heart  as  feminine  in  foatuxt. 

Llll. 
And  here  he  was-^who,  upon  woman's  brmb 

Even  from  a  child,  folt  hke  a  child;  bewc 
The  man  in  all  the  rest  might  be  coafcsid; 

To  him  it  was  Elysium  to  be  there; 
And  he  could  even  withstand  thatawkvariv 

Which  Rousseau  points  out  to  die  dabuasC 
u  Observe  your  lover  when  he  leaves  yoaras 
But  Juan  never  left  them  wliile  they  d  ckum 
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Liv. 

•mp«li'd  by  fiite,  or  witp,  or  wind, 
r  relatioos,  who  are  much  the  Mine, 
he  W4S ! — where  earh  tie  that  can  bind 
liry  muftt  yield  to  tteel  and  flame  : 
iwhose  very  body  was  all  mind, — 
here  by  fate  or  cirrurottance,  which  tune 
»t. — hurried  by  the  time  and  place,-*- 
1  like  a  spurr'd  blood-horse  in  a  race. 

LV. 

i«  blood  stirr'd  while  he  found  retittance, 
he  hunter's  at  the  fiTC-bar  gate, 
e  post  and  rail,  where  the  existence 
Iain's  you  ill  depends  upon  their  weight, 
est  being  the  safest:  at  a  distance 
led  cruelty,  as  all  men  hate 
atil  heated — and  even  there  hu  own 
would  curdle  o'er  some  heavy  groan. 

LVL 
era  I  I^soy,  who  had  been  hard  preas'd, 
arrive  an  aid  so  ^poriune 
some  hundred  youugsiers  all  abreast, 
■ame  as  if  just  dropp'd  down  from  the  moon, 
,  who  was  nearest  him,  address'd 
anks,  and  hopes  to  take  the  city  toon, 
ooiog  him  to  bt  a  «  base  Betonian*   * 
1  calls  it),  but  a  young  Livoniu. 

LVII. 
whom  he  spoke  in  German,  knew 
ich  of  German  as  of  Sanscrit,  and 
•r  made  an  inclination  to  * 
*neral  who  held  him  in  command ; 
ng  oue  with  ribbons,  black  and  blue, 
metlals,  and  a  bloodt  sword  in  hand, 
ng  him  in  tones  which  seem'd  to  thank, 
;nised  an  officer  of  rank. 

LVIII. 
rrclies  pass  between  two  men  who  speak 
mmon  language;  and  besides,  in  time 
md  taking  towns,  when  many  a  shriek 
o'er  the  dialogue,  and  many  a  crime 
:rated  ere  a  word  can  break 
the  ear,  and  sounds  of  horror  chime 
-hurch-bells,  with  sigh,  howl,  groan,  yell,  prayer, 
innot  be  much  conversation  there. 

IJX. 

rrfore  all  we  have  related  itf 

ang  octaves,  pasn'd  in  a  little  minule; 

10  same  small  minute,  every  sin 

ived  to  get  itself  comprised  within  it. 

'  cannon,  deafpn'd  by  the  din. 

dumb,  for  you  might  almost  hear  a  linnet, 

as  thundrr,  'midst  the  general  noiae 

in  nature's  agonixing  voice ! 

.     LX. 

n  was  enter'd.     Oh  etemitt  !— 

made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town,» 

ter  says — and  I  begin  to  be 

opinion,  when  I  see  cast  down 

aibylon.  Tyre,  Curthage,  Nineveh — 

ills  men  know,  and  many  never  known; 

ndering  on  the  present  and  the  past, 

I  the  woods  shall  be  onr  home  at  ktt. 


LXI. 

Of  all  men,  saving  Sylla  the  man-slayer. 

Who  passes  for  in  life  and  death  moat  lucky. 

Of  the  great  names  whi(*h  in  our  faces  stare. 
The  General  Boon,  back-woodsman  of  Kentucky, 

Was  happiest  amonga  mortals  any  where;. 
For  killing  nothing  but  a  bear  or  buck,  he 

Enjoy'd  the  lonely,  vigorous,  harmless  days. 

Of  his  old  age  in  wilds  of  deepest  mate. 

LXII. 
Crime  came  not  near  him— she  is  not  the  child 

Of  solitude;  health  shrank  not  from  him — for 
Her  )iome  is  in  the  rarely-trodden  wild. 

Where  if  men  seek  her  not,  and  death  be  more 
Their  choice  than  life,  forgive  them,  as  beguiled 

By  habit  to  what  tlieir  own  hearu  abhor- 
In  cities  caged.     The  present  case  in  point  I 
Cite  is,  that  Boon  lived  hunting  up  to  ninety ; 

LXlll. 
And  what  *s  still  stranger,  left  behind  a  name— 

For  which  men  vainly  decimate  the  throng, — 
Not  only  famous,  but  of  that  good  fame 

Without  which  glory 's  but  a  Uvem  song — 
Simple,  serene,  the  antipodes  of  shame. 

Which  hate  nor  envy  e'er  could  tinge  with  wrong ; 
An  active  hermit,  even  in  age  the  child 
Of  nature,  or  the  Man  of  Ross  run  wild. 

LXIV. 

T  is  true  he  shrank  from  men,  even  of  hb  nation. 
When  they  built  up  unto  his  darling  trees, — 

lie  moved  tome  hundred  miles  off,  for  a  station 
Where  there  were  fewer  houses  and  more  ease — 

The  inconvenience  of  civilixytion 

Is,  that  you  neither  can  be  pleased  nor  please ; — 

But,  where  he  met  the  individual  man, 

lie  show'd  himself  aa  kind  as  mortal  can. 

LXV. 
lie  was  not  all  alone :   around  him  grew 

A  sylvan  tribe  of  children  of  the  chase, 
Whose  young,  unwaken'd  worid  was  ever  new. 

Nor  sword  nor  sorrow  yet  had  left  a  trace 
On  her  un wrinkled  broir,  nor  could  you  view 

A  frown  on  nature's  or  on  human  face;— 
The  free-born  forest  found  and  kept  then  free. 
And  fresh  as  is  a  torrent  or  a  tree. 

LX\1. 
And  tall  and  strong  and  awrift  of  foot  were  they. 

Beyond  the  dwarfing  city's  pale  abortions. 
Because  their  thoughts  liad  never  been  ihe  prey 

Of  care  or  gain  :  the  green  woods  were  tlieir  portion*;  , 
No  sinking  spirits  told  them  they  grew  grey ; 

No  fashion  made  them  apes  of  her  dbtorliom; 
Simple  they  were,  not  savage ;  and  their  rifles. 
Though  very  true,  were  not  yet  used  for  trifles. 

LXVII. 

Motion  w  as  in  their  days,  rest  in  their  slumbers. 
And  cheerfulness  tlie  handmaid  of  their  toil ; 

Nor  yrt  too  many  nor  too  few  their  numbers  ; 
Corruption  could  not  make  their  liearis  her  soil : 

The  lust  which  stingy,  the  splendour  «hich  encumbers 
With  the  free  foresters  divide  no  spoil ; 

Serene,  not  sullen,  were  the  solitudes 

Of  this  nnsiglmig  people  of  the  woods. 

8t 
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LXVIIL 

So  nnch  for  natnre  :^-liy  way  of  variety, 
How  back  to  tby  |Ktt  joyt,  dviBMtioa  I 

And  the  iwatt  eonieqaeact  of  large  eociety,— 
War,  peMileoce,  tbe  despot's  desolatloii. 

The  kiogly  sconrBe,  tbe  lust  of  notoriety, 
The  DkiUioas  sbm  by  soldiers  lor  their  rttioa. 

The  scenes  like  Caifaarine's  bondoir  at  three  seore, 

With  Ismaifs  storm  to  soften  It  tbe  more. 

LXIX. 
The  town  was  entered:  first  one  cohunn  made 

Its  saagninary  way  good— then  another ; 
The  reeking  bayonet  and  the  flashing  bhde 

Clash'd  'gabst  the  scimitar,  and  babe  and  mother 
With  distaatshrieks  were  beard  heaven  to  upbraid  ;— 

Still  ckisersalphary  elonds  began  to  smother 
The  breath  of  mom  and  man,  where,  foot  by  foot, 
The  maddea'd  Tarfcs  their  elty  still  dispnie. 

LXX. 
Kontoasow,  he  who  afterwards  beat  baek 

(With  some  assistance  from  thefrost  and  snow) 
Napoleon  on  his  bold  and  IJoody  track. 

It  bappen'd  was  himself  beat  back  just  now. 
Ua  was  a  jolly  fslbw,  and  eonld  cnA 

Bis  jest  alike  in  hot  of  friend  or  foe, 
Though  life,  and  death,  and' victory  were  at  stake— 
But  here  it  seem'd  hb  jokm  had  eeaaed  to  take : 


LZZI. 
For,  having  thrown  himsdf  into  a  ditch, 

Followed  in  haste  by  various  grenadien, 
Whose  blood  tbe  paddle  greatly  did  enrieh,* 

Be  dimb'd  to  where  the  parapet  appears ; 
Bat  there  his  project  reach'd  its  utmost  pitch— 

(Hongst  other  deaths  the  General  Ribanpiefre's 
Was  much  regretted)— for  the  Moslem  men 
Threw  them  all  dow«iato  the  dileh  again  t 

LXXil. 
And,  bad  it  not  beeii  for  some  stray  troops,  landing 

They  knew  not  where,— being  carried  hy  the  stream 
To  some  spot,  vriiere  they  lost  their  ondersundiog, 

And  wandei'd  up  and  ddwn  m  in  a  dream. 
Until  they  readi'd,  m  day-break  vras  expandiog. 

That  which  a  portal  to  their  eyes  Uid  seem,-* 
The  great  and  gay  Koatousow  might  haVe  lain 
Where  three  parts  of  his  colunm  yet  remain. 

LXXIIl. 
And,  scrambling  round  the  rampart,  these  same  troops. 

After  the  tsking  of  the  «  cavalier,* 
^ust  as  Kottlousow's  most «  forlorn*  of  «  hopes* 

Toak»  like  cameleons,  soase  slight  tings  of  fear, 
Open'tt  iIm  gate  call'd  «  Kilia*  to  the  groaps 

Of  bafSed  heroes  who  stood  shyly  near, 
Sliding  knee  deep  in  lateiy-frosen  mud. 
Now  thawed  into  a  marsh  of  haman  blood. 

LXX1V. 
The  Kosaks,  or  if  so  you  please,  Cossacks— 

( 1  don't  much  pique  myself  upon  osthofprapliy. 
So  that  I  do  not  grossly  err  in  feels. 

Statistics,  tactics,  politics,  and  geography)— 
Uaviug  beeu  used  to  serve  on  horses'  backs, 

And^no  great  dilettaati  in  topogmphy 
Of  fortresses,  but  fighting  where  it  ptsams 
Their  chlefe  to  order,— ware  all  cat  lo 


Pponihfi, 
And 

The  city,  «iiho«t 
But,  as  it  happama  H 

ThaTMvfcaat 
Only  to  draw 
Fi 


LXXVL 
Then  beinf  inkaa  by  Ifaa 

Fatal  to  bishop  a»  in 
Cossacks  wara  an  cwt  off  aa  dby  wns 

And  fsna^  ihrir  Bvna  wen  lee  at  a 
But  perishM  'wiUhhb 

Leaving  na-laddera  chair 
O'er  vrhich  I  JwiaAnBt^ataaei  T 
llareh'd  wkli  iheba«««  bnttaliaB  aff 


Lxxvn. 

This  valiant  »aa  kIB-d  nU  %ba  IWfca  be  ma. 

But  could  Doccsic  lliiiiai^^hn  la  Im  fi 
Slain  by  aaona  ■■naoifanaBa,  wphowaddnNA 

Withont 
The  walk  waiw 

Which  of  ch« 

T  wasblow  fsrUov,  dispntiBiriMkbylnk 
For  one  would  ■•€  iwtrasc,  aar  € 


beil'twaaan 


UOITIIL      ^ 
Another  colniBB  dao  aoflWd  wuMh; 

Aad  here  wa  |Mf  flwoaark  wsik  ifca 
Ton  should  bat  give  few  cnrtrid^  ta 

Troops  aa  an  nai 
When  nwitcia  aunt  ba  cannd  hf 

Of  the  brigte  bayneac,  and  ifeey 

They  aomeiiMa^  with  n  ImahariiW  fcr 
Keep  merely  firing  nt  n  fMtti^ 


A  junction  of  dm  Gcnofnl  McknapTs  men 
(Without  tbe  Gcnctnl,  who  Ited  faHeasiasl 

Before,  beiag  badly  sfir.anilLd  jmi  then) 
Wu  made  at  length,  with  thoae  whodsN^l 

The  death-disgorging  rampart 
And,  thangh  the  Tnrk  a 

They  took  tba  baaiinn,  wUeh  iha 

Defended  at  a  priae 


Juan  and  lohnson,  and  ani 

Among  tha  fofenMat,  eflier'd  him  gaad 
A  word  whioh  little  aniia  writh  fSrrmfckn. 

Or  at  lease  anitcd  net 
He  died,  deserving  wall 

A  Mvage  sort  of  aalHtary 
An  English  nval  oflficar,who  «>iBh'd 


ryt 


', 


For  all  the  answar  in  hb 
Was  from  a  piaiol  sbanhat 

On  which  the  rest,  wiihocu 
Began  to  lay  abont  with  aieal 

The  pious 
On 

Was 

Andsiitatn 


aadka^- 
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L]UXII. 
I  uken— only  part  by  part— 
■th  is  druok  with  gore:  tbere  *•  not  a  Mrart 
;hu  Doi  10  the  U«t  tooie  dacperale  heart 
•M  for  whom  it  aoon  iiluilJ  crata  l»  beat, 
forgot  his  own  deatructive  art 
s  (iMtroyiog  nature  ,*  aod  tha  haat 
le,  Mke  the  Nile's  suD-ao4<lea  aliiDe, 
d  oioustrous  shapes  of  every  crioM. 

LXXXIII. 

I  officer,  in  martial  tread 
heap  of  bodies,  felt  his  heel 

t,  as  if 't  were  by  ihe  serpent's  bead, 
fiuigt  Eve  taught  her  human  seed  to  fietl. 
;  iick'd,  and  swore,  aod  writhed,  and  blad, 
wl'd  for  help  as  wolves  do  for  a  mail— 
still  kept  their  gratifying  hold, 
subtle  snakes  described  of  okL 

LXXXIV. 

loslem,  vhok  had  fell  tha  foot    . 
e  o'rr  him,  snalch'd  at  it,  and  bit 
tendon  which  is  most  acule— 
^hich  some  ancient  muse  or  mpdera  wit 
ter  thee,  AchiUei*)  and  quite  throttgh  't 
le  the  teeth  meet,  nor  relinqoisb'd  it 
w  his  life— for  (but  they  lie)  t  ia  aaid 
a  lag  s4^  clung  the  sevcr'd  baad. 

'^       LXXXV. 
this  naay  be,  't  is  prelly  sue* 
asian  o^cer  for  life  was  hunad, 
urk's  teeth  stuck  faater  than  a  skcww, 
^1  him  'midst  the  invalid  and  maim'd : 
nental  surgeon  could  not  cure 
lent,  and  perhaps  was  to  be  blamad 

II  the  head  of  the  inveterate  foe, 

u  cut  off,  and  seance  even  ihcn  let  g».    . 

LXXXVI. 

the  foct  's  a  fu:t — and 't  is  the  part 
ae  poet  to  escape  from  fictaoa 
he  can ;  for  there  is  little  art 
ing  verse  mon  free  from  the  restrictioa 
than  prose,  unltM  to  suit  the  mart 
lat  is  sometimeftcall'd  poetic  dtctioa, 
outrageous  appetite  for  liea 
tan  angles  with  for  soala  like  iiaa. 

LXXXVII. 
I  taken,  but  not  render'd ! — !fo  t 
I  not  a  Moslem  that  hath  yielded  aword : 
1  may  gush  out,  aa  the  Danube's  flow 
y  the  city  wall ;  but  deed  nor  word 
^dge  aught  of  dread  of  death  or  foe: 
the  yell  of  victory  is  roar* d 
vancing  Muscovite — the  groaa 
tt  foe  ia  echoed  by  hia  own. 

LXXXVIII. 
net  pierces  and  the  saluie  deavesy 
I  man  lives  are  lavish'd  every  where, 
ar  dosing  whirls  the  scarlet  leavea 
the  stripp'd  forest  bows  to  the  bleak  air, 
as ;  and  thus  the  peopled  city  grievea, 
of  iu  best  and  loveUest,  and  left  bare; 
t  falls  with  vast  and  awful  splinters, 
down  dowB  with  all  their  thoiaad  wioten. 


LXXXIl. 
It  is  an  awful  topic— but  'l  is  not 

My  cue  for  any  time  to  be  icrrifie : 
For  chequer'd  as  is  seen  our  human  lot 

With  good,  and  bed,  and  vrorse,  alike 
Of  melancholy  merriment,  to  quote 

loo  much  of  one  sort  would  be  soporific  ;— 
Wiiliout,  or  with,  offence  to  friends  or  foea, 
I  sketch  your  world  eiactly  as  it  goea. 

xa 

And  one  good  action  in  the  midst  of  crimes 
Is  «  quite  refireshinga— in  the  affected  phraae 

Of  these  ambro«ial,  Pbarimic  timea. 

With  all  their  pretty  milk-and-water  ways,^ 

And  may  serve  therefore  to  bedew  iheae  rkymea, 
A  little  scoreh'd  at  preaent  with  the  bleat 

Of  conquest  and  its  consequences,  whicli 

Make  epic  poety  so  rare  and  riclw 

xa. 

Upon  a  taken  bastion,  where  tlieve  lay 
Thousands  of  slaughter  d  men,  a  yet  warm  groop 

Of  munler'd  women,  who  had  fowad  their  way 
To  this  vain  refuge,  made  the  good  heart  droop 

And  shudder; — while,  as  beautiful  as  May, 
A  female  child  of  ten  years  tried  to  stoop 

Aod  hide  her  little  palpitating  breast 

Amidst  the  bodies  lulld  in  bloody  rest. 

xcn. 

Two  vHlanons  Cossacks  pursued  the  child 

With  flashing  eyes  and  weapons:  match'dwtthtbem. 

The  rudest  brute  that  roamt  Siberia's  wild 
Has  feelings  pure  and  polish'd  as  a  gem,— 

The  bear  is  civil'ued,  the  wolf  is  mild: 
And  whom  for  this  at  last  must  we  condemn  ? 

Their  natures,  or  their  sovereigns,  who  employ 

All  aru  to  teach  their  subjecu  to  destroy  T 

•    xaii. 

Their  sabres  glitter'd  o'er  her  little  head. 

Whence  her  foir  hair  rose  twining  with  affright, 

Iler  hidden  face  was  plunged  amidst  the  dead  : 
W*hen  Juan  cauglu  a  glimpse  of  this  sad  sight, 

I  shall  not  exactly  say  what  he  midy 

Because  it  might  not  solace  «  ears  polite;* 

But  what  he  did^  was  to  lay  on  their  backs,-* 

The  readiest  way  of  reasoning  with  Cosaacka. 

xav. 

One's  hip  he  steak'd,  and  split  tbe  other's  shonlder. 
And  drove  them  with  their  brutal  yells  to  seek 

If  there  nsigfat  be  chirurgcons  who  couM  solder 
Tlie  wounds  they  richly  merited,  and  shriek 

Their  baffled  rage  and  pain ;  while  waxing  coUcr 
As  he  tum'd  o'er  each  pale  and  gory  cheek, 

Don  Juan  raised  his  little  captive  from 

The  heap  a  moment  more  had  made  her  tomb.. 

XCV. 

And  she  vras  chill  as  they,  and  oa  her  face 
A  slender  streak  of  blood  announced  bow  near 

Her  file  had  been  to  that  of  all  her  race; 

Fur  the  same  blow  which  laid  her  mother  here 

[fad  »carr'd  her  brow,  and  left  its  crimson  trace 
As  the  last  link  with  all  she  had  held  dear ; 

But  else  unhurt^  she  open'd  her  Urge  eyea. 

And  gaaed  op  Joan  with  awild  aiirfraae. 
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XCVI. 

Jait  at  this  instant,  wliile  their  eyes  were  fii'd 

Upon  each  other,  with  dilated  glance. 
In  Juan's  look,  pain,  pleasure,  hope,  fiear,  mix'd 

With  joy  to  save,  and  dread  of  some  mitchanee 
Unto  his  protegee ;  while  hers,  transfix'd 

With  iafiant  terrors,  glared  as  from  a  trance,       * 
A  pure,  transparent,  pale,  yet  radiant  face, 
Like  to  a  lighted  alabaster  va«e ; — 

xcvir. 

Up  came  John  Johnson — (I  will  not  say  «  Jack^n 
For  that  were  vulgar,  cold,  and  common-place 

On  great  occasions,  such  as  an  attack 

On  cities,  as  hath  been  the  present  case) — 

Up  Johnson  came,  with  hundreds  at  hu  back. 
Exclaiming : — m  Juan  !  Juan !    On,  boy !  brace 

Tour  arm,  and  I  'II  bet  Moscow  to  a  dollar, 

That  you  and  I  will  win  Saint  Geoi^'s  collar.* 

XCVIII. 

«Tbe  Seraskieris  knoc^'d  upon  the  head. 

Bat  the  stone  bastion  atill  remains,  wherein 
The  old  pacha  sits  among  some  hundreds  ilead. 

Smoking  his  pipe  quite  calmly  'midst  the  din 
Of  our  artillery  and  his  own :  't  is  said 

Our  kill'd,  already  piled  up  to  the  diin, 
lie  ronnd  the  battery ;  bat  nfiH  it  batters. 
And  grape  in  volleys,  like  a  vineyard,  scatters. 

XCIX. 
tiThen  up  with  me!i»~-But  Juan  answer'd,  «  Look 

Upon  this  child — I  saved  her — must  not  leave 
Her  life  to  chance ;  but  point  me  out  some  nook 

Of  safety,  where  she  less  may  shrink  and  grieve. 
And  I  am  with  you.* — Whereon  Johnson  took 

A  glance  around — and  slirugg*d— and  twitch'd  his 
sleeve 
And  bUicksilk  neckcloth— and  replied,  «  You  're  right; 
Poor  thiug!  what*s  to  be  done  7    I'm  pooled  quite.M 

C.  *' 

Said  Juan — «  Whatsoever  is  to  be 

Done,  1  '11  not  quit  her  till  she  seems  secure 
Of  present  life  a  good  deal  more  than  we.»— 

Quoth  Johnson — «  Neilher  will  I  quite  ensure  ; 
But  at  the  least  you  may  die  gloriously.n 

Juan  replied — «  At  least  I  will  endure 
Whate'er  is  to  be  borne — but  not  resign 
Tliis  child,  who  is  parentless,  and  therefore  mine.» 

a. 

Johnaonsaid — tc  Juan,  wc  've  no  time  to  lose ; 

The  child  "s  a  pretty  child — a  very  pretty— 
I  never  saw  such  eyes — but  hark !  now  chuse 

Between  your  fame  and  feelings,  pride  and  pity: 
Hark!  iiow  tlie  roar  increases! — no  excuse 

Will  serve  when  tlicre  is  plunder  in  a  city ; — 
I  should  be  loth  to  march  without  you,  but. 
By  God !  we  'U  be  too  late  for  the  first  cut.» 

Oil. 
But  Juan  was  immovable;  until 

Johnson,  who  really  loved  him  in  his  way, 
Pick'd  out  amongst  his  followers  with  some  skill 

Such  as  he  thought  the  least  given  up  to  prey: 
And  swearing  if  the  in^nt  came  to  ill 

That  they  should  all  be  shot  on  the  next  day, 
But 'if  she  were  dcliver'd  safe  and  sound, 
They  should  at  least  have  fifty  roubles  round. 


cm. 

And  all  allowaaces  berides  of  plonW 
In  fair  proportion  with  their  comniny 

Juan  consenled  to  inarch  on  tbroogbi 
Which  thinn'd  at  every  step  their  nab* 

And  yet  the  rest  rualrd  ea^rty — oo 
For  they  were  heated  by  the  hopeotpt, 

A  thing  which  happens  every  where  eadl 

No  hero  trusteth  wholly  to  lulf-pay. 

CIV. 
And  such  is  victory,  and  such  is  nua! 

At  least  nine-ten tli9  of  what  we  eaU  w.-^h 
May  have  another  name  for  half  ve  sni 

As  human  bein^,  or  his  ways  arr  oM 
But  to  our  subject :   a  brave  Tartar  Kbt,- 

Or  «  sultan,»  as  the  author  (to  ▼betroi 
In  prose  I  bend  my  humble  verse)  doik  al 
This  chiefuin — somehow  would  notviddij 

CV. 

But,  flank'd  by^ve  brave  sons  (snrhispikpi 
That  she  spawns  warriors  by  the  K<]R.tie 

Are  proiiecuted  for  that  false  crime  bi^nr 
He  never  would  believe  the  city  «oa 

While  courage  clung  but  to  a  single  t^-k 
Describing  Priam's,  Peleus',  or  Joke's  m' 

Neither,— but  a  pood,  plain,  old,  tempenki 

Who  fought  with  his  five  ebildreo  ta  ite  w 

CVI. 

To  taAe  him  was  the  point.  The  tmlytevi 
When  they  behold  the  brave  opprea'dai 

Are  touch'd  witli  a  detire  to  shield  and  iia 
A  mixture  of  wild  beasts  and  demi-go4 

Are  they — now  furious  as  the  sweeping  w« 
Now  moved  with  pity:  even  as  someoai 

The  rugged  tree  unto  the  summer  visd. 

Compassion  breathes  along  th^  savage  niai 

CVIL 

But  he  would  not  be  taken,  and  replied 
To  all  the  propositions  of  surrender 

By  mowing  Christians  down  on  every  side, 
As  obstinate  as  Swedish  Charles  at  Rende 

llis  five  biave  boys  no  less  the  fee  defied: 
Whereon  the  Russian  pathos  grewksil 

As  being  a  virtue,  like  terrestrial  patiencr, 

Apt  to  wear  out  on  tritiiug  provocaiioBS. 

cvin. 

And  spile  of  Johnson  and  of  Juan,  «ho 
Expended  all  their  eastern  phraseok^gy 

In  begging  him,  for  God's  sake,  just  to  vbo 
So  much  le^  fight  as  might  form  an  ipti 

For  t/iem  in  saving  such  a  desperate  foe- 
He  hewd  avay,  like  doctors  of  theology 

When  they  dispute  with  sceptics ;  and  witli 

Struck  at  his  friends,  as  babies  beat  their  n 

CIX. 

Nay,  he  had  wounded,  though  bat  sligbtk ! 

Juan  and  Johnson,  whereupon  they  feU- 
The  Hrnt  with  sighs,  the  second  withaooaft 

Upon  his  angry  sultanship.  pell-mell. 
And  all  around  were  grown  exceeding  wrotl 

At  such  a  pertinacious  iufidel, 
And  pour'd  upon  him  and  his  sons  Uke  rail 
Which  they  resisted  like  a  sandy  plain 
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ex. 

still  U  dry.    At  latl  they  perUh'd  :— 
was  Irvell'd  by  a  sliot ; 
•red ;  and  the  fourth,  most  cherUh'd 
on  bayonets  n>et  his  lot; 
tj  a  ClirisUan  mother  nourish'd, 
ected,  ill-used,  and  what  not, 
i,  yet  died  alt  game  and  bottom, 
10  blush'd  that  he  begot  him. 

CXI. 

true  and  umeless  Tanar, 

ner  of  the  Nanireoe 

t  pick'd  out  for  a  martyr, 

the  blark-eyed  girls  in  ttreea, 
eds  of  those  who  vtdft  take  quarter 
iradise;  and,  wheoonee  seen, 
e  all  other  pretty  creatures, 
they  please,  by  dint  of  features. 

CXIf. 
eased  to  do  with  the  young  Khan 
low  not,  nor  pretend  to  guess ; 
y  prefer  a  fine  young  man 
eroe^,  and  ran  do  no  le«s ; 
luse,  no  doubt,  why,  if  we  scan- 
's ghastly  wilderness, 
mlher-beaten,  veteran*body, 
housand  handsome  coaqombs  bloody. 

CXIII. 
have  a  natural  pleasure 
four  lately  married  men 
hours  have  danced  their  measnre, 
rond  moon  grows  dim  again, 
ce  liath  had  dreary  leisure 
irk  a  bachelor  now  and  then. 
»uri  (it  may  be)  disputes 
ooms  the  immediate  fruits. 

CXIV. 
ihan,  with  Houris  in  his  sight, 
>on  the  charms  of  four  young  brides, 
1  on  hb  first  heavenly  night, 
er  our  better  fait^  derides, 
vii^iDs  make  ibe  Moslems  fight, 
'  weredae  haaireB  and  uone  besides, — 
true  we  hear  of  heaven 
ust  at  least  be  six  or  seven. 

CXV. 
e  phantom  on  his  eyes, 
very  lance  was  in  his  heart, 
ih  !»  and  saw  Paradise 

of  mystery  drawn  aport, 
ty  without  disguise 
}  a  ceaseleu  sunrise,  dart, — 
>uris,  augels,  saints,  descried 

blaie, — and  then  he  died : 

CXVI. 

ily  rapture  on  hb  face, 

lian — who  loug  had  ceased  to 

?iccpt  hb  llorid  race, 

etUrt  round  him  gloriously — 

lis  latest  hero  grace 

li  he  became  like  a  fell'd  tree, 

lent  from  the  fight,  and  cast 

lain  son,  hb  first  and  last. 


cxvn. 

The  soldiers,  who  beheld  him  drop  hb  point, 

Stopp'd  as  if  once  more  willing  to  concede 
Quarter,  in  case  he  bade  them  not  «  aroint!* 
*     As  he  before  had  done.     He  did  not  heed 
Their  pause  nor  signs :  his  heart  was  out  of  joint. 

And  shook  (till  now  unshaken)  like  a  reed. 
As  he  look'd  down  upon  hb  diildren  gone. 
And  felt — though  done  with  life-^be  was  alone. 

GXVIII. 

But 't  was  a  transient  tremor: — with  a  spring 
Upon  the  Rusftwn  steel  hb  breast  lie  Hung, 

As  carelessly  as  hurb  the  moth  her  ving 
Against  the  light  wherein  slie  dies:  he  clung 

Clo»er,  that  all  the  deadlier  ihey  might  wring. 
Unto  the  bayonets  which  had  pierced  hb  yoong ; 

And,  tlirowing  bark  a  dim  look  on  his  sons, 

In  one  wida  wound  pour'd  forth  hb  soul  at  once. 

CXIX. 
T  is  strange  enough — the  rough,  tough  soldiers,  who 

Spared  neitlier  sex  nor  age  in  their  career 
Of  carnage,  when  this  old  man  was  pierced  through. 

And  lay  before  them  with  his  children  near, 
Touch  d  by  the  herobm  of  him  they  slew. 

Were  melted  for  a  moment ;  though  00  tear  ^ 

Flow'd  from  lUeir  blood-shot  eyes,  all  red  with  strife, 
They  honoured  such  determined  scorn  of  life. 

GXX. 

But  the  stone  bastion  still  kept  up  its  fire. 
Where  tlie  chief  i*acha  calmly  held  his  post: 

Some  twenty  limes  lie  made  tlic  Russ  retire. 
And  baflled  the  assaults  of  all  their  host ; 

At  length  he  condescended  to  inquire 
If  yet  the  city's  rest  were  wou  or  lost ; 

And,  being  told  the  latter,  sent  a  Bey 

T*  answer  llibas'  summons  to  give  way. 

^    CX'^I- 
In  the  mean  time,  eross>le(;g'd,  wi|h  great  sang-froid. 

Among  the  scorching  ruins  lie  sat  smoking 
Tobacco  on  a  little  cariHrt^'— Troy 

Saw  nothing  like  tlie  scene  around ; — yet,  looking 
Willi  martial  stoicism,  nought  secm'd  to  annoy 

lib  stem  philo^pliy:  but  geutly  stroking 
lib  beard,  he  puff  d  liis  pipe's  ambrosial  gales. 
As  if  he  had  three  Uves  as  well  as  tails. 

CXXU. 
The  town  was  taken — whether  he  might  yield 

Himself  or  bastion,  little  matter'd  now; 
Hb  stubborn  valour  was  no  future  shield. 

Ismail  is  no  more!     The  crescent's  silver  bow 
Sunk,  and  the  crimson  cross  glared  o*er  the  tttM, 

But  red  with  no  redeeming  gore :  the  glow 
Of  burning  streets,  like  moonlight  ou  the  water. 
Was  imaged  back  in  blood,  the  sea  of  slaughter. 

CX.\II1. 

All  that  the  mind  would  shrink  from  of  excessoi; 

All  that  tlie  body  perpetrates  of  bad ; 
All  that  we  read,  hear,  dream,  of  man's  dbtresses; 

All  that  the  devil  would  do  if  run  stark  mad ; 
All  ^at  defies  the  worst  which  pen  expresses ; 

All  by  whictf  hell  b  peopled,  or  as  sad 
As  hell— mere  moriaU  who  their  power  abuse,-— 
Was  here  (u  hcfetofbre  and  sinct)  let  loose. 
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CXXIT. 
If  here  mid  Chert  souie  traasieat  trait  of  pity, 

Was  fthown,  aad  some  more  noble  heart  broke  dwoa^li 
lu  bloody  bond,  and  saved  perhaps  aome  pretty 

Child,  or  an  a^ed  helpless  man  or  two— 
What  8  this  in  one  annihilated  city. 

Where  thousand  bres.  and  ties,  and  duties  growT 
Cockneys  of  Londoo  I  Museadios  of  Paris ! 
Jnst  ponder  what  a  pious  pastimo  ynr  it. 

CXXV. 
Think  how  the  joys  of  reading  a  gasette 

Are  purchased  by  all  agonies  and  crimes; 
Or,  if  these  do  noC  move  you,  don't  forget 

Such  doom  may  be  your  own  in  after  times. 
Meantime  the  taxes,  Castlereagh,  aftd  debt. 

Are  hints  as  good  as  sennoofi,  or  as  rhymes. 
Read  your  own  hearts  and  Ireland's  present  story, 
Then  feed  ker  fcmine  fat  with  Wellesley's  gk»ry. 

CXXVI. 
But  still  there  is  unto  a  patriot  nation. 

Which  loves  so  well  its  country  and  its  king, 
A  subject  of  sublimest  exultation — 

Bear  it,  ye  Muses,  on  your  briglitest  wing! 
Ilowe'er  the  mighty  locust,  Desolation, 

Strip  your  green  fields,  and  to  your  harvests  cKng, 
Gaant  Famine  never  sliall  a;»proach  the  throne — 
Though  Ireland  starve,  great  George  weighs  twenty  slone. 

cxxvn. 

But  let  me  put  an  end  nnio  my  theme : 
There  was  an  end  of  Ismail— hapless  town ! 

Far  flash'd  her  burning  towers  o'er  Dannb«*s  stream, 
And  redly  ran  his  blushing  waters  down. 

The  horrid  war-whoop  and  the  shriHer  scream 
Rose  siill ;  but  ftiinter  were  the  thunders  grown  t 

Of  forty  thousand  who  had  mann'd  the  wall. 

Some  hundreds  breathed — the  ntjjt  were  silent  aH! 

CXXVIfl.  '^ 
In  one  thing  ne'ertheless  '» is  fit  to  praise 

The  Russian  army  upon  this  occasion, 
A  virtue  much  in  fashion  now-a-days, 

And  tlierefore  worthy  of  commemoration : 
The  topie  *s  tender,  so  shall  be  my  phrase — 

Periiaps  the  season's  chill,  and  their  long  station 
In  winter's  depth,  or  want  of  rest  and  victual,  - 
Had  made  them  chaste ; — they  ravish'd  very  little. 

CXXIX. 
Much  did  they  slay,  more  plunder,  and  no  less 

Might  here  and  there  occur  some  vioUtion 
In  the  other  line; — but  not  to  such  excess 

As  wbtn  the  French,  that  dissipated  nation. 
Take  Ittfm  by  storm :  no  eauses  can  I  guess. 

Except  eoki  weather  and  commiseration  ; 
But  all  the  ladies,  save  sooae  twenty  score, 
Were  almost  as  much  virgins  as  before. 

cxxx. 

Soma  odd  mistakes  too  happen'd  in  the  dnrk. 
Which  show'd  a  want  of  lanthoms,  or  of  tasia— 

Indeed  the  smoka  was  si^ch  tliey  scarce  could  nsariL 
Their  friends  from  foes, — besides  saeh  thiogs  from 
haste  f 

Occur,  though  rarely,  when  there  is  a  spark  - 
Of  light  to  save  the  vanerably  chaste:— > 

But  six  old  damseb,  each  of  seventy  yean, 

Were  all  deflower'd  by  different  grenadiers. 


CXXXI. 
Sot  OB  dw  whole  risair  eoocii 

So  that  some  diaappointaaeoi  there  cwi 
To  those  wko  bad  felt  Use  incMmweM  SIM 

Of  «  single  blcaacdoeaa,*  Msd  tkoaight  itpd 
(Since  it  was  boC  thcsr  fealc,  bat  only  hu. 

To  bear  theae  cnoaaes)  for  each  waniat  pmb 
To  make  a  Ronan  aort  of  Sabioc  wrddiaf. 
Without  the  expeaae  and  the 


T 
■ 


cxxxn.  I 

Some  voices  of  the  bazooi  oaiddle-agcd  ! 

Were  also  heard  to  wonder  in  the  Aa  \ 

(Widows  of  forty  weivtiseae  birds  laagMl^  > 

«  Wherefore  the  rawiafaing  did  aoi  htfi^  I 

But,  while  the  thfrst  for  gore  and  plaadirnpi  I 

There  was  small  letaore  for  aaptiliuuasm;  ) 
But  whether  they  aacnped  or  no,  lies  bid 
In  darkacss — I  can  only  hope  they  did. 

cxxxm.  t 

Sawarrow  now  wan  conqneror — a  makb         { 
For  Tiaaor  or  for  Zln^bm.  in  his  trade. 

While  mosques  andaireeia,  beneath  h»em.h 
Biased,  and  the  cannon's  roar  was 

With  bloody  bands  he  wrote  bb  fim 
And  here  exactly  iDllowa  what  be  said:— 

«  Glory  to  Godmod  to  the  Empress!*  {Figmm 

Mtnmml!  mck  nmm^ms  mimgUd!)  m  Ummk  ttm* 

CXXXIV. 

Hethinks  these  are  the  most  treusenduw  mmk 
Since  «  Meo^.  Men^,  Tekel,»  and  «  l*{ 

Which  hands  or  pena  have  ever  traced  sf 
Heaven  help  nae !  I  *m  but  little  of  a 

What  Daniel  read  waa  abort-band  of  the  Ufi& 
Severe,  sublime  ;  the  prophet  wrote  ao  bitta 

The  fote  of  nations ;— but  Hiss  Aon,  so  mm, 

Gould  rhyme,  likn  Mero,  o'er  a  bacniag  otj. 

GXXXV. 
He  wrote  this  polar  melody,  and  set  it. 

Duly  accompanied  by  shrieks  and  groaos.       f 
Which  few  wiU  sing,  I  iruat,  but  uone  for|^S' 

For  I  will  teach»  if  possible,  the  sloaes 
To  rise  agaiust  eartli'a  lyranta.     Never  kt  U 

Be  said,  that  we  still  truckle  unto  throar»;- 
But  ye— our  children'a  children !  think  horn  «: 
Show'd  what  tiuHfs  mere  before  the  worU  vai^ 

CXXXVI. 
That  hour  is  not  for  ns,  but 't  k  for  yoa; 

And  as,  ia  the  great  joy  of  your 
You  hardly  will  believe  such  things 

As  now  occur,  I  thought  that  I  skiuM  fnm*\ 
But  may  tlteir  very  memory  perish  lea!— 

Yet,  if  perchance  remember'd,  still  ilh^Mrr 
More  than  you  acorn  the  sava^n  of  yore. 
Who  painted  their  hmee  limba.  but  aat  wilk  pa 

cxxxvn. 

And  when  you  bear  Isistorians  i*>k  of  tkiaan. 

And  those  that  mte  upon  them,  let  it  be 
As  we  now  gaze  upon  the  flammotb's  bean. 

And  wonder  what  old  world  such  ihagiindt 
Or  hieroglyphics  on  Egyptian  atones. 

The  pleasant  riddim  of  futurity— 
Guessbg  at  what  shall  happily  be  bid 
As  the  real  pnrpoaa  of  n 
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CXXXVIII. 
live  kept  my  word, — at  leatl  to  Av 
r»c  canto  prouuMd.     Yoa  bare  now 
ct  of  love,  lempett,  traval,  war^— 
accurate,  you  mutt  allow, 
F  pUio  truth  ahould  prove  no  bor ; 
re  drawo  much  lets  with  a  loof  bow 
>re<uimert.    CarelcatJy  I  M09, 
i  lauds  OM  DOW  aod  thtn  a  airia|p. 


GXXXIX. 

h  1  ttill  can  harp,  aod  carp,  and  fiddle. 

rther  liath  befallen  or  may  befisl 

F  this  gfkod  poetic  riddle, 

by  may  tell  you,  if  at  all: 

chute  to  break  off  in  the  middle. 

It  with  battering  Itmail't  stubborn  waU, 

I  is  sent  off  with  the  dispatch, 

all  Pelersburgh  is  oatht  watch. 

CXL. 
1  honour  was  conferr'd,  because 
l>ehavcd  with  coura({e  aod  humanity  {^ 
:  men  like,  when  they  have  time  to 
eir  ferocities  produced  by  vanity, 
aptive  gaio'd  him  some  applause, 
og  her  amidst  the  wild  insanity 
,  and  1  tliink  he  was  more  glad  in  her 
a  his  Mw  order  of  8c  Vladiaur. 


CXLf. 
n  orphan  went  with  her  protector, 
was  homeless,  houselens,  helpless:  all 
s,  like  the  sad  family  of  Hector, 
isli'd  in  the  field  or  by  the  vrall: 
Uce  of  birth  was  but  a  spectre 

it  had  been ;  there  the  Muetsio's  call 
was  "heard  no  more ! — ^and  Juan  wept, 

a  vow  to  shield  her,  which  he  kept 


CANTO  IX. 


I. 

iglon  !  (or  •  Vilainion»— for  fimt 
the  heroic  syllables  both  ways; 
uld  not  even  conquer  yoor  graai 
in'd  it  do«n  to  this  Actions  phi 
'  beaten  she  will  laugh  the  same)— 
ve  obtain'd  great  peosioos  aiMl  n«di  ptaise; 
yours  should  any  dare  gainsay, 
would  rise,  and  thuadtr  «  Hay!** 

II. 
nk  that  yoa  used  K — n— rd  quila  weU 
Di't's  affair — in  hct  t  was  shabby, 
some  other  things,  won*l  do  to  tell 
our  tomb  in  Westminster's  old  abbey, 
rest 't  is  not  worth  while  to  dwell, 
lies  being  for  the  tea  hours  of  sooM  tabby ; 
;h  your  years  as  hmik  tend  fisst  ta  acfo, 
lar  grace  ia  acill  bitt  a  /oMWf  Aara. 


III. 
Though  Britain  owes  (and  pays  you  loo)  so  much, 

Yet  Europe  doubtless  owes  yon  gready  more: 
Tou  have  repair'd  legitimacy's  cruiefa— 

A  prop  not  quite  to  ccrtaia  as  before: 
The  Spanish,  and  the  French,  as  well  as  Dolcfa, 

Have  seen,  and  Ml,  how  strongly  you  reilarr;  ^ 
And  Waterioo  bA  made  the  worid  your  debtor— 
(1  wish  your  bards  would  sing  it  rather  batter). 

IV. 
You  are  «  the  best  of  cnt«throats :»— do  doc  start ; 

The  phraae  is  Shakspeare's,  and  not  misapplied: 
War  'ft  a  brain-spattering,  windpipe-slitting  art, 

Unle«  her  cause  by  right  he  sanctified. 
If  you  hive  acted  once  a  generous  part. 

The  worid,  not  tlie  world's  masters,  will  decide. 
And  I  sliall  be  delighted  to  learn  who. 
Save  you  aod  yoora,  have  gain'd  by  Waterloo  ? 

V. 
I  am  no  flatterer — yoa  've  supp'd  fufl  of  flattery: 

Tliry  say  you  like  it  too->'t  is  no  great  wonder : 
He  whose  whole  life  has  been  assault  aod  battery. 

At  last  may  get  a  little  tired  of  thunder; 
And,  iw^llowiog  eulogy  much  more  than  saiire,  ha 

May  Uke  being  praised  for  everv  lucky  bluoder : 
Gaird  «  Saviour  of  the  Natioos»-*oot  yet  saved. 
And  «  Earope's  Liberator*— etill  enslaved. 

VI. 

I  've  done.     Now  go  and  dine  from  off  the  pbia 

Presenied  by  the  Prince  of  the  Braiils, 
And  send  the  sentinel  before  your  g|^' 

A  slice  or  two  from  your  luxurious  meals : 
He  fougbl,  but  bos  not  fied  so  well  of  late. 

Some  hunger  loo  they  my  the  people  facb: 
There  is  no  doubt  that  you  deserve  your  ration- 
But  pray  giva  back  a  little  to  tba  natioo. 

VH. 

I  don't  mean  to  reflect— a  man  so  great  at 
You,  my  Lord  Duke  !  is  far  above  reflection. 

The  high  Roman  fashion  too  of  Cincinuatus 
With  modem  history  bos  but  small  counexioa  : 

Though  as  an  Irishman  you  love  potatoes. 
You  need  not  Uke  them  under  your  direction ; 

And  hsif  a  milUon  for  your  Sabiue  form 

Is  rather  dear! — 1  'm  sure  I  maaa  no  haraa. 

VIII. 
Great  men  have  always  scorn'd  great  rccoflBpenict; 

Epamiooodas  saved  his  Ttiebes,  aod  died, 
Not  leaving  even  lib  funeral  expenses : 

George  Washington  had  thanks  and  noafhc  hnida, 
Except  the  all-cloudlcM  glory  (which  few  mnltt^ 

To  free  his  country:  Pitt  too  had  his  prida^ 
Aod,  as  a  bigh^oul'd  minitier  of  suu,  is 
\  Renown'd  for  miaing  Great  Britain,  gratis. 

IX. 

Never  had  mortal  nun  such  opportunity. 

Except  Napoleon,  or  abused  it  more : 
You  might  have  freed  fall'n  Europe  from  tha  unity 

Of  tyrants,  and  been  bless'd  from  shore  to  shore ; 
And  now— what  is  your  fome?  Shall  the  muse  tune  it  ye? 

Now— that  the  rabble's  first  vain  shouts  are  o'er  T 
Go,  hear  it  in  your  fomiah'd  country's  crictl 
Behold  the  world !  •ad  ouw  ynor  «04ariM! 
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X. 

A»  these  new  caotoc  touch  on  warlike  feats. 

To  you  the  uodatteriog  mnse  ddgns  to  inscribe 
Truths  that  you  will  not  read  in  the  gaxettes. 

But  which,  't  is  time  IQ  teach  the  hireling  tribe 
Who  fiitten  on  their  country's  gore  and  debts,  • 

Must  be  rrcitrd,  and — without  a  bribe. 
You  did  great  things ;  but,  not  beiogfN<itin  mind, 

Hare  left  undone  the  greatest — and  mankind. 

XI. 

Death  laughs — Go  ponder  o'er  the  skeleton 
With  which  men  image  out  the  unknown  thing 

Tliat  hides  the  past  world,  like  to  a  set  sun 

Which  still  elsewhere  may  rouse  a  brighter  spring : 

Death  laughs  at  all  you  weep  for ; — look  upon 
This  houriy  dread  of  all  whose  Uireaten'd  sting 

Turns  life  to  terror,  even  though  in  its  sheath  ! 

Mark !  how  its  lipless  mouth  grins  without  breath  I 

XII. 
Hark  !  how  it  laughs  and  scorns  at  all  you  are! 

And  yet  was  what  you  are :  from  ear  to  ear 
It  laughs  not — there  is  now  no  tieshy  bar 

So  call'd ;  the  antic  long  hath  ceased  to  hear^ 
But  still  be  smiles ;  and  whether  near  or  fir 

He  strips  firom  man  that  mantle — (Hr  more  dear 
Than  even  the  tailor's) — his  incarnate  skio. 
White,  black,  or  copper — the  dead  bones  will  grin. 

xin. 

And  thus  Death  laughs, — it  is  sad  merriment. 
But  still  it  is  so;  and  with  such  example 

Why  sliould  not  yfe  be  equally  content. 
With  hii«  superior,  in  a  smile  to  trample 

Upon  the  nothings  which  are  daily  spent 
Like  bubbles  on  an  ocean  much  less«mple 

Than  the  eternal  deluge,  which  devours 

Suns  as  rays — worlds  like  atoms — years  like  hours? 

XIV. 
«  To  be,  or  not  to  be !  that  is  the  qnestion,i» 

Says  Sliakspeare,  who  just  now  is  much  in  fashion. 
I  am  neither  Alexander  nor  llrphxstioa. 

Nor  ever  had  for  abstract  fnme  much  passion ; 
But  would  much  rather  have  a  sound  digestion. 

Than  Bonaparte's  cancer : — could  I  dash  on 
Through  fifty  victories  to  shame  or  fame. 
Without  a  stomach — what  were  a  good  name  7 

XV. 

«  Oh,  dura  ilia  messorum !» — «  Oh, 

Ye  rigid  guts  of  reapers !»» — I  translate 
For  the  great  benefit  of  those  who  know 

WluUiiKligaition  is— tliat  inward  fite 
WhicM|pkes  all  Styx  through  one  small  liver  flow. 

A  p^Mtnt's  sweat  n  worth  his  lord's  estate  : 
I^t  tfd's  one  toil  for  bread— fAat  rack  for  rent, — 

He  who  sleeps  best  may  be  the  most  content. 

XVI. 

«  To  be,  or  not  to  be!**— Ere  I  decide, 

I  sliould  be  glad  to  know  that  which  is  being. 

T  is  true  we  speculate  both  far  and  wide. 
And  deem,  because  we  see,  we  are  all-seeing'. 

For  my  pan,  1  'II  enlist  on  neither  side. 
Until  I  sec  both  sides  for  oace  agreeing. 

For  mc,  I  sometimes  think  that  life  is  death. 

Rather  than  life  a  mere  affair  of  breath. 


XVII. 
«  Que  sait-je?»  was  the  motto  of  SfoMa^ 

As  also  of  the  first  academictam: 
That  all  is  dubioiu  which  man  may  atla 

Was  one  of  thrir  most  favourite  pont» 
There  's  no  such  thin|;  as  certaiotr,  that'i 

As  any  of  mortality's  coaditioo«: 
So  little  do  we  koow  what  we  're  aboat  is 
This  world,  I  doubt  if  doubt  itself  be  doa 

xvni. 

It  U  a  pleasant  voya^  perbap*  to  float. 
Like  Pyrrho.  on  a*sea  of  speculatioa; 

But  what  if  carrying  cail  capaixe  the  boat 
Your  wise  men  don't  know  much  of  oi 

And  swimming  long  in  the  abyss  of  tboai 
Is  apt  to  tire :  a  calm  and  shallow  stalii 

Well  uigh  the  shore,  where  onefloopsdaw 

Some  pretty  sbeUp  ia  best  for  moderate  ba 

XIX. 

«  But  heaven,«»  as  Casftio  snys,  «  »  above  i 

No  more  of  this  then, — let  lis  pray!» 
Souls  to  save,  since  Eve's  slip  and  Adam's 

Wlitch  tumbled  all  mankind  in lo  the  ( 
Besides  fish,  beasts,  and  birds.     -  The  ifi 

Is  special  providence,*  though  how  it  ( 
Offence,  we  know  not;  probably  it  petrhi 
Upon  tlie  tree  which  £ve  so  foodiv  sewrb' 

XX. 
Oh,  ye  immortal  gods  !  what  is  theogoav? 

Ob,  thou  too  mortal  man  !  what  is  pliu 
Oh,  world,  which  was  and  is!  what  is  com 

Some  )KH>ple  have  accused  me  of  miiaoll 
And  yet  I  koow  no  more  than  the  maiiafi 

That  forms  this  desk,  of  what  they  aiA 
thropy 
I  comprehend ;  for,  widiout  transfomutioi 
Men  become  wolves  on  any  slight  occasioa 

XXI. 
But  T,  the  mildent,  meekest  of  mankiLd. 

Like  Moses,  or  Mclaoctlioo.  who  h^xt  ne 
Done  any  thing  exceedingly  unkind.— 

And  (though  I  could  not  now  aod  ikeo  fc 
Following  the  bent  of  body  or  of  miod; 

Have  always  had  a  tendency  to  spare.— 
Why  do  they  call  me  mij«anthrope  ?    Becsn 
They  liate  me,  not  I  them : — And  here  we  11 

XXII. 

T  is  time  we  should  proceed  wiUi  our  (ood; 

For  I  maintain  that  it  is  really  good. 
Not  only  in  the  body,  but  the  proem. 

However  little  both  are  understood 
Just  now,— but  by  and  by  the  tmih  will  ska 

Herself  in  hersublimest  attitude: 
And  till  she  doth,  I  f^in  must  be  content 
To  share  her  beauty  and  her  banishment 

XXIII. 

Our  hero  (and,  I  trust,  kind  reader!  yoori;- 
Was  left  upon  his  way  to  the  chief  city 

Of  ilic  immortal  Peter's  polish'd  boon. ' 
Who  still  have  shown  themselves  won  k 
witty; 

I  know  iu  mighty  empire  now  allnm 
Much  flattery— even  Voluire's.  and  tktl'il 

For  me,  I  deem  an  absolute  autocrat 

Not  a  barbarian,  but  much  worse  than  tkai 
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XXIV. 

I  war,  at  l<>J«t  in  vwonl^  ;an(l — •iMNRd 
iicr  so  h.ippcn— (lord*)  ^iih  .il)  who  war 
i(;lii . — auil  of  tIioti|;lit's  Uw*  by  far  most  rude, 
H  iiml  HvrctphaiiU  lia^e  Le^u  niiti  <ire. 
<it  who  iiiiy  couijuir:  if  I  rotild 
iirli  J  |)n  »c*irii('o,  it  >lioiild  Ik>  ho  Ixir 
ly  pliiii,  sworn,  dovkiiri('lit  d4.'t«*»|alioii 
di>s|iitti»ni  ill  r«rry  luiiiiu. 

XXV. 

hat  i  .idiil.itc  ill-'  iMHipIc 
It  Hif:  then-  arc  driija(;ot;u(s  ruuii|{li, 
ol%  In  pull  dovil  r\rry  hlrcph-, 
t  up  iu  their  »liad  suniu  pruiN-r  stuff, 
thfy  may  sou  ^oegtiiisiii  to  roap  hell, 
IV  cliiiotlaii  du^iiia  rather  roiijth, 
know; — I  viOi  iiit'ii  to  ho  free 
from  mobs  a&  kin[;ft — fioin  you  att  iiir. 

XXVI. 

*(|ucin  I*  is,  Ijt'ini;  of  no  p'trty, 

uffriid  .ill  iiariirs:  —  ui'\tT  uiindl 

<!,  at  Irasi,  arc  iiioiv  %tni:L're  aud  hearty 

f  I  M>uglit  lu  h.iil  ht'foru  the  wiud. 

i;k  nought  to  ^a'nx  cm  ha\e  uuall  art;  liv 

icithrr  wi^ln's  tu  1m>  hound  uor  biuci 

ft(iati.iii>  frrcly,  .i!i  >iill  I, 

my  \oictt  to  klatrry'n  jackal  cry. 

XXVIJ. 

n  appropriali*  >^iinih',  thatjitekul, 
ani  thi-m  iu  ih<:  EpIuMau  r^iiito  ho«l 
as  do  thai  nicri'i'nary  |>ai-k  nil, 
N  hafcC  |iui\ryor<;,  who  for  pickings  pro%l, 
t  thr  prey  thrir  ina^ters  mi^Mld  attack  all. 
cr  the  poor  j  iikaU  .irt*  leKi*  foul 
;  the  hra\r  iioii.V  ki-ru  providernj 
man  intccls,  caicriu^  for  tpidi-rs. 

XXVIII. 

I  an  arm  '.    t  vkill  hriish  their  woh  away, 
itliuiit  tluit,  their  poisou  and  Utrir  clawb 
■ss.     Mind.  (;ood  pi'oplt  !  «liat  I  My-~ 
thi-r  people^; — yo  vn  Mithout  pauM.*'! 
of  (lu-M*  tarantiiLu  each  day 
M-o,  till  you  ."•hall  make  roiiimou  cauM; 
\e  the  Sitauitli  ily  aud  .\ttie  bee, 
o  ktrouijiy  stin^iuj;  to  he  free. 

XXIX. 

II,  who  had  ^lionr  in  the  laic  daughter. 

■ft  upon  his  way  with  ilic  diK|Mtcli, 

lood  wa»  t.ilk'd  of  a^  ve  vould  of  water  ^ 

irra.'osi-^  that  lay  as  thick  iis  thatch 

>ce«l  ci(ie>,  merely  served  to  Hatter 

atherine  s  |iaKiinu — who  look'd  ou  the  match 

ilic^e  iiaiiuiis  as  a  main  of  rocks, 

she  likrd  her  own  to  Ktand  like  rockt. 

XXX. 

'(•  ill  a  kihitku  lie  roll'il  on 

sell  Mirt  «»f  earria;'!?  without  spriilijs, 

a  ruu|;li  roads  leaver,  M'arceJy  a  whole  bone), 

rin^;  on  t;h>ry,  clii\alry,  and  kint;*, 

riN.  ;uid  on  all  llial  he  had  douc — 

•  i^hiiij  lli.ii  posl-hoi'^ib  Lid  iIm*  wiii^s 

&U4.  oral  (he  Ici^l  pott  chaiM'-. 

llicrs.  wh(  II  •(  tra\clicr  on  dixp  way*  is. 


XXXI. 

At  c\cry  jolt — and  tl«rre  were  many — still 
He  turn'd  his  ryes  u|Min  bin  litth*  chaq;e. 

As  if  he  wish'd  that  vhe»liould  fare  le«s  ill 
Th  in  he,  in  these  sad  hijihuays  left  at  larije 

To  riits  and  (lints,  and  loveK-  naturr'fc  skill, 
^\'lio  is  no  p;iviour,  nor  admits  a  liarge 

On  hfr  caiialH,  wlu*ro  <iml  lakes  si>a  and  land. 

Fishery  and  farm,  ImiiIi  into  his  owu  hand. 

XXXII. 
.\t  least  he  pays  no  rent,  and  h.is  Int^i  rif;ht 

To  liG  the  lirst  of  what  y|t'  useil  to  call 
<(  (jenileinen  farmers" — a  race  worn  out  quite. 

Since  lately  tliere  lui%e  lieeii  no  rviiti  at  all, 
.Vnd  •!  (ji'iitlciiiciiw  .ire  iu  a  piteous  plight. 

And  M  faniicrirt  can't  rai.-u'  (Ii-res  from  her  Mi  : 
She  fell  Willi  Konapartc: — Wluii  <traiit;e  thoughts 
.\ri^,  when  vc  wi*  emperoi-b  fall  witli  oats! 

\.\Xiil. 
Hut  Jiiau  turud  his  eves  ou  the  sweet  rfaild 

Whom  he  had  sa\ed  fioiii  slau(;hter — wImi  a  trophy ! 
Oh!  ye  who  build  up  monuments,  dehlrd 

With  core,  liki*  Xailir  Shah,  liiat  eustite  Sophy, 
Who.  afttr  lca%in(;  llindostan  a  wihl. 

And  M-arce  lo  thi;  Jtlo(;ut  a  cup  of  coffee 
To  soothe  his  woes  withal,  was  slain,  the  sinner! 
Ilccause  he  could  no  uioic  dif^st  his  dinner:—^ 

XXXIV. 

Oh  ye!  or  we!  or  she!  or  he!  reflect, 
Tliat  one  life  s.i\ed,  espixially  if  younf; 

Or  pretty,  is  a  thing  to  rLCollect 

Far  s\scetcr  than  the  greenest  laurels  sprung 

Frtim  the  manure  of  human  cl.iy,  though  deck'd 
With  all  the  praises  e«er  said  or  sung: 

Tliough  hymu'd  by  every  harp,  unless  within 

Your  heart  joins  chorus,  fame  is  but  a  din. 

XXXV. 

Oh,  ye  great  authors  himiuous,  voluminous! 

Ve  twice  ten  hundretl  ihoii^ind  daily  scribes! 
Who<e  p;unphlits,  volume^,  uevspaiiers  illumine  us! 

Whether  you're  paid  by  go^uriinu'Ul  in  brilH*s, 
To  prov«  the  piiMIc  debt  is  not  touHuming  lu — 

Or,  roui;lily  in-adiug  on  the  «<  courtier's  kibesw 
With  clowiiisli  hei.l,  your  |>npular  cirrulation 
FeodN  yim  by  priutin^;  half  the  realms  starvation: — 

XXXVI. 

Ob,  ye  i;reat  authors! — m  A-pro|H>s  ile  botteSM— 

I  U.tw  forgot  (en  what  I  nieaul  to  say. 
As  suinelimes  h.ive  bveu  gnater  sages'  lots. 

T  was  something  c.ih-ulatfd  to  allay 
All  wrath  in  barracks,  palat  e-t,  or  cots  :  m^ 

Ci'rteN  it  would  have  been  but  thmwu  a%raf|r 
Ami  that  s  one  comfort  for  my  lost  advice, 
Although  no  doubt  it  was  bcyoud  all  price. 

XXXVII. 

Hut  let  it  go  : — it  will  oue  d.iy  be  found 
With  other  relics  of  •<  a  former  world, n 

When  this  worhl  shall  be/"i-mer,  uudrq;rouiid. 
Thrown  (opsy-tiir\y.  tvkisied.  ciisp'd.  and  curl'd, 

llaki  «l,  fried,  or  burnt,  iiirnd  iusidi-  out.  or  drowu'd. 
Like  ail  the  Woriifs  bi-fore.  \sliii  h  h  i\e  ItceU  hurld 

tir.Ht  out  of  and  then  batk  .i;;iin  to  ciiaos, 

llie  su|K'r>iratum  whii  h  will  o\erlay  us. 
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XXXVIII. 

So  Cuvier says;— and  th«n  shall  come  n^in 

Unlo  the  new  crration,  mini;  nut 
From  our  old  crasli,  some  mystic,  ancient  strain 

Of  things  destroy'd  and  left  in  airy  doubt : 
Like  to  the  notions  we  now  entertain 

Of  TitanSf  gianu,  fellows  of  about 
Some  hundred  feet  in  height,  not  to  My  mile'St 
And  mammoths,  and  your  winged  crocodiles. 

XXXIX. 

Think  if  then  George  the' Fourth  should  be  dug  up? 

How  the  new  woridlings  of  die  then  new  eaftt 
Will  wonder  where  siich  animals  could  snp! 

(For  they  themselves  will  be  but  of  the  least : 
Even  worlds  miscarry,  when  too  oft  thry  pup. 

And  every  new  creation. hath  decreased 
In  size,  from  overworking  the  material — '  , 

Men  are  but  maggots  of  some  huge  earth's  burial.)— 

XL. 
Bow  will — to  these  young  peoplcy  just  thrust  cmt 

From  tome  fresh  paradise,  and  set  to  plough. 
And  dig,  and  sweat,  and  turn  themselves  about. 

And  plant,  and  reap,  and  spin,  and  grind,  and  sow, 
Till  all  tlie  arts  at  length  are  bron{^t  about. 

Especially  of  war  and  taxing,*-how, 
I  say,  will  these  great  relics,  when  tli^y  ^ee  *em, 
Look  like  the  monsters  of  a  new  museum ! 

XLI. 
But  I  am  apt  to  grow  too  metaphysical : 

«c  The  time  is  out  of  joint,* — and  so  am  I; 
I  quite  forget  this  poem  *s  merely  quizzical, 

Ami  deviate  into  matters  rather  dry. 
I  ne'er  decide  what  I  shall  say,  and' this  I  call 

Much  too  poetical :  men  should  know  why 
They  write,  and  for  what  end;  but,  note  or  text, 
1  never  know  the  word  w^ich  will  come  next. 

XLII. 
So  on  I  ramble,  now  and  then  narrating, 

Now  pondering: — it  u  time  we  should  narrate: 
I  left  Don  Juan  with  his  horses  baiting —  ' 

Now  we  *11  get  o'er  riie  ground  at  a  great  rate. 
I  shall  not  be  particular  in  stating 

His  journey,  we  've  so  many  tours  of  late : 
Suppose  him  then  at  Petersburgh ;  suppose 
That  pleasant  capital  of  painted  snows ; 

XLin. 
Suppose  him  in  a  handsome  uniform  f  .     . 

A  scarlet  coat,  black  facings,  a  long  plume, 
Waving,  like  sails  new  shiver'd  iu  a  storm, 

Overt  Gock'd  hat,  in  a  ch>wded  room. 
And  b^MpK  breeches,  bright  an  a  Cairn  Gorme, 

Of  pKw  kerseymere  we  may  presume, 
W*hite  stockings  drawn,  uncurdlcd  as  new  milk, 
O'er  limbs  wfaoae  symmetry  set  off  the  silk ; 

XUV. 

Suppose  him,  sword  by  side,  and  hat  in  liand. 
Hade  up  by  youth,  ^me,  and  an  army  tailor-^ 

That  great  enchanter,  at  whose  rod's  command 
Beauty  springs  fbrtli,  and  nature's  self  turns  paler. 

Seeing  how  art  can  make  her  work  more  grand, 
(When  slie  don't  pin  men's  limbs  in  like  a  jailor) — 

Behold  him  placed  as  if  upon  a  pillar !     He 

Seems  Love  tnrn'd  a  lieutenant  of  artillery ! 


.  XLV, 

Hi<i  bandafralipp'd  down  into  ncvavai; 

Ilis  wings  subdued  to  cfKiulcfs;  tntqanf* 
Shrunk  to  a  scabhnrd,  \ritii  hU  arrow*  at 

\Vi%  side  as  a  small  sword,  but  ^barp  js  r*v. 
His  bow  converted  into  a  cock'd  liat; 

But  still  so  like,  tlut  Psyche  were  aM>re<^r 
Than  some  wives  (wbo  make  blunders  no  im  «fk 
If  she  had  not  mi»taLken  him  for  Cupid. 

XLVI. 

The  courtiers  stared,  the  ladies  whisper'd.  jid 
The  empress  trailed ;  the  reigning  fmHuvt  frm-. 

I  quite  fbi^et  which  of  them  was  in  baaJ 
Just  then,  as  they  are  rather  nunurous  fiM. 

Who  took  by  turiM  that  difficult  comaiadL 
Since  first  her  majesty  was  nngiycra'n'j 

But  tlicy  were  mostly  nervous  lix-fbot  frljovs 

All  fit  to  make  n  Patagonian  jealoos. 

XLVU. 
Juan  was  none  of  these,  but  sJ%bt  and  sAs. 

Blushing  and  beiudless  ;  and  yet  ne>n^>v 
There  was  a  something  in  his  turn  of  limb. 

And  still  morR  in  his  eye.  which  seemd  k>r^ 
That  though  he  look'U  one  of  the  seraphim 

Tliere  lurk'd  a  ntan  beneath  the  spirit'*  dh» 
Besides,  the  empress  sometimes  liked  a  bov. 
And  had  just  buried  the  6ur-faeed  Laoskoi'^ 

XLVIII. 

No  wonder  then  that  YermoloflF,  or  Momoasft 

Or  Scherbatofl^  or  any  other  ojf, 
Or  on^  might  dread  her  majesty  had  not  rwo  94 

Within  her  bosom  (which  was  not  too  toc|k 
For  a  new  flame ;  a  thought  to  cast  of  gloea  cnf 

Along  tlie  aspect,  wfiether  smooch  or  roa^ 
Ofiiim  who,  in  (he  language  of  bis  scaiioa, 
Then  held  that  «  high  official  silaation.* 

XLIX. 

Oh,  gentle  ladies !  should  you  seek  to  kaow 
-    The  import  of  this  diplomatie  pinase. 
Bid  Ireland's  Londonderry's  Marquess^  iliov 

Ilts  paru  of  speech;  and  in  the  struce tiffin 
Of  that  odd  string  of  words  all  in  a  row, 

Which  none  divine,  and  every  one  obey^- 
Perhaps  yon  may  pick  out  some  queer  no-maaa^ 
Of  iliat  weak  wordy  hanrest  the  sole  glnaiBf 

L. 

I  think  I  can  explain  myself  without 

That  sad  inexplicable  beast  of  prey- 
That  sphinx,  wliOM!  words  would  ever  be  a  (Ink 

Did  not  h'n  deeds  unriddle  them  carh  dar- 
That  monstrous  hiero^ypbic — thai  long  spa'- 

Of  blood  and  water,  leaden  Castlercagh- 
And  liere  1  most  an  anecdote  relate. 
But  luckily  of  no  great  length  m*  weight. 

U. 

An  English  Udy  .itik'd  of  an  Italian, 
What  were  the  actual  and  official  duii«» 

Of  the  strange  thing  some  women  set  a  wkf  » 
Which  hovers  oft  about  some  marrii^l  bcabn- 

Call'd  «  Cavalier  ServenteTn— a  Py^jmalnm 
Whose  statues  warm  (I  firar.  alas  I  loo  tne  i» 

Beneath  his  art.      The  dame,  pressd  to  di^Vmtt 

Said— «  Lady,  T  beseech  ymi  to  smppoie  them* 
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Ul. 

I  Ruppiicate  your  supposition, 
UJi-st,  inatroo-like  interpretation 
ipcriai  favnuriKt's  oonditioo. 
a  high  placr,  the  higbnt  in  the  nation 

not  in  rank ;  and  tiio  suspicion 

one's  attaining  to  his  station, 

gave  pain,  where  carh  new  pair  of  thouklen, 
broad,  made  stocks  rise  and  their  holders. 

L1II. 
lid,  was  a  most  l>eauteous  boy, 
id  retain'd  his  boyisli  look  beyond 
I  hirsute  seasons  which  destroy, 
eards  and  whiOiers  and  the  like,  the  fond 
aspect  which  upset  old  Troy 
unded  Doctor's  Commons: — I  have  conn'd 
ry  of  divorces,  which,  though  chequer'd, 
i'h  the  tirst  damages  on  record. 

IJV. 
erinc,  vho  loved  all  things  (sate  her  lord, 
as  gouc  to  lii<  place),  and  pass'd  for  mucb, 
tliose  (by  dainty  dame^  abhorr'd) 
c  gentlemen,  yet  had  a 'touch    * 
lent;  and  he  she  moj»t  adored 
e  lamratctl  Linskoi,  who  was  such 
s  h:id  coat  her  many  a  tear, 
lut  made  a  middling  grenadier. 

LV.- 
«•  teterrima  causa»  of  all  «  belli!* — 
ste  of  life  and  death  ! — thou  nondescript! 
i  our  ciil  and  our  entrance, — well  I 
use  in  poudering  how  all  souls  are  di^p'd 
vunial  funutaiii : — how  maa^U,  I 
lot,  since  knowledge  saw  her  branpbcs^tripp'd 
It  fruit;  hut  how  he  h\\s  and  rises 
m  hast  settled  beyond  all  (i}rmiseft. 

LVI. 

thee  m.  the  worst  cause  of  war,»  but  I 

u  tJiou  art  the  best:  for,  after  all, 

^  we  come,  to  thee  we  go;  and  why. 

It  thee,  not  batter  down  a  wall, 

a  world  T    Since  no  one  can  deny 

>Nt  replenisli  worids  both  great  and  small  : 

vithout  thee,  all  tilings  at  a  stand 

»uld  be,  thoo  sea  of  lifie's  dry  land ! 

•    LVII. 

who  was  the  grand  epitome 
(^at  cause  of  war,  or  peace,  oi^wliac   . 
;  (it  causes  all  the  things  whicli  fle, 
may  take  your  choice  of  tliis  or  that) — 

I  say,  was  very  gbd  to  sec 
kdsome  herald,  on  whose  plumatje  sat 
ind,  pausing  a*  the  saw  him  kneel 
ispatch,  forgot  to  break  the  aeal. 

LVIII. 
lecting  the  whole  empreM,  nor 
ug  quite  tlie  woman  (which  oompoicd- 
iree  parts  of  tliis  great  wbole^,  the  tore 
rr  open  with  an  air  which  jKMcd 
that  watch'd  each  look  her  visage  wore, 
rnyid  %milc  at  length  disclo*e«l 
er  for  the  day.     Though  ralher  ipacious, 
mm  noble,  her  eye»  hoc,  mouth  gradous. 


IJX. 

Great  joy  was  hers,  or  rather  joyA;  the  tint 
Was  a  ta'en  city,  thirty  tlinii«M-iud  slain. 

lllory  and  triumph  ocr  her  aspect  burst. 
As  an  F^ist-fndian  sunrise  on  the  main. 

These  ipiench'd  a  moment  her  ambition's  thirst — 
So  Arab  deserts  drink  in  summer's  raia: 

In  vain ! — As  fall  tlie  dews  on  quenchless  sands, 

Blood  only  servct  to  wafh  ambition's  hands ! 

LX. 

Her  next  amusement  waf  more  fanciful ; 

She  smiled  at  mad  Suwarrow's  rhymes,  who  threw 
Into  a  Russian  couplet,  rather  dull. 

The  whole  gazette  of  thousands  whom  ha  slew. 
Her  third  was  feminine  enough  to  amml  . 

The  shudder  which  runs  naturally  thrao^ 
Our  veins,  when  things  called  sovereigns  thuik  it  best 
To  kill,  .lod  generals  turn  it  into  jeat. 

LXI. 
The  two  first  feelings  ran  tlieir  course  com|^te. 

And  lighted  first  her  eye  and  then  her  mouth : 
Tlie  whole  court  look'd  immediately  most  sweet. 

Like  llowersjvell  water'd  after  a  long  drouth  z— 
But  when  on  tlie  lieutenant,  at  her  feet. 

Her  majesty — who  liked  to  gaie  on  youth 
Almost  as  much  as  on  a  new  dispatch- 
Glanced  mildly,  all  the  world  was  on  the  watch. 

LXII. 
Though  somewhat  large,  exuberant,  and  truculent. 

When  wroC/t ;  wliilc  pUased,  she  was  as  fine  a  figure 
As  those  who  like  things  rosy,  ripe,  and  succulent, 

Would  wish  to  look  on,iwhile  they  are  in  vigour. 
She  could  repay  each  amatory  look  you  lent 

With  interest,  and  iu  turn  was  wont  with  rigour 
To  exact  of  Cupid's  bills  jlie  full  amount 
At  sight,  nor  would  permit  you  to  discoiiat. 

LXIU. 
With  her  the  Utter,  though  at  limes  convenient. 

Was  uot  fo  necessary :  for  they  tell 
That  she  was  handsome,aud,  though  fierce,  iooft'^ leaicfll. 

And  always  used  her  favourites  too  well. 
If  once  beyond  her  boudoir's  precincts  in  ye  went. 

Your  «  furiuncM  was  in  u  fair  way  «*  to  swell 
A  ni;in,w  as  Giles  says  ;6  for.  though  she  would  widow  all 
Natiou!>,  she  Uked  man  as  an  iudividuaL 

LXIV. 
What  a  strange  thing  is  man !  and  what  a  stranger 

Is  woman?    Wliat  a  whirlwind  is  her  liead. 
And  what  a  whiripool  full  of  depth  and  danger 

Is  all  the  rest  about  her!  whetlicr  wed, 
()r  widow,  maid,  or  mother,  shi;  can  chanft^H 

Mind  like  the  wind ;  whatever  she  has  tfflilP 
Or  done,  is  light  to  what  she  '11  say  or  do;— > 
The  oldest  thing  on  record,  and  yet  new ! 

LXV. 

Oh,  Catlierine!  (for  of  all  interjections 
To  thee  both  oh  I  and  ah!  belong  of  right 

fu  love  aud  war)  how  odd  are  the  connexioos 
Of  human  thoughts,  which  jostle  in  their  flight! 

Ja>t  now  jours  were  cut  out  in  diffierent  sections: 
First,  Ismail's  capture  caught  your  fancy  quite; 

A'ext,  of  new  knifbts  the  fresh  and  glorious  batch; 

And  thirdly,  he  who  brought  you  the  dispatch! 
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I 


lAVI. 

Shak^peare  talks  of  •<  the  herald  Moirury 

New  li(;ht(r<l  on  a  licaM>Q-ki««ing  hill  i» 
Aiifl  sonic  such  viHons  crossM  her  majesty. 

While  her  yonni;  IicthI'I  knell  hefure  her  ^till. 
T  i>  very  true  the  hill  scenrd  rather  hi(;li 

For  a  lieutenant  to  rliinh  up;  hut  skill 
Smooth'il  even  the  Siinplon's'«ti'ep,nnil,liyrfOil'f.hleK.siog. 
With  youtli  and  health  all  kU*>e%  are  •«  heaven-ki&&inu.» 

LXVII. 
Her  mpjesty  look'd  down,  the  youth  lookM  up — 

And  so  they  fell  in  love; — she  vith  his  faee. 
His  i;race,  his  Godf-knows-what:  for  Cupid's  cup 

With  tlie  first  drau|;ht  intoxieates  apaee, 
A  quhitessentUI  laudanum  or  «  blark  drop,» 

Whieh  makes  one  drunk  at  once,  \kiihout  the  Iuno 
Kxpedient  of  full  hampers;  for  the  eye 
In  love  drinks  all  life's  fountains  (save  tears)  dry. 

LXVIII. 
lie,  on  the  other  hand,  if  not  in  love. 

Fell  into  that  no  less  imperioiij;  passion. 
Self-love — which,  vhen  some  sort  of  tiling;  above 

Ourselves,  a  Ain(;cr,  danei-r,  much  in  fashion. 
Or  duchcsA,  priucAss,  empress,  «  deigns  to  pro\e.» 

CT  is  Pope's  phrase)  a  great  longing,  though  a  rash  one. 
For  one  especial  person  nut  of  many. 
Makes  us  believe  ourselves  as  good  as  any. 

LXIX. 
Besides,  he  was  of  that  deliglite<l  age 

Whieh  makes  all  female  ages  equal — when 
We  don't  much  care  with  whom  we  may  engage. 

As  bold  as  Daniel  in  the  lions*  den, 
So  that  we  can  our  native  sun  assuage 

In  the  next  ocean,  which  may  iluw  ju<.t  then, 
To  make  a  twilight  in— just  as  Sol's  heat  is 
Ouench'd  in  the  lap  of  the  s:ilt  sea.  or  Thetis. 

LXX. 

And  Catherine  (we  must  say  thus  much  forCatherine\ 
Though  bold  and  liloody,  wa«  the  kind  of  thing 

Whose  temporary  passion  was  quite  ll.itti'ring. 
liecause  each  lover  look'd  a  sort  of  king. 

Made  up  upon  an  amatory  pattern — 
A  royal  husband  in  all  save  the  rimj — 

Which  being  the  damn'de^t  part  of  matrimony. 

Seem'd  taking  out  the  <^ting  to  leive  the  houey.- 

LXXf. 

And  when  you  add  to  thiv,  hrr  womanhood 
In  its  meridian,  her  blue  eyes,  or  grey — 

(The  last,  if  they  have  soul,  are  quite  as  good. 
Or  better,  as  the  best  example*  say: 

NapolaoipDii  Uary's  ((^ueen  of  Scotland)  should 
Lend  to  that  colour  a  transceudant  ray; 

And  Pallas  also  sanctions  the  same  hue — 

Too  wise  to  look  through  optics  black  or  blue) — 

LXXII. 

Her  sweet  smile,  and  her  then  majestic  Hgure, 
Her  plumpness,  her  imperial  condesofn^iion. 

Her  preference  of  a  boy  to  men  much  bi{jger 
(Fellows  whom  Messalina's  self  would  ptruMon). 

Her  prime  of  life,  just  now  in  juicy  vigour. 

With  other  extrti^  which  we  need  not  mention, — 

All  these,  or  any  one  of  these,  explain 

Knough  to  make  a  stripling  very  vain. 


LXXIII 
And  that  Tifaough.  for  love  is  vanity. 

Sellish  in  \U  I>e^iiinint;  as  iu  end. 
Except  wlierc'l  !•%  a  mer*^  ins.iiiify. 

A  maildeninu  i^pirii  wliit  h  would  ^^tr.^r  ui-'. 
Itself  with  beauty":*  fr;iil  inanity,  ' 

On  which  thff  pasMon'**  wif  j-eiQU  t»).lfj*Tl 
And  hence  some  lurathenisli  philo^opliiT- 
Make  love  die  fnain-^priiig  of  die  uni%i.Tr  i 

LXXIV. 

Itesides  Platonic  love,  l»o*idcs  the  loir 
Of  Ctod,  the  love  of  seiitiinrnt,  ihf  \•^^a: 

Of  faithful  pair* — (I  neftU  mn^t  rhyrce  »jA  b;. 
That  good  oKI  Meam-boai  which  ki-i-psiw^r  ■;;. 

'Cainst  reason — roason  uo'rr  w.is  lanil-aav;^' 
With  rhyme,  but  always  lean' d  le**  id  iitvr^%  ! 

The  sound  than  si-nso^ — beside?  all  th^x*  sni*-'  | 

To  lo>e.  dierc  are  those  diiu(7:  which  wnrdiUK*^  j 

LXXV.  ! 

Those  movements,  those  improvement*  in  as-'V.-  '■ 
Which  make  all  bodies  niixiou<i  to  jtf  oa'.        I 

Of  their  own  sand-^ts  to  mix  with  a  t;V.J»-*?-     ? 
For  sUeli  all  womnn  are  at  fir«l.  un  «'onl-! 

How  beautiful  that  momofit!    and  how  oL^i- 
Tliat  fever  wliicli  precedra  tlie  bnf.uiJ  roti 

^f  our  sensations  !      What  a  curious  w.iy 

The  whole  thing  is  oF clothing  souls  in  iby 

LXXVI. 

The  noblest  kind  of  love  is  love  Platontcal. 

To  end  or  to  brjjin  with  ;   the  next  griod 
Is  that  wliich  may  be  chriNtca'd  love  eaoowc^ 

iJecanso  the  clergy  take  the  thing  in  load. 
Tlie  third  sort  to  be  noted  in  our  chronirk 

As  flourishing  in  every  ohristian  hnJ. 
Is,  when  chaste  macrons  to  their  other  tie* 
Add  what  may  bft  call'd  mnrriage  in.  di^i-' 

LXXVII. 

Well,  we  won't  analyse — our  story  mu<i 
Tell  for  itself:   tlie  sovereign  wa*  smittro. 

Juan  much  tiatter'il  by  her  love,  or  lu<i.— 
I  cannot  stoop  to  alt«*r  woriis  once  writtra. 

And  the  two  are  s(»  uii\*d  with  hnnnanii<ir. 
That  he  who  n<ime«  one.  Loth  penhanci'iMyi'- 

Ihit  iu  such  matters  I\us>ia's  mighty  empress 

Behaved  no  hotter  than  a  common  M^mp^trrw 

LXXVIII. 

The  whole  court  melted  into  one  wide  whisprr. 

And  all  1^  were  applied  unto  all  eard 
The  elder  ladies'  wrinkles  cprld  much  rri^pff 

As  they  beheld ;   the  younger  ci*l  some  l#n 
On  one  another,  and  ench  lovely  lUpcr 

Smiled  as  she  talk*d  the  matter  o'er;  hut  vx^ 
Qf  rivalship  rose  in  eneh  rloudeil  eye 
Of  all  the  standing  army  who  Mood  by. 

lAXIX. 

All  the  ambass.idors  of  all  the  powers 

Inquired,  wRo  was  this  very  new  y^un^:  nup 

Who  i>romised  to  l>e  great  in  some  few  lionr. 
Which  is  full  soon  (though  life  is  but  s  tp'" 

Already  diey  beheld  the  siKer  showrpK 
Of  roubles  rain,  as  f.isi  as  speeie  ean. 

Upon  his  cabinet,  bcsudos  the  presents 

Of  several  ribbons  and  some  thousand  pcj-ia** 
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LXXX. 

^is  grnrrous.— all  such  ladim 
It  threat  i>poni*r  of  the  li<>art  and  all 
hat  lead  there,  be  they  near  or  for, 
*low,  l»y  lumptkfs  (pts^  or  unall,— 
ugh  Oie  iind  a  curietl  tii«te  for  var, 
lint  the  best  wife,  iinleM  we  c^ll 
nnestra;  thouf;]i  periiapn't  is  better 
lould  die,  tlian  two  drag  oo  the  fetter) — 

LXXXI. 
lake  (lathcriue  make  each  lover's  fortune, 
ur  own  half-rhasie  KHz.iheth, 
rice  all  di&hiirvni<*nt«  did  importune, 
r,  the  |*rand  linr,  ever  »aitli 
and  though  f^rief  her  old  ap^t  might  sbortefl, 
die  pat  a  favoiirife  to  derilh, 
ihi^uoui  method  of  IlirMiion, 
less,  disgrace  her  sex  and  itatioo. 

LXXXII. 
he  lever  rose,  and  all  was  hu«tlc 
scolvinc-cirrle,  all  (he  nations' 
rt  bf*(;an  a%  t'  weri>  to  hustle 
ic  young  man  with  their  congratolatioos. 
f  tor  silks  wen>  heard  to  rustl<^ 
?  dames,  anions  vliose  recreations 
;ulate  on  handsome  faces, 
Mrhea  such  lead  to  high  pluces. 

rxxxiii. 

found  himself,  he  knew  not  how, 
il  object  of  attention,  made 
s  with  a  very  graceful  bow, 
•n  fur  the  miniHicrial  trade, 
idest,  on  his  uneml«arrasii  d  brow 
ad  written  «  gentleman.»     He  saiA 
to  the  purpose ;  and  his  manner 
ring  graces  o'er  him^like  a  banner. 

i.xxxrv'. 

•om  her  majesty  consign'd 

ng  lieutenant  to  the  genial  care 

I  office :  all  the  world  look'd  kind 

II  look  sometimes  with  the  tirst  stare, 
th  wnnld  not  act  ill  to  keep  in  mind) ; 
lid  .Miss  Proto^off  then  there, 

tm  her  mystic  office,  •<  I'EprouvviLse,* 
Kplicable  to  the  muse. 

LXXXV. 

hen,  as  in  humble  duty  bound, 
ired, — and  so  will  I,  until  • 

>  sliall  tire- of  touching  ground, 
just  lit  on  a  M  heaven-kissing  hill,*         * 
It  I  fi*el  my  brain  turn  round, 
ny  fancies  whirling  like  a  mill; 
signal  to  my  nerves  and  brain 
;uiet  nde  in  some  green  lane. 


CANTO  X. 


i; 

Whvm  Newton  saw  an  apple  fall,  he  found 

III  that  slight  startle  from  his  craaMfrfation — 

T  is  Mid  (for  I  *ll  notanswer  ahovd^fpnd 
For  any  sage's  creeil  or  ralrul.f  tiO^P 

A  mode  of  proving  that  the  earth  tnrifd  round 
In  a  most  natural  whirl,  call'd  m  gravitation;* 

And  thus  is  the  sole  mortal  who  could  grapple. 

Since  Adam,  with  a  fill  or  with  an  apple. 

II. 
Man  foil  with  applet,  and  with  apples  rose,' 

If  this  Im*  true  ;  for  we  must  deem  the  mode 
In  which  Sir  Is.-iac  Newton  could  disclose. 

Through  the  then  unpave<l  stars,  the  turnpike  road, 
A  thing  to  counterbalance  hinnan  woes; 

For,  ever  syice.  immortal  man  hath  glow'd 
With  all  kinds  of  inerhanics.  and  full  soon 
Steam-ent*ines  will  conduct  him  to  the  moon. 

III. 
And  wherefore  this  exordium  ? — Why,  just  now. 

In  taking  up  this  p.iltry  slieet  of  paper, 
My  bosom  underwent  a  glorious  glow. 

And  my  internal  spirit  cut  a  caper  : 
And  though  so  much  inferior,  as  I  know. 

To  those  who,  by  the  dint  of  glass  and  vaponr, 
Di<icov(T  stars,  and  sail  in  the  wind's  eye, 
1  wish  to  do  as  much  by  poesy. 

IV. 
In  the  wind's  eye  I  have  sail'd,  and  sail ;  but  for 

The  stars,  I  own  my  telescope  is  dim ; 
Rut  at  the  least  I  've  Kbunn'd  the  common  shore. 

And,  leaving  land  far  out  of  sight,  would  skim 
The  ocean  of  eteriiily  :  the  roar 

Of  breakers  lias  not  daunted  my  slight,  trim, 
But  itill  seu-«orthy  skiff;  and  she  may  float 
Where  slups  have  founder'd,  as  doth  many  a  boat. 

V. 

We  left  our  hero  Juan  in  the  bloom 

Of  favouritisni,  but  not  yet  in  the  bludi ; — 

And  far  be  it  from  my  Mus^s  to  presume 
(For  I  have  more  tiian  one  Muse  at  a  posU) 

To  follow  him  beyond  tite  drawing  room:  U^ 

It  is  enough  tliat  fortune  found  him  flush 

Of  youth  and  vigour,  l>eauty,  and  those  tbingi 

Which  for  an  instant  clip  enjoyment's  wings. 

VI. 

But  soon  they  grow  again,  and  leave  their  ne«t. 

««()h !»  saith  the  l*salmist,  »  that  I  had  a  dove's 
Pinions,  to  flee  away  and  be  at  rest!» 

And  who,  that  recollects  young  years  and  loves,— 
Though  hoary  now,  and  with  a  witliering  breast. 

And  paUie«l  fancy,  which  no  longer  roves 
Beyondsts  diinni'd  eyv's  sphere, — but  would  muchrmthrr 
Sigh  like  his  son,  than  cough  like  his  graudCitlier? 
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VII. 
But  sighs  subside,  and  tears  (even  widows')  shrink 

Like  Amo,  io  the  summer,  to  a  shallow, 
So  narrow  as  to  shame  their  wintry  brink, 

Which  threatens  inundations^deep  and  yellow ! 
Such  difference  doth  a  few  months  make.  You  'd  think 

Grief  a  rich  field  which  never  would  lie  fallow; 
No  nu>re  it  doth,  its  ploughs  but  change  their  boys, 
Who  furrow  some  new  soil  to  sow  for  joys. 

VIII. 
But  coughs  will  come  when  sighs  depart — and  now 

And  then  be6M||Aehs  cease;  for  oft  the  one 
Will  bring  the  ^^Kere  the  lake-like  brow 

Is  ruffled  byflBfckle,  or  tlie  sun 
Of  Ufe  rcach'd  ten  o'clock :  and,  while  a  glow. 

Hectic  and  brief  as  summer's  day  nigh  done, 
O'erspreads  the  cheek  which  seems  too  pure  for  clay, 
Thousands  blaie,  love,  hope,  die— how  happy  they! — 

IX. 
But  Juan  was  not  meant  to  die  so  soon. 

We  left  him  in  the  focus  of  such  glory 
As  may  be  won  by  fisvour  of  the  moon. 

Or  ladies'  fancies — rather  transitory 
Perhaps:  but  who  would  scorn'the  month  of  June, 

Because  December,  with  his  breath  so  hoary, 
Must  come?    Much  rather  should  he  court  the  ray. 
To  hoard  up  warmth  against  a  wintry  day. 

X. 

Besides,  he  had  some  qualities  which  fix 
Middle-aged  ladies  even  more  than  yooog: 

The  former  know  what 's  what ;  while  new-fledged  chicks 
Know  little  more  of  love  than  what  is  simg 

In  riiymes,  or  dream'd  (for  fancy  will  play  tricks), 
In  visions  of  those  skies  from  whence  love  sprung. 

Some  reckon  women  by  their  suns  or  jeax* —    v^ 

I  rather  think  the  moon  ahoold  date  the  dears. 

XI. 

And  why?  because  she 's  changeable  and  chaste. 

I  know  no  otlicr  reason,  wliatsoe'er 
Suspicious  people,  who  find  fiiult  in  haste, 

May  chnse  to  tax  me  with ;  which  is  not  kur. 
Nor  flattering  to  «  their  temper  or  their  taste,* 

As  my  friend  Jeffrey  vmtes  with  soch  an  air : 
However,  I  forgive  him,  and  I  trust 
He  will  forgive  himself; — if  not,  I  must. 

XII. 

Old  enemies  who  have  become  new  friends 
Should  so  cotftinue — 't  U  a  point  of  honour; 

And  I  know  nothing  which  could  make  amends 
For  a  return  to  hatred  •*  I  wduld  shun  her 

Like  pctidL,  howsoever  she  extends 

Her  Imndred  arms  and  legs,  and  foin  outrun  her. 

CAd  flames,  new  wives,  become  our  bitterest  foes — 

Converted  foes  should  scorn  to  join  with  those. 

xin: 

This  were  the  worst  desertion :  renegadoes. 
Even  shuffling  Southey — that  incarnate  lie — 

Would  scarcely  join  again  the  «  rcformadoes,n' 
Whom  he  forsook  to  fill  the  laureate's  sty : 

And  honest  men,  from  Iceland  to  Barbadoes, 
Whether  in  Caledon  or  Italy, 

Should  not  veer  round  with  every  breath,  nor  seixc, 

To  pain,  the  moment  when  you  cease  to  [>lease. 


hJPRind 


XIV. 

The  Icipnu&d  the  critic  bat  behold 
Tlie  baser  sides  of  literature  and  fife, 

And  nought  rentaius  aoseen.  ba|  madi  wmi 
By  those  wrho  scour  tho«e  doable  vatn  tf  4 

While  common  mea  grow  ignoranlly  oM. 
The  lawyer^s  brief  is  like  the  surgeoe'i  km 

Dissecting  the  whole  inside  of  a  quetdoa, 

And  with  it  aU  the  procesa  of  dige«iio«. 


A  legal  broom  's  a  moral  chimaey-fwrtyer. 

And  that  *s  the  rrasbo  lie  himwrff  \  w  ir 
The  eodless'soot  *  bestows  a  lint  far  dfvfcr 

Than  can  be  lud  by  altering  his  siiifl;  he 
Retains  the  sable  stains  of  the  dark  creeps- 

At  least'sonae  twenty-nine  do  out  of  ihfl) 
In  all  their  habitit :  not  'so  you,  I  own ; 
As  Cssar  wore  his  robe  you  wear  yoor  fta 

XVI. 

And  all  our  little  feuds,  at  least  all  mumr. 
Dear  Jeffrey,  once  my  most  redonbud  h 

(As  for  as  rhyme  and  criUcl«m  combinr 
To  make  sach  puppets  of  us  things  bdt* 

Are  over :   Here  's  a  healtli  to  '«  Auld  LasfS 
I  do  not  know  you,  and  may  never  lam 

Tour  foce, — but  you  have  acted  on  the  sh 

Most  nobly,  and  I  own  it  frtMn  my  m»I. 

xvn. 

And  when  f  use  the  phrase  of  «  Anld  laof 

Tis  not  address'd  to  you — the  more  'lA 
For  me,  for  I  would  rather  fake  my  viae 

With  you,  than  aught  (save  Scott  >  in  jsa 
But  somehow, — it  may  seem  a  srhoolbey't 

And  yet  I  seek  not  to  be  grand  nor  iriirf, 
But  I  am  half  a  Scot  by  birth,  and  bred 
A  whole  one,  and  my  heart  flies  to  mv  ka 

XVIII. 
As  «  Auld  I^aug  Syncw  brings  Scotland,  oai 

Scotch  plaids,  Scotch  snood^  the  blae  U 
streams. 
The  Dee,  the  Don,  Italgouuie^s  Brig  s  kUiA 

All  my  boy  feeliugs,  all  my  gentler  dm 
Of  what  I  then  dreamt,  clothed  an  thrir  en 

Like  Banquo's  offispriog — floating  past  1 
My  childhood  in  this  childishness  of  miae: 
I  care  not — 't  is  a  glimpse  of  «  Auld  Laag 

XIX. 
And  though,  as  you  remember,  in  a  fit 

Of  wrath  and  rhyme,  when  juvenile  and 
I  rail'd  at  Scots  to  sho-w  my  vrrafh  and  «i( 

Which  must  be  own'd  wa«  sensitive  aad 
Yet  l  is  ill  vain  such  sallies  to  permit— 

They  cannot  quench  young  feelings  firesi 
I  «  scotch'd,  not  kill'd,**  the  Scotchman  iai 
And  love  the  land  of  a  mountain  and  of  ft 

XX. 

Don  Juan,  who  was  real  or  ideal, — 
For  both  arc  murli  ilie  sarao,  since  wlii 

Exists  when  the  once  tliiukcrs  are  less  real 
Than  what  they  thought,  for  mind  caai 

And  gainst  the  body  makes  a  strong  appra 
And  yet 't  is  ve*y  puzzling  on  the  briuk 

Of  what  is  call'd  eternity,  to  stare. 

And  know  no  more  of  what  is  here  than  tl 
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XXI. 

ew  a  very  polith'd  Ruwian— 
on't  mcDtioD,  why  wc  need  not  lay : 
il  mind^  can  siand  the  strong 
;lit  temptation  in  tiieir  way; 
low  ime  spread  a%  i%  a  cuUiion 
for  a  nonarch's  seat  of  lionoar :  |iy 
I  dances,  revels,  ready  money, 
n  paradise,  and  winter  sunny. 

XXII. 
if  the  empress  was  agreeable; 
;h  tlie  duty  vax'd  a  little  hard, 
e  at  his  time  of  life  should  be  able 
ff  handsomely  in  thai  regard, 
growing  up  like  a  green  tree,  able 
rar,  or  ambition,  which  reward 
'  votaries,  till  old  age's  tedium 
>refer  the  circulating  medium.  * 

XXIII. 

mc,  as  might  have  been  anticipated, 
f  youth  aud  duugerous  eiamples, 
rw,  I  feu,  a  little  dissipated : 
I  sad  ddttg*  end  not  only  tramples 
I  feelings,  but — as  being  participated 
iods  of  incorrigible  samples 
anity — must  make  us  selfish, 
r  souls  up  in  us  like  a  shell-fiiii. 

XXIV. 
over.     Vfe  vrill  also  pats 
progress  of  intrigues  between 
tchcs,  such  as  are,  alas ! 
eutenant's  with  a  not  old  qtteen, 
u  not  so  youtliful  ai  she  was 
royalty  of  >weet  sevepteen, 
lay  sway  materiaU,  but  not  matlerj 
s  (the  d— d  democrats)  won't.flatter. 

XXV.  I 

the  sovereigns'  sovereign,  though  the  great 

of  all  mortality,  who  levels 

rarian  laws,  the  high  estate 

tio  feasts,  and  fights,  and  roars,  and  revels, 

1  grass-grown  patch  (which  most  await 

n  for  itt  crop)  with  the  poor  devib 

lad  a  fool  of  land  till  now, — 

former,  all  men  must  allow. 

XXVI. 

t  Death,  but  Juan)  in  a  hurry 
md  haste,  and  glare,  and  glosa,  and  gUcier, 
lime  of  bear-skins  black  and  fuiry— 
lough  I  hale  to  say  a  thing  that 's  bitter) 
aetimes,  when  things  are  in  a  flurry, 
dl  the  ■  purple  and  fine  linen,*  fitter 
\  tlian  Russia's  royal  hariot — 
M  her  outward  show  of  seariet. 

XXVII. 

(le  state  we  won't  describe :  we  would 
t>m  hearsay,  or  from  recollection ; 
ligh  grim  Dante's  ■  obscure  wood,* 
id  e(|uinoK,  that  hateful  section 
ivrs,  tliat  half-way  house,  that  mde 
ce  wise  travellers  drive  with  circumapeccion 
>st-horses  o'er  the  dreary  frontier 
looking  back  to  youth,  give  one  tear; — 


XXVIII. 
I  won't  describe— that  is,  if  I  can  help 

l)cs<'riptioo  :  and  I  won't  reflect — tliat  is. 
If  I  can  stave  off  thought,  which — as  a  whelp 

(Iliiigs  to  iu  teat— sticks  to  me  through  the  abyM 
Of  this  odd  labyrinth;  or  as  the  kelp 

Holds  by  the  rock;  or  as  a  lover's  kitt 
Drains  iu  first  draught  of  lips :  but,  as  I  said, 
I  wont  philosophise,  and  mnU  be  rend. 

XXIX. 

Juan,  instead  of  courting  courts,  was  courted, 
A  thing  which  happens  rarely;  this  he  owed 

Much  to  his  youth,  and  much  to  hit  nported 
Valour;  much  also  to  the  blood  be  ahow'd, 

Like  a  race-horse;  much  to  each  dress  he  sported. 
Which  set  the  beauty  off  in  which  he  glow'd. 

As  purple  ckmds  befringe  the  sun;  but  most 

lie  owed  to  an  old  woman  and  hia  post. 

XXX. 

He  wrote  to  Spain  : — and  all  his  near  relatioiu. 

Perceiving  he  was  in  a  handsome  way 
Of  getting  on  himself,  and  finding  staiiom 

For  cousins  also,  answer'd  tlie  same  day. 
Several  prepared  themselves  for  emigrations; 

And,  eating  icet,  were  o'erheard  to  say. 
That  with  tlie  addition  of  a  sliglit  peliMe, 
Madrid's  and  Moscow's  climes  were  of  a-pieee. 

XX. XI. 
His  mother,  Donm  Inci,  finding  too 

That  in  tl|^  lieu* of  drawing  on  his  banker. 
Where  his  assets  were  waxing  ratlier  few. 

He  had  brought  hisspendingto  a  haildsome  anchor, — 
Replie<l,  « (hat  she  was  gjad  to  see  him  ihroagh 

Those  pleasures  after  which  wild  youth  will  hanker ; 
As  the  sole  sign  of  man's  being  in  his  seines 
h,  learning  to  reduce  his  past  expenses. 

XXXII. 

«  She  also  recommended  him  to  God,  • 

And  no  less  to  God's  Sou,  as  well  as  Mother, 

Warn'd  him  against  Greek-worship,  which  looks  odd 
In  Catholic  eyes;  but  told  him  too  to  smother 

Outward  tlislike,  which  don't  look  well  abroad : 
Inform'd  him  that  he  had  a  little  lirotber 

Rom  in  a  second  wedlock ;  and  above 

All,  praised  the  empress's  nuiiernal  love. 

XXXIII. 
M  She  could  not  too  much  give  her  approbation 

Unto  an  empress,  who  preferr'd  young  men 
Whose  age,  and,  what  was  better  still,  whose  natioo 

And  climate,  stopp'd  ail  scandal  (now  and  llien):->- 
At  home  it  might  have  given  her  some  vexatMM| 

But  where  thermometers  sunk  down  to  tea. 
Or  live,  or  one,  or  lero,  <he  could  never 
Believe  that  virtue  thaw'd  before  the  river.* 

XXXIV. 

Oh  for  »  forty-parson  power  ^  to  chaunt 
Thy  praise,  hypocrisy!     Oh  for  a  hymn 
j  Loud  as  tlie  virtues  thou  dost  loudly  vaunt, 
I      Not  practise!     Oh  for  trumps  of  cherubim ! 
Or  the  eur-trumpet  of  my  good  old  .lunt. 

Who,  though  her  spectacles  at  last  grew  dim. 
Drew  (juict  cousoUtion  through  its  hint. 
When  she  no  more  could  read  ilie  pioHs  print. 
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XXXV. 

Slic  was  no  hypocrite,  ai  least,  poor  soul '. 

But  went  to  heaven  in  as  sincere  a  way 
As  any  body  on  the  elected  roll, 

Which  portions  out  upon  the  judgment  day 
Ileavrn's  freeholds,  in  a  sort  of  doomsday  scroll, 

Such  as  the  conqueror  William  did  repay 
His  kni|;hts  with,  lotting  otiiers'  properties 
Into  some  siity  thousand  new  knighu'  fiecs. 

XXXVI. 

I  can't  complain,  whose  ancestors  are  there, 
Erneis.  Radulphus— eiglit-and-fbrty  manors 

(if  that  my  memory  doth  uot  greatly  err) 

Were  tlieir  rewanl  fur  fulloi^ing  Billy's  banners; 

And,  though  I  can't  help  thinking  't  was  scarce  fair 
To  strip  the  Saxons  of  their  hydes,  ^  like  taimers. 

Yet  as  they  founded  churches  with  the  produce. 

You  '11  deem,  no  doubt,  tltey  put  it  to  a  good  use. 

XXXVII. 

The  gentle  Juan  llouriKird,  though  at  times 
He  felt  like  other  plauts— call'd  sensitive. 

Which  shrink  from  touch,  as  mouarclu  do  from  rhymes, 
Save  such  as  Southey  can  afford  to  give. 

Perliaps  he  long'd,  in  bitter  frosts,  for  climes 
In  which  the  Neva's  ice  would  ceaie  to  live 

Before  May-<iay :  periiapa,  despite  hb  duty, 

In  royalty*!  vast  arms  he  sigh'd  for  beauty : 

XXXVIII. 
Perhaps, — but,  sans  perhaps,  we  need  to  seek 

For  causes  young  or  old  :  tlie  cankec^t^m 
Will  feed  upon  the  fairest,  freshest  cheek. 

As  well  as  further  drain  t\ut  wither'd  form  : 
Care,  like  a  housekeeper,  brings  every  vkeek 

His  bills  in,  and,  however  wc  may  storm. 
They  must  be  paid  :  though  six  days  smoothly  nm. 
The  seventh  will  bring  blue  devils  oc  a  dun. 

XXXIX. 

I  don't  kuaw  how  it  was,  but  he  grew  sick  : 
The  rmprcss  was  alarni'd,  and  her  physician 

(The  Kame  who  phybic'd  Pctor)  found  the  tick 
( >f  his  fierce  puUc  betoken  a  couditiou 

Which  augur'd  of  the  dead,  however  quick 
Itself,  and  show'd  a  feverish  dispOKitiou; 

At  which  the  whole  court  ^^as  extremely  troubled. 

The  sovereign  shock'd,  ami  all  his  niediLines  doubled. 

XL. 

Low  were  the  whispers,  niauifuld  the  rumours  : 
ik>nie  said  he  had  been  |>oiaou'd  by  Puleinkin ; 

Others  talk'd  Icarnetlly  of  certain  tuulours, 
Exiiaustiou,  or  disonicrs  of  the  s.une  kin; 

Some  nid  *t  was  a  coucoi'tion  of  the  humours. 
Which  with  tlic  blood  too  readily  will  cldim  kin , 

Others  again  were  ready  to  maintain, 

w  T  was  only  the  fatigue  of  last  campaign. m 

XLI. 

Rut  here  is  one  prescription  out  of  many  : 
M  Soiiffi-sulphat.  S.  \i.  3.  s.     Manna:  optim. 

Aq.  fervent.  V.  3.  iss.  3.  ij.  tinct.  Seuus 

llansttiN»  (and  here  the  surgeon  oanir  and  cupp'd  hini^ 

M  R.  Pul\.  Com.  gr.  iii.     l|M'cacuaiilM!w 

(With  more  beside  if  Juan  had  uot  stopp'd  em). 

M  Bolus  potassic  sulphurel.  suniendus, 

Kt  liauslus  ler  iu  die  capicudus  » 


m. 


XLIl 


This  liHlFWay  pbysiciaus  mend  or  r^i  ■«. 

Secundum  artein  :  hut  although  we  om 
In  hcaltli — wbea  ill,  we  call  them  toauntii 

Without  the  least  propeusity  to  jeer 
While  that  «  hiatus  maxiiiie  dcllead»^.> 

To  lie  till'd  up  by  spade  or  mattock.  *  ar 
Instead  of  (;lidiD|;  graciously  dovn  LiiLr. 
We  tease  mild  Baiilie,  or  soft  Aberoetby 

XLin. 

Juan  demurr'd  at  tbis  first  notice  lo 
^>uit;  and.  tliuugb  death  had  ihrMi-^l.t 

His  youth  aud  constitution  bore  him  ihrtu;! 
And  ^ent  the  doctors  iu  a  new  direcuoi. 

But  still  his  state  was  delicate  :  ihr  bar 
Of  health  but  flicker  d  with  a  £iiui  teinu 

.\long  his  wasted  check,  and  seem  d  to  ijrn^ 

The  faculty — wlio  svid  tliat  be  must  tn^tl 

XUV. 

The  climate  wa»  too  coJd,  they  said,  for  ua. 

Meridian-born,  to  blooiit  in.     Titi'^  o^^jus 
Made  the  chaste  Cathcribc  look  a  iittii-(,r->- 

Who  did  uot  like  at  lir»t  to  lose  hrr  diilui 
But  when  ^hc  saw  his  daxxling  eye  wmx  Jia. 

And  droopiu|;  like  an  cable's  «iUicii{f  i|b 
She  then  resolved  to  seiui  him  on  a  mLwu. 
But  iu  a  style  becomiug  bi^  condition. 

XLV. 

Tlierc  was  just  then  a  kind  of  a  di>cu-«ioc. 

A  sort  of  tre.ity  or  negotiation 
Between  the  British  cabinet  and  Ru*mu, 

Maintaiu'd  with  all  the  due  prevamilioi 
Willi  which  great  states  such  things  arraptt*.; 

Something  about  the  Baltic's  navigaiioa. 
Hides,  traia<oil,  t4illow,  and  the  righuiif  Tid> 
Which  Britons  deem  their  «uti  possiJeti<'> 

XLVL 

So  Catlierine.  who  h;ffd  a  haaiisome  va\ 
Of  titling  out  her  favourites,  confi-rrJ 

This  Mvr.*t  ch-iryc  ou  Ju.m.  to  display 
At  once  lur  royal  spU-udour.  and  rrwjni 

His  services.     He  kii^s'd  hauds  the  next  Jjv 
Received  instructious  how  to  play  Lit'.arJ, 

Was  laden  with  all  kinds  of  gifu  and  UuiMur-. 

Which  shuw'd  wluit  great  dilcemmeni «» t^ 

XLV  II. 

But  she  was  lucky,  and  luck  s  all.     Yourqwfl 
Are  generally  prosperous  in  reigniu^;. 

Which  puzzles  us  to  know  what  fortuui  mnr. 
Bui  lo  continue  :  though  her  years  wrrt  «i 

Her  climacteric  teaN«>d  her  like  her  ircn*. 
And  tliough  her  dignity  brook'd  no  compU 

So  much  did  Junns  sotting  off  distrr^  Lcr. 

She  could  uot  hud  at  first  a  fit  succe^kur. 

XLVIII. 

r>ul  time,  the  coiiiforlt>r,  vhtii  come  ai  I  lU. 

And  four-aud-twtuty  hours,  and  t\*i.v  ilu; 
Of  candidates  rciiurstiln;  to  U  place,!. 

Made  CiiUerine  last*-  next  nitiht  a  qui^ls:i 
Not  that  jJie  nu-aut  to  fix  agaiu  iu  lia-t. . 

Nor  did  ^he  find  the  «]uantity  encuu.b^r 
Bul,  alwa>-s  chuKing  \*itli  deliUraiiou. 
Kept  the  place  open  for  thoir  cmulaii^i. 


• 

DOH  JUAK.                                                     *>-'>7  j 

xLni             ^ 

I.VI. 
Tbr<H.ih   Hial.  a  wtm  of  ckiofa,  aad  drnd.  ali.1 

(  or  mo  dayi.  tfict.  m  r«)unl 

■laufhlcr: 

Sh(  ilinVd  a  (ral  diilikt  tn  bnlj  waur: 

.hkh,h«l  the  jiwyw  Jl.pl.,  norr 

Pcrhapa  Uh  had  aoihinj  lo  coufru  -h  millti . 

a  ioh«  h.Mrii.«  .willow  tor.Wi, 

L 

i.VII. 

I.  aad  t  b«ll-S»b,  ■»!  »  en>ii>». 

In  f,.pi.  iba  Hlf  Chrbtian  <l>t  r«ld  bar 

nle  fiKMiilM  of  Dan  Iwa;  for 

iB  plara  »r  wliai  b>r  bona  aiid  Ma»la  oho  otrr. 

V  for  «l..>  >».<  pcpk  ri».  n.™  .m.i»- 

And  ihiu  ihay  (orind«  ™ib<T  cunoot  pair: 

liiniJi :— 111  old  niUI  of  lUrmcoca 

iBd  bird.  a»rc  ptnchiDi  K  cr  <U>pI*T'<l, 

In  THilbrr  cKma,  lime,  blood,  wild  bar  darandrr: 

he  »u  Bol  old,  w>r  ««  4  imM. 

tod  tn  Ibia  want  of  lis  mada  Ihdn  mors  lawkr. 

Li. 

LVIII. 

■l>iibnu>aomi|H«l 

mllnn:  Ihtrr  wr«  «1«^  »:m.ri«. 

Vamoui  for  mion  of  ull  and  foka  of  iron : 

«Wrl«i  buiaihu'idc 

TlirouKLiX:ourland  a1».  «ahioh  Ibal  bmou  r>r»  >aw 

Ic  Uib.  vboiuni'td  ilie  pirHH 

Wl..cbga">hirdnk«iib>i|ncrlrMUB»af.KrDa.>- 

'(■iinl  CMHck  libra,  ra  lh>  widr 

T  »  Iba  unr  bodacipt  ■hirh  iIm  nodno  Man  aow. 

l.roft.m«l.     Thoagl.  mrwlMnnB«..ria 

WboBlarehd  loJlo«.»,l(dbjfai»a,tha.jT.«i    ' 

•h^xIpaiforitKlMin^ipri 

To  kw.  bj  sw  iHolbt  f™«.  lOnK  Iwmly  jarm 

.p™cf«J,.p«nr.»llMn(I«rl. 

UX. 

■  ibiDgl     She>«»&IrM<lw>h, 

Lf  1  r»i  dii.  iroin  n  aoiMiiDiai  ^-.  Ob : 

llTgBarftmT«ldiii.ni!.™-Uri«drtialg«lofctaj- 

,  ImnE  b.iB(.  «  .  («il. 

Camiid-inerT-aMKngCaMlanoKh!— 

Al<'!  il.a.||lorT.hi.BMb»chilldbr.oowl 

Bui.  ihouid  wa  wWi  10  warm  w  on  out  mr 

m  jet  but  Ud  jfin  old.  aud  ibcrrfari- 

TlimuHb  l>ob»>d.  Ibrn  b  KfwIiiakDi  nam* 

tfUil.  tlnu|h  •!»  kuo  sai  wbr  or  wbrn-fon. 

Higbl  K-Uar  Gn  Ibroufb  *«.  like  Bad.,  flame. 

Llll. 

Inriit  hf  r.  and  ihf  linrd  liim.  •• 

From  PnUnd  Ih^r  fameoo  lbro.iBh  PmaM  Proprr. 

KllRurlir  obaiimt: 

Bnidn  •amr  lailK  ofiron.  I«d.  or  rnpprr. 

ul  yri  urnU  old  •Bonitli  lo  piw* 

Miii||i>.>Klll.eMlurdw. 

JuBU.  wbo  nred  nol  a  lohaKovloppar 

liviliMlT  ■ffcriioB,  «Hild  i»l  ann 

Aboui  pl,lla.ophT.  p«rw<^  bi<  jaiioi 

■-forli»B««hJ-l.«.<" 

t  Iwl.  how  niKb  b>  would  hot  mio'd  b»: 

ttv. 

LJI, 

tMiwuilunoMl;  (orboUtn 

And  ihave  ihnmgk  BaHln.  DrndM.  and  tb<-  like, 

■  wHxmiianKkoidrbaurhH- 

Itaiil  be  mchd  ibe  uaMhud  llbine:~ 

c  tour  rndi  10  tiir  Ihrir  »iw*Mli  lida. 

Ta  pluioui  rmbic  aoneal  bow  much  ye  iirika 

.»u«.donau.l«lk.l.). 

['l../Ub.pp«.«ourpI..M«nNl») 

A  grey  wall.  .  greea  turn,  ruly  pikr. 

Uh  «U  HI    I1.C  Ch»lft>  tbil  IXlghl  b.-. 

■  ibc  purai  iiliioBBm  ■!  Immioib 

Ueiween  ihr  preaeal  and  pa.1  KoiUa.  and  Iwier 

l,V. 

I.XII. 

M  ilir  iDfiDI  "rplon  h.  b*d  -™l. 

Wbitll  DracbraW.  fre*n.  «»er,  like  ■  •pirirt 

1.  [oow  and  IhcD)  n>T  lo»  a  oalloa  i 

Uf  the  good  teinlaJ  itnin  for  *.er  K»oe. 

fc  loo  ^It  lb»  d>r  WM  Hi  ■'iiaU.Rl. 

Oo  wLith  1  b..e  nol  ■.«.  ju.l  »■  lo  Wture. 

him  1— u  aba  bar  Mliaiioii, 

A  city  obkh  pmeuU  lo  ihc  iuapHUr 

thiog  -•  odd.  <Ucl.  btr.  miial  ba  imaUi- 

Taik  nFuKd  Is  ba  «M>nt*d. 

Tl>e  gmleal  nnmbae  Oeah  balk  e««  iavn  ■ 
» 

i 

i. 
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I.XITf. 
From  tbeoce  to  IloIlaodV  llaijue  and  Hclvoeiduyft, 

That  water  land  of  Dutcbmeo  and  of  ditches, 
>Vhcre  Juniper  expresses  its  best  juice — 

The  poor  man's  sparkling  substitute  for  riches. 
Senates  and  sa(;es  have  condemn'd  its  use — 

But  to  deny  the  mob  a  cordial  which  is 
Too  often  all  the  clothinf;,  meat,  or  fuel. 
Good  goveroment  has  left  tbcm,  seems  but  cruel. 

LXIV. 
Here  he  emhark'd,  and,  with  a  flowing  sail. 

Wont  bounding  for  the  island  of  the  frce« 
Towards  which  iho  impatient  wind  blew  half  a  gale; 

High  d.ish'd  the  spray,  the  bows  dipp'd  in  the  sea. 
And  sea-sirk  passengers  tnrn'd  somewhat  pale: 

Itut  Juan,  season'd.  as  hn  well  might  be 
Ry  former  voyages,  stood  to  watch  the  ski^ 
Which  pus'd,  or  eatch  the  first  glimpse  of  the  cliffs. 

LXV. 
At  length  (bey  rose,  like  a  white  wall  along 

TIio  blue  sea's  border;  and  Don  Juan  felt — 
What  even  young  strangers  feel  a  little  strong 

At  the  first  sight  of  Albion's  chalky  belt— 
A  kind  of  pride  tlut  he  should  be  among 

Those  haughty  shop-keepers,  who  sternly  dealt 
Their  goods  and  edicts  out  from  pole  to  pole. 
And  made  the  very  billows  pay  them  toll. 

LXVI. 
T  have  no  great  cause  to  love  that  spot  of  earth. 

Which  holds  what  migkthavt  been  the  noblest  nation^ 
But,  though  I  owe  it  little  but  my  birth, 

I  feel  a  mix'd  regret  and  veneration 
For  its  decaying  fame  and  former  worth. 

Seven  years  (the  usual  term  of  transportation) 
Of  absence  lay  one's  old  reseiKmcnts  level. 
When  a  man's  country 's  going  to  the  devil. 

LXYII. 

Alas  1  could  she  but  fully,  truly,  know 

IIow  her  great  name  is  now  throughout  abborr'd ; 
llow  eager  all  tlie  earth  is  for  the  blow 

Which  shall  lay  bare  her  bosom  to  the  sword ; 
How  all  the  nations  deem  her  their  worst  foe. 

That  wor^  than  worst  of  foes — the  once  adored 
False  friend,  who  held  out  freedom  to  mankind. 
And  now  would  cliain  them  to  the  very  mind; — 

LXVIfl. 
Would  she  be  proud,  or  boast  herself  the  free, 

Who  is  but  first  of  slaves?    The  natioiu  are 
In  prison;  but  the  jailor,  what  is  he? 

No  less  a  victim  to  the  bolt  and  bar. 
Is  the  poor  privilege  to  turn  the  key 

Upon  the  captive,  freedom  7  He  's  as  far 
From  the  enjoyment  of  tlic  earth  and  air 
Who  watches  o'er  the  chain,  as  they  who  wear. 

LXIX. 
Don  Juan  now  saw  Albion's  earliest  iMMUties — 

Thy  cliffR,  dear  Dover !  harbour,  and  hotel ; 
Tliy custom-house  «ith  all  its  delicate  duties; 

Thy  waiters  running  mucks  at  every  bell; 
Thy  packets,  all  ^hose  p.isseugcrs  are  booties 

To  those  who  upou  land  or  water  dwell; 
And  last,  not  least,  lo  strangers  uninstructed, 
Thy  long,  long  bills,  whence  nothing  is  deducted. 


UtX. 

Juan,  th«|^  careless,  yoang,  and  magniiqu 
And  rich  iu  roubles,  diamonds,  cadi,  ucerx 

Who  did  not  limit  much  Kn  bills  pervt^ 
Yet  stared  at  this  a  little,  though  hepsi^ii- 

(llis  maggior  duomo,  a  smart  subtle  Grerk. 
Before  him  summ'd  the  awful  scroll  aa^R^t 

But  doubtless  as  the  air,  though  seldom  tan. 

U  free,  the  re^piratioD  's  worth  the  mooer. 

LXXI. 

On  with  the  horses  !  Off  lo  Canterburv '. 

Tramp,  tramp  o'er  pebhle,  and  splash,  ifUki 
puddle ; 
Hurrah !  how  swiftir  speeds  the  post  co  ann! 

Not  like  slow  Germany,  wlierein  ibnr  mmiit 
Along  the  road,  as  if  they  went  to  bury 

Their  fare ;  and  also  pause,  besides  to  Mii 
With  «  schnappsn — sad  dogs!    whom  aBiaiA 

«  Ferflueterw 
Affect  no  more  than  lightning  a  coadoctor. 

LXXII. 
Now,  there  is  nothing  gives  a  man  sack  «f in&, 

Leavening  his  blood  as  Cayenne  doth  a  cwcy. 
As  going  at  full  speed — no  matter  where  iti 

Direction  be,  so  *t  is  but  in  a  hurry. 
And  merely  for  the  sake  of  its  own  mentt: 

For  the  less  cause  there  is  for  all  tht«  fluiry. 
The  greater  is  the  pleasure  in  arriving 
At  the  great  end  of  travel — which  is  dritiqf. 

LXXIIf. 
They  saw  at  Canterbury  the  Cathedral : 

Black  Edward's  helm,  and  Becket's  UoodvflH 
Were  pointed  out  as  usikal  by  the  bednd. 

In  the  same  quaint,  uninterested  tooir: 
Tliere  s  glory  again  for  you.  gentle  re^dn!  ill 

Ends  in  a  rusty  cascpie  and  dubious  boof, 
Half-solvrd  into  those  sodas  or  raagnr^i*. 
Which  form  tliat  bitter  dr.in(iht,  tl»  hanuB  fco 

LXXIV. 
The  effect  on  Juan  was  of  course  sublimf ; 

He  breathed  a  thousand  Cressys,  a!(  hru« 
That  casque,  whit'h  never  stoop'd.  except  to  Tw 

Even  the  bold  churchman's  tomb  es^iud  iw. 
Who  died  in  the  tlien  great  attempt  to  f.tiicb 

O'er  kings,  who  nout  at  least  MKSt  talk  of  bs 
Before  they  butcher.      Little  Leila  gaxetl,' 
And  ask'd  why  such  a  structure  had  been  twi 

LXXV. 
And  being  tbid  it  was  «  God's  house.*  she  said 

He  was  well  lodged,  but  only  wonder  d  bo« 
He  suffer'd  infidels  in  his  homc>stead. 

The  cruel  Nusarenes,  who  had  laid  low 
His  holy  temples  in  the  lands  which  bred 

The  true  believers  ;— and  her  ioFant  bro» 
Was  bent  with  grief  that  Mahomet  sh&uld  nvf 
A  mosque  so  noble,  flung  like  pearls  to  ssrioc. 

LXXVL 

On,  on !  through  meadows,  managed  like  a  pr 
A  paradise  of  hops  and  high  production; 

For,  after  years  of  travel  by  a  bard  in 
Countries  of  greater  heat  but  leaser  snoiioa, 

A  green  field  is  a  sight  wrhtch  makes  him  ^ 
The  ahvncc  of  that  more  sublime  cousuwo 

Which  mixes  up  vines,  olives,  prei-ipiccs. 

Glaciers,  volcanos,  oranges,  and  ices. 
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LXXVII. 
I  thiak  apon  a  pot  of  bcer- 


oo't  weep ! — and  ao,  drive  on,  potciliow ! 

art  boys  spurr'd  hut  in  their  career, 

mired  Iheae  highways  of  free  milKona^ 

in  all  leoses  the  moat  dear 

giier  or  native,  save  tome  siJIy  onca, 

:k  aifainst  tlie  pricks*  just  at  this  juneture, 

idr  paina.  get  only  a  fresh  panctiire.  . 

LXXVHI. 
tliglitful  thing 's  a  turnpike  road ! 
9th,  so  level,  such  a  mode  of  shaving 
,  as  scarce  the  («gie  in  the  broad 
accomplish,  with  his  wide  wings  waving, 
been  cut  in  Phaeton's  lime,  the  god 
d  his  son  to  satisfy  his  craving 
fork  mail ; — but,  onward  as  wt  roU, 
nari  alaqaidii-~the  toll! 

LXXIX. 

v  drepiy  painful  ia  all  payment !  ^ 

es,  take  wivm,  ukc aught  except  men's  pones. 
vrl  sliow«  those  in  purple  raim^t, 
the  shortest  way  to  general  cursea. 
a  murderer  much  less  than  a  claioMac 
sweet  on*,  which  every  body  oursat:—- 
I's  family,  and  he  may  brook  it— 
foar  hands  out  of  his  breeclMt*  pocket 

LXXX. 

r  Florrntine:  ye  monarelis,  hearken 

*  instructor.    Juan  now  was  borne, 
i  day  began  to  wane  and  darken, 

high  hill  which  looks  with  pride  or  acocn 
le  grrat  city : — ye  who  have  a  sparii  in 
»ns  of  Cockney  spirit,  smile  or  mourn, 
;  as  you  uke  (hiugs  well  or  ill— 
ns,  we  are  now  on  Shooter's  Bill ! 

LXXXI. 

rent  down,  tlie  smoke  rose  up,  as  from 

iuquench'd  >olcano,  o'er  a  «pace 

•11  bfserm'd  tlie  ■  Devil's  drawing-room,* 

*  have  qualified  that  wondrous  place, 
felt,  though  not  approacliing  homt^ 
who,  though  he  were  not  of  the  race, 
le  Mlii,  of  tliose  true  sons  the  mother, 
ber'd  half  the  earth,  and  bullied  I'  olker.9 

LXXXII. 
mass  of  brick,  and  smoke,  and  shipping, 
id  du^ky.  but  as  wide  as  eye 
I'h.  with  here  and  there  a  Mil  just  skipping 
:,  then  lo»t  amid'^t  the  forestry 
;  n  vkiklcrnesii  of  steeples  peeping 
oe,  through  their  sea-coal  canopy; 
ku  cupola,  hke  a  foolscap  crown 
I  hcad->and  there  is  London  town! 

LXXXfll. 

aw  not  tliis:  each  wreath  of  smoke 
d  to  him  but  a^  the  magic  vapour 
Ichymic  furnace,  from  whence  broke 
alth  of  worlds  (a  wealth  of  ux  and  paper) ; 
iy  clouds,  which  o'er  it  as  a  yoke 
v'd,  aud  put  the  sun  out  like  a  taper, 
ling  but  the  natural  atmosphere— 
'  wholesoiuc,  though  but  rarely  clear. 


LXXXI  V. 
He  paused — and  so  will  I— as  doth  a  crew 

Before  they  give  their  broadside.     By  and  by. 
My  gentle  countrymen,  we  will  renew 

Our  old  acquaintance,  and  at  lease  I  'II  try 
To  tell  you  trutlis  you  will  not  take  as  true, 

Recaus^  they  are  so,— a  male  Mrs  Fry, 
With  a  soft  iHMm  will  I  sweep  your  halls, 
.ind  bmah  a  web  or  two  from  off  iha  walls. 

LXXXV. 

Oh,  Mrs  Fry !  why  go  to  Newgate?  Why 

Preach  to  poor  rogues  ?  And  wherefore  not  begin 

With  C— It— n,  or  writh  other  houses?  Try 
Your  hand  at  barden'd  and  imperial  sin. 

To  mend  the  people  *s  an  absurdity, 
A  jargon,  a  mere  philanthropic  din, 

Unless  you  make  their  betters  better : —-Fie ! 

I  thought  you  had  more  religion,  Mrs  Fry. 

LXXXVL 

Teach  them  the  decencies  of  good  thieeMore : 
Cure  them  of  tours,  Hussar  and  Highland  dresses: 

Tell  them  that  youth«once  gone  returtu  no  nu>re; 
That  hired  huxxas  redeem  no  land's  distresses : 

Tell  tliem  Sir  W-ll-m  Grt-s  is  a  bore. 

Too  dull  even  for  the  dullest  of  exccsse»— 

The  witless  Folstaff  of  a  hoary  Hal, 

A  fool  whose  bells  have  ceased  to  ring  at  all ; — 

LXXXVII. 
Tell  them,  though  it  may  be  periiaps  too  late, 

On  hfe's  worn  confine,  jaded,  bloated,  sated. 
To  set  up  vain  pretences  of  being  great, 

T  U  not  M>  to  be  good ;  and  be  it  stated. 
The  wortliiest  kings  have  ever  loved  least  state; 

Aud  tell  them but  you  won't,  and  I  have  praiad 

Just  now  enough  ;  but  by  and  by  I  '11  prattle 
Like  Roland's  bora  in  Ronccsvalles'  battle. 


CANTO  XL 


1. 

Whkn  Bisliop  Berkeley  said  « there  was  no  matter,* 
And  proved  it — 't  was  no  matter  what  he  said: 

They  say  his  system  't  is  in  vaiu  to  batter. 
Too  subtle  for  the  airiest  human  head  ; 

And  yet  who  can  birlieve  it  I     I  «ould  shatter. 
Gladly,  all  malten»  down  to  stone  or  lead. 

Or  adamaut,  to  find  the  world  a  spirit. 

And  wear  my  liead,  denying  that  I  wear  it. 

H. 
What  a  sublime  ditcovery  't  was  to  make  the 

Univeriie  univerial  egotihm ! 
Thiit  all  s  ideal— all  our  selves?  I  11  sktke  the 

World  (be  it  what  you  will)  that  UmI  s  no  scliisffi. 
Oh,  doubt!— if  thou  be'^t  doubt,for  whiih  some  take  thee. 

But  which  I  doubt  extremely — thou  sole  pri<tm 
Of  the  truth's  rays,  spoil  not  my  draught  of  spirit! 
Heaven's  brauJy— though  our  brain  can  hardly  bear  it 
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iir. 

For,  ever  and  anon  comet  IndigeslSoa 

(Not  the  mmt  «  dainty  Ariel »),  and  peiplexet 
Our  soarings  with  another  sort  of  question : 
j       And  that  which,  after  all,  my  spirit  vexes 
I   Is,  that  I  find  no  spot  where  man  can  rest  eye  on, 

Without  coufusiou  of  the  sorts  and  sexes, 
j  Of  l>ciu(;<,  »tan(,  and  (his  unriildled  wonder, 
I   The  world,  which  at  the  worst 's  a  glorious  hluader~- 

IV. 

If  it  he  chance ;  or  if  it  be  according 
To  the  old  text,  still  better !  le*i  it  should 

Turn  out  so,  we  *ll  say  nothing 'gainst  the  wording. 
As  several  people  think  such  hazards  rude  : 

They  're  right;  our  days  are  loo  brief  for  affording 
Space  to  dbpute  what  no  one  ever  could 

Decide,  and  every  body  one  day  will 

Know  very  clearly^or  at  least  lie  still. 

V. 

And  therefore  will  I  leave  off  metophysicsil 
Discussion,  which  is  neither  here  nor  there : 

If  I  agree  that  what  is,  is — then  this  I  call 
Being  quite  perspicuous  and  extremely  fair. 

The  truth  is,  I've  grown  lately  rather  phthisical: 
I  don't  know  wliat  the  reason  is — the  air 

Perhaps ;  but  as  I  suffer  from  the  shocks 

Of  illness,  I  grow  much  more  orthodox. 

VI. 
The  first  attack  at  once  proved  the  divinity 

(But  that  I  never  doubled,  nor  the  devil) ; 
The  next,  the  Virgin's  mystical  virginity; 

The  third,  the  usual  origin  of  evil ; 
The  fourth  at  once  establish'd  the  whole  Trinity 

On  so  incontrovertible  a  level. 
That  I  devoutly  wish  the  three  were  four. 
On  purpose  to  beUeve  so  much  the  more. 

VII. 
To  our  theme: — The  man  who  has  stood  on  (he  AcropolU, 

And  look'd  down  over  Attica  ;  or  he 
Who  has  sail'd  where  pictureitque  Constantinople  is, 

Or  seeu  Tombuctoo,  or  hath  taken  tea 
In  small-eyed  China'H  crockery-ware  metropolis. 

Or  sat  amidst  the  bricks  of  Nineveh, 
May  not  tliiok  much  of  London's  first  appearance— 
But  ask  him  what  he  tliinks  of  it  a  year  hence? 

VIII. 
Don  Juan  had  got  out  on  Shooter's  Hill — 

Sunset  the  time,  the  place  the  same  declirity 
Wliich  looks  along  that  vale  of  good  and  ill 

Where  London  streets  ferment  in  full  activity ; 
While  every  thing  around  was  calm  and  still. 

Except  the  creak  of  wheels,  which  on  their  pivot  he 
Heard — and  that  bee-like,  bubbling,  busy  bum 
Of  cities,  that  boils  o'er  with  their  scum  :— 

IX. 
I  say,  Don  Juan,  wrapt  in  contemplation, 

Walk'd  on  behind  his  carriage,  o'er  the  summit, 
And,  lost  in  wonder  of  so  great  a  nation, 

Gave  way  to  '(,  since  he  could  not  overcome  it. 
«  And  here,N  he  cried,  « is  Freedom's  chosen  station ; 

Here  peals  tlie  people's  voice,  nor  can  entomb  it 
Racks,  pritons,  inquisitions;  resurrection 
Awaits  it,  each  new  meeting  or  election. 


X. 

«  Here  are  thmMie  wlvesf  piure  lives ;  hen  f^'r 
But  whal  they  picaae ;  uad  if  that  tfain|s  be  •£: 

T  is  only  thai  they  love  to  throw  away 

Tlieir  cash,  lu  ahow  bow  auich  tbev  lutc»«* 

Here  laws  are  all  inviolate:  none  lav 
Traps  for  tlie  traveller  ;  every  highway  ider 

Here— — »  he  was  interrupted  by  a  kaife. 

With  «  Damn  your  eyes !  your  money  or  vsvn.'  1 

XI.  f 

These  free-bom  sounds  proceeded  from  fevfK  \ 

In  ambush  laid,  w1k>  had  perceived  bin  h 
Behind  his  carriage ;  and,  like  bandy  bds, 

Had  seiied  the  lucky  hour  to  recoaoourr. 
In  which  the  heedless  gentleman  who  gidi 

Upon  the  road,,  unless  he  prove  a  fightrv. 
May  find  himself,  within  tliat  isle  of  ricbrt, 
Exposed  to  lose  his  iifb  as  well  as  breecko. 

xir. 

Juan,  who  did  not  understand  a  word 
Of  Englbh,  save  their  shibboleth.  «  Cod  < 

And  esen  tluit  he  liad  so  rarely  heaid. 
He  someUmcs  thought 't  was  only  tfacin 

Or  «  God  be  with  you,M — aud  't  is  not  abcani 
To  think  so;  for,  half  English  as  I  am 

(To  my  misfortune),  never  can  1  say 

1  heird  them  wish  «  God  with  you,*  save  ibiv'l 

XIII. 
Juan  yet  quickly  understood  their  gestiK. 

And,  being  somewhat  choleric  and  sadte, 
Drew  forth  a  pocket-pistol  from  his  wstarc 

And  fired  it  into  one  assailant's  puddia^— 
Who  fell,  as  rolls  an  ok  o'er  in  his  pastare. 

And  roar'd  out,  as  he  writhed  his  native  nd  s 
Unto  his  nearest  follower  or  henchman. 
«  Oh  Jack  1 1  'm  Ooor  d  by  that  'ere  bloody  Fitarwa| 

XIV. 

On  which  Jack  and  his  train  set  off  at  «pfH, 
And  Juan's  suite,  late  scatler'd  at  a  disiaacr. 

Came  up,  all  marvellin|;  at  such  a  de^, 
And  offering,  as  usual,  late  a«MAtance. 

Juan,  who  saw  the  mooo's  late  minirtn  bhvd 
As  if  hb  veins  would  pour  out  his  rxiurooe. 

Stood  calling  out  for  bandages  and  lint. 

And  wish'd  he  'd  been  less  hasty  with  hU  flisL 

XV. 

■  Perhaps,*  thought  he,  «i  it  is  the  rooniry'i  mi 
To  welcome  foreigners  in  this  way:  now 

I  recollect  some  innkeepers  who  don't 
Differ,  except  in  robbing  with  a  bow. 

In  lieu  of  a  bare  blade  and  brAcen  front. 
But  what  is  to  he  done  ?  I  can't  allow 

The  fellow  to  lie  groaning  on  the  road  : 

So  take  him  up ;  I  'U  belp  you  with  the  load* 

XVI. 

But,  ere  they  could  perform  this  pious  doty. 

The  dying  man  cried,  «  Hold !  I  ve  got  nypw 
Oh !  for  a  glass  of  max !  We  've  miss'd  our  boMy; 

Let  me  die  where  I  am  !a     And,  a»  the  foH 
Of  life  shrunk  in  his  heart,  and  thick  and  mmij 

The  drops  fell  from  his  death-wound,  and  kir^*' 
His  breath,  he  from  his  sweUing  ihrnat  uaned 
A  kerchief,  crym^  «  Give  Sal  that !«— and  4tei. 
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XVII. 
uin'd  with  bloody  drops,  fdl  down 
1  Juao's  (ett :  he  could  noi  tell 
it  wa»  before  him  ihrowo, 
the  menning  of  the  man's  farewell. 
18  once  a  kiddy  upon  town, 
h  varmint,  and  a  real  swell, 
I  fancy,  until  fairly  diddled — 
irat,  and  then  his  body  riddled. 

XVIII. 
iving  done  the  best  lie  could 
circumstances  of  the  case, 
crowner's  quest*  aiiow'd,  purmed 
I  to  the  capital  apace ; — 
a  little  hard  he  should 
lOurs'  lime,  .ind  very  little  space, 
iliged  to  slay  a  freeborn  native 
ce:  thia  made  him  meditatiTe. 

XIX. 

world  liad  cut  off  a  great  man, 
s  time  luid  made  heroic  bustle. 
IT  like  Tom  could  lead  the  van, 
lie  ken,  or  at  the  <>peUkeii  hustle  ? 
1  lilt  7  Who  (spite  of  Ilow -street's  ban) 
;h  toby-spice  so  Hash  the  muizle  I 
rk,  with  blark-ryed  Sal  (his  blowing), 
swell,  to  uutty,  and  to  knowing?* 

XX. 

0  more — and  so  no  more  of  Tom. 
ui  die ;  and  by  Goal's  blessing,  't  is 
ore  the  most  of  them  go  home. — 
mis,  hail!     Upon  thy  verge  it  ia 
chariot,  rolling  like  a  drum 

r,  holds  the  way  it  can't  well  misa, 
anington  and  all  the  other  «  loot,* 
!  us  wish  ourselves  in  town  at  once; 

XXI. 

ives,  so  call'd  as  being  void  of  trees 

IS  from  no  light) ;  through  prospects  named 

aut,  as  containing  nouf^lit  to  please, 

1  to  climb ;  through  little  boxes  framed 
>  let  the  dust  in  at  your  ease, 

I  be  let,*  upon  their  doors  proclaim'd ; 
owsM  most  modestly  call'd  ««  Paradise,* 
night  quit  without  much  sacrifice; 

XXII. 
iches,  drays,  choked  turnpikes,  and  ■  whirl 
,  and  roar  of  voices,  and  confusion; 
I  wooing  to  a  pint  of  «  purl,» 
Is  fast  Hying  off  like  a  delusion ; 
rs  blocks  with  periwigji  in  curl 
vs :  here  the  lamp-lighter's  infusion 
I'd  into  the  glimmering  glass— 
e  days  we  had  not  got  to  gas) : 

XXIII. 
s  and  much  and  more,  is  the  approMh 
prs  to  mighty  Babylon  : 
fy  come  by  horse,  or  cliaise,  or  coach, 
It  exceptioiu,  all  the  ways  ^eem  one. 
nore,  but  do  not  cliuse  to  encroach 
guide-book's  privilege.     The  sun 
e  time,  and  night  was  on  the  ridge 
as  the  party  craas'd  the  bridge. 


XXIV. 

That's  rather  6ne,  the  gentle  soimd  of  Thamis-- 

Who  \indicates  a  nooment  too  his  stream- 
Though  hardly  heard  through  multifiirious  «dam'mes.» 

The  lamps  of  Westminster's  more  regular  gleam. 
The  breadth  of  pavement,  ami  yon  slirine  where  Fame  u 

A  spectral  resident-^whose  pallid  beam 
In  shape  of  moonshine  hovers  o'er  the  pile — 
Make  this  n  sacred  part  of  Albion's  isle. 

XXV. 

The  Druids'  groves  are  gone-^so  much  the  better: 
Stoiie-IIenge  is  not — but  what  the  de«il  is  it?— 

But  Bedlam  still  exists  with  its  sage  fetter, 
Tliat  madmen  may  not  bite  you  on  a  visit; 

The  Ik'Hch  too  seats  or  suits  full  many  a  debtor; 

The  Mansion-house ,  too  (though  some  people  quu  it). 

To  me  appears  a  stiff  yet  grand  erection; 

But  then  the  Abbey 's  worth  the  whole  collection. 

XXVI. 

The  line  of  lights  too  up  to  Cliaring-Cross, 
Pdll-llall,  and  so  forth,  have  a  coruscation, 

Like  gold  as  in  comparison  to  dross, 

Match'd  with  the  continent'^  illumination. 

Whose  cities  night  by  no  means  deigns  to  gloss: 
The  French  were  not  yet  a  lamp-lighting  nation. 

And  when  they  grew  so^-on  their  new-found  lantern. 

Instead  of  wicks,  they  made  a  wicked  man  turn. 

XXVII. 
A  row  of  gentlemen  along  the  streets 

Suspended,  may  illuminate  mankind, 
As  also  bonfires  made  of  country  seats ; 

But  the  old  way  is  best  for  the  purblind : 
Tlie  other  looks  like  phosphorus  on  sheets, 

A  sort  of  ignis  fatuus  to  the  mind. 
Which,  though  't  is  certain  to  perplex  and  frighten. 
Must  bum  more  mildly  ere  it  can  enlighten. 

XXVIII. 

But  London  \  so  well  lit,  tlut  if  Diogenes 
Could  recommence  to  hunt  his  honest  man. 

And  fuund  him  uot  amidst  the  various  progenie* 
Of  this  enormous  city's  spreading  spawn, 

T  were  not  for  want  of  lamps  to  aid  lus  dodging  hia 
Vet  undi»co\cr'd  treasure.     What  /  can, 

I  've  done  to  find  the  same  throughout  Hfie't  journey, 

But  see  the  world  is  only  one  attorney. 

XXIX. 

Over  tlic  stones  still  rattling,  up  Pali-Mall, 

Through  crowds  and  carriages — but  waxing  thinner 

As  thuudered  knockers  broke  the  long-seal'd  spell 
Of  doors  'gainst  duns,  aud  to  an  eariy  dinner 

Admitted  a  small  party  as  night  fell,— 
Don  Juan,  our  young  diplomatic  sinner. 

Pursued  his  path,  and  dro%e  past  some  hotels, 

St  Jamcss  P»Jace  and  St  Jamea's  «  llclls.»> 

XXX. 

They  reach'd  the  hotel:  forth  stream'd  from  the  firont  door 
A  tide  of  well-clad  waiters,  and  around 

The  mob  stood,  and  as  usual  several  score 
Of  those  pedestrian  Paphbns  who  abound 

In  decent  London  when  the  daylight 's  o'er; 
Commodious  but  immoral,  tliey  are  found 

Useful,  like  Malihus,  in  promoting  marriage: 

But  Juan  now  is  stepping  from  hit  carriage 
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XXXI. 

Into  one  of  the  nreetetc  of  hoteU, 
Especially  for  forei^oers — and  moatly 

For  those  whom  favour  or  whom  fortune  twellt. 
And  cannot  find  a  bill't  small  items  costly. 

There  many  an  envoy  either  dwelt  or  dwells 
(The  den  of  many  a  diplomatic  lost  lie), 

Until  to  some  conspicuous  square  they  pais. 

And  blazon  o'er  the  door  their  names  in  bran. 


xsxvm. 

Praised  be  all  liars  nod  all  lies!  WImm 
Can  MK  my  mild  Muse  with  nuaaaiknfr 

She  rin^  Cbe  world**  «  Te  Denm,*  aa4  W 
Blushes  for  those  mho  will  not:— Uife 

Is  idle;  let  as,  like  most  ochen,  hov. 
Kiss  hands,  feet — any  part  of  Majc^r, 

After  the  good  example  of  «  Green  Era^ 

Whose  shanurock  now  seeou  rather  voor  In 


XXXIL 
Juan,  wliose  was  a  deUcate  commission. 

Private,  though  publicly  important,  bore 
No  title  to  point  out  with  due  precision 

The  exact  affiiir  on  which  he  was  sent  o'er. 
'T  was  merely  known  tliat  on  a  secret  mission 

A  foreigner  of  rank  had  graced  our  shore. 
Young,  hauflsome,  and  accomplish'd,  who  was  said 
(In  whispers)  to  have  tum'd  his  sovereign's  head. 

XXXIII. 

Some  rumour  also  of  some  strange  adventures 
Had  gone  before  him,  and  his  wars  and  loves ; 

And  as  romantic  heads  are  pretty  painters. 
And  above  all,  an  Englishwoman's  roves 

Into  the  excursive,  breaking  the  iudentures 
Of  sober  reason,  whereso'er  it  moves, 

He  found  himself  extremely  in  the  fashion. 

Which  serves  our  thmking  people  for  a  passion. 

XXXIV. 

I  don't  mean  that  they  are  passionless,  but  quite 
The  contrary;  but  then  't  is  in  the  head; 

Yet,  as  the  consequences  are  as  bright 
As  if  they  acted  with  the  heart  instead. 

What  after  ail  can  signify  the  site 
Of  ladies'  lucubrations T    So  they  lead 

In  safety  to  the  place  for  which  they  start, 

What  matters  if  the  road  be  head  or  heart  T 

XXXV. 

Juan  presented  in  the  proper  place, 

To  proper  placemen,  every  Russ  credential ; 

And  was  received  with  all  the  due  grimace, 
By  those  who  govern  in  the  mood  potential. 

Who,  seeing  a  handsome  stripling  with  smooth  face, 
Thought  (what  in  state  affoirs  is  most  essential) 

That  they  as  easily  might  do  the  youngster. 

As  hawks  may  pounce  upon  a  woodland  songster. 

XXXVI. 

Tlicy  err'd,  as  aged  men  will  do ;  but  by 
And  by  we  '11  talk  of  that ;  and  if  we  don't, 

T  will  be  because  our  notion  is  not  high 
Of  politicians  and  their  double  front. 

Who  live  by  lies,  yet  dare  not  boldly  lie : — 
Now  what  I  love  in  women  is,  they  won't 

Or  can't  do  otlicrwise  than  lie,  but  do  it 

So  well,  the  very  truth  seems  falsehood  to  it. 

XXXVII. 

And,  after  all,  what  is  a  lie?    T  is  but 
The  truth  in  masquerade;  and  I  defy 

Bistorians,  heroes,  lawyers,  priests,  to  put 
A  fact  without  some  leaven  of  a  lie. 

The  very  sliadow  of  true  truth  would  shut 
Up  annaU,  revelations,  poesy, 

And  prophecy — except  it  should  be  dated 

Some  years  before  the  incidents  related. 


XXXIX.  I 

Don  Juan  was  presented,  and  bis  dmi 

And  mien  excited  general  admiraliss- 
I  don't  know  which  was  nsost  adotfedsrlB 

One  nMfnstroos  diamood  drew  mart  «kn 
Which  Catlierine,  io  a  moment  of  ■  tnrm 

(In  love  or  brandy's  fervent  fenncstiML 
Bestow'd  upon  liim  as  the  pobiie  Irani: 
And,  to  say  truth,  ic  had  been  furiy  snai 

XL. 
iBpsides  the  nunisCers  and  underfin^ 
^Who  must  be  courieoas  to  the  aomial 
Biplomatists  of  rather  waveriog  kiogi, 
Until  their  royal  riddle  *s  fully  read. 
The  very  clerks— ^thoae  somewhat  dirty  i|ri^ 

Of  office,  or  the  house  of  office,  fed 
By  foul  corruption  into  streams— evea  tkf 
Were  hardly  rude  enough  to  earn  their  pr 

XLI. 
And  insolence  no  doubt  is  wliat  they  are 

Empioy'd  for,  since  it  is  their  dailj  Ulna; 
In  the  dear  offices  of  peace  or  war : 
And  should  you  doubt,  pray  ask  of  ysvi 
hour. 
When  for  a  passport,  or  some  othf r  bar 

To  freedom,  he  applied  (a  grief  and  a  bar 
If  he  found  not  thi^  spawn  of  tatx-bora  lick 
Like  lap-dogs,  the  least  civil  sons  of  b— < 

XLII. 

But  Juan  was  received  with  mncb  <  empm 

These  phrasfs  of  rrfinement  I  mu«  b««n 

From  our  next  neighbour's  land,whrrr.liir 

There  is  a  move  set  down  for  joy  or  wrr 

Not  only  in  mere  talkini;,  but  the  pms.  Xi 

In  islands,  is,  il  seems,  downright  and  di 

More  than  on  contineuts — a<«  if  the  «ea 

(Sec  Billingsgate)  made  even  the  longoe  m 

XLfll. 

And  yet  the  British  «  dam'mea  's  rather  Aa 
Your  continental  oaths  are  but  inconiiae 

And  turn  on  things  which  no  aristocratir 
Spirit  would  name,  and  therefore  rr<«  h 

This  subject  quote,  as  it  would  be  sc hisoiuti 
In  politesse,  aud  have  a  sound  affroniii^ 

Rut  «  damunci*  's  quite  ethcrial,  thmigb  Um 

Platonic  blasphemy,  the  soni  of  swearing. 

XLIV. 

For  downright  mdoness,  ye  may  stay  at  boi 
For  true  or  faUe  politeness  (and  scarce  l! 

Now)  you  may  cro!t<<s  the  blue  deep  and  vki 
The  first  the  emblem  (rarely  though)  of 

Vou  leave  behind,  the  next  of  much  you  eo 
To  meet.     However,  't  is  no  time  to  dm 

On  (general  topics:  poems  mast  confine 

Themselves  to  unity,  like  this  of  mine. 
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XLV. 
•rid, — which,  beioB  toterprrted, 
t»e*l  or  wont  end  of  a  city, 
e  two  thouMod  people  bred    A 
to  be  very  wise  or  witty, 
liile  othert  lie  in  bed, 
vu  on  the  universe  with  pity — 
.'lerata  patrician, 
ed  by  peraoni  of  condition. 

XLVI. 

lor,  which  is  a  matter 

th  to  viqiin  and  to  bride, 

'meueal  hopeA  to  Halter; 

»he  not  hold  f^t  by  love  or  pride) 

le  moment  to  the  lailer : 

m  in  a  wed  gallant's  side, 

im,  and  is  apt  to  double 

-and,  what 's  still  worse,  the  trouble. 

XLVII. 

bachelor — of  arts, 
,d  hearts :  lie  danced  and  song,  and  had. 
lenial  as  Moiart's 
lo<lirs ;  and  could  be  sad 
ihout  any  m  flaws  or  starts,* 
"oper  lime;  and,  though  a  lad, 
)rid — which  is  a  curious  siglit, 

unlike  wlui  people  write. 

XLVIII. 
ih'd  upon  him  ;  wedded  damet 
in  less  transitory  hues; 
oditim  dvcll  by  the  Thames, 
and  the  paintetl ;  youth,  ceruse, 
-|  prrfirrd  titrir  usual  claims, 
•ntleman  can  quite  refuse; 
red  his  drr«s,  and  pious  mothers 
ome,  and  if  he  had  brothers. 

XL1X. 

ho  funiifth  «  drapery  misses*^ 
he  season,  upon  speculation 
the  honcvmoon's  last  kisses 
into  a  crescent'K  coruscation, 
n  opportunity  as  this  is, 
•ignrr's  initiation, 
Kik'd,  and  gave  such  credit, 
legrooms  swore,  and  sigh'd,  and  paid  ic 

tender  tribe,  who  sigh  o'er  sonncla, 

pages  of  the  last  review 
r  of  thrir  heads  or  bonnets, 
ill  their  azure's  highest  hue: 

French  of  Spanifth,  and  upon  its 
ask'd  him  for  a  hint  or  two ; 
softest,  Russian  or  CastilianT 
liis  travels  he  saw  llion? 

LI. 
a  little  superficial, 
erature  a  great  Drawcansir, 
is  learned  and  especial 
9ns,  scarce  knew  what  to  answer : 
ke,  loving,  or  official, 
|>licatjon  a^  a  dancer, 
rom  the  brink  of  Hippocrene, 
Ibond  was  blue  instead  of  greaa. 


LII. 
However,  he  replied  at  hasard,  with 

A  modest  confidence  and  calm  assurance. 
Which  lent  his  learned  lucubratioiu  pith. 

And  pass'd  for  arguments  of  good  endurance. 
That  prodigy.  Bliss  Araminta  Smith 

(Who,  at  siiieen,  translated  «  Hercules  Fnrena* 
Into  as  furious  English),  with  her  beat  look. 
Set  down  his  sayings  in  her  common-placa  book. 

UU. 

Juan  knew  sereral  languages — as  well 

lie  might— and  brought  them  up  with  skill,  in  time 
To  save  his  fame  «ith  each  accompli^'d  belle. 

Who  still  regretted  that  he  did  not  riiyme. 
Tliere  wanted  but  this  requisite  to  swdl 

His  qualities  (viitb  them)  into  sublime : 
I^dy  Fill-Frisky,  and  Miss  Jfaevia  Mannish, 
Doth  long'd  eitremely  to  be  sung  in  Spaaisb. 

UV. 

However  be  did  pretty  well,  and  was 

Admitted  as  an  asfurant  to  all 
The  coteries,  and,  as  in  Banquo's  glass. 

At  great  assemblies  or  in  partie*  small. 
He  saw  ten  thousand  living  authors  pass. 

That  being  about  tlieir  average  numeral; 
Also  the  eighty  «  greatest  living  poets,» 
As  every  paltry  magasiae  can  sbow  its. 

LV. 

In  twice  five  years  the  «  greatest  living  poet,* 

Like  to  the  champion  in  tiie  tisty  ring, 
b  call'd  on  to  support  his  claim,  or  show  it. 

Although  't  is  an  imaginary  thing. 
E^en  ! — albeit  I  'm  sure  I  did  not  know  ic. 

Nor  sought  of  foolscap  subjects  to  be  king- 
Was  reckoo'd,  a  considerable  time. 
The  grand  Napoleoo  of  the  realms  of  rhyme. 

LVI. 
But  Juan  was  my  Moscow,  and  Faliero 

My  Leipue,  and  my  Mont-Saint-Jean  seems  Ciin : 
•  1^  Belle  Alliance*  of  dunces  down  at  laro. 

Now  that  ihe  lion  's  faU'n,  may  rise  again: 
But  I  will  fall  at  least  as  fell  my  hero ; 

Nor  reign  m  all,  or  as  a  monarch  reign ; 
Or  to  some  lonely  isle  of  jailors  go, 
Willi  turncoat  Soathey  for  my  turnkey  Lowe. 

LTIL 
Sir  Walter  reign'd  before  me ;  Moore  and  Cam|4iell 

Before  and  after;  but  now,  grown  more  boly. 
The  Mnses  upon  Sion's  hill  must  ramble 

With  poets  almost  clergymen,  or  wholly ; 


LVIII. 
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LIX. 
Then  there 's  my  gentle  Euphnet,  who,  they  tay. 

Sots  up  for  being  i  sort  of  moral  me  ; 
He'll  find  it  rather  diflicult  some  day 

To  turn  out  both,  or  eitlier,  it  may  be. 
Some  persons  think  that  Coleridge  hath  the  sway; 

And  Wordsworth  has  supporters,  two  or  three ; 
And  that  deep*month'd  Boeotian,  «  Savage  Landor,» 
Has  taken  for  a  swan  rogue  Southey'i  gander. 

Lx: 

John  Keats — who  was  kilFd  ofF  by  one  critique, 
Just  as  he  really  promised  something  great. 

If  not  intelligibliuwithout  Greek 
Contrived  to  tttk  about  the  gods  of  late, 

Much  as  they  might  have  been  supposed  to  speak. 
Poor  fellow !  his  was  an  untoward  fate : 

T  is  strange  tlie  mind,  that  very  fiery  particle,^ 

Should  let  itself  be  snuffd  out  by  an  article. 

LXI. 
The  list  grows  long  of  live  and  dead  pretenders 

To  that  which  none  will  gain— or  none'will  know 
The  conqueror  at  least;  who,  ere  Time  renders 

His  last  award,  will  have  the  long  grass  grow 
Above  his  burnt-out  brain  and  sapless  cindert. 

If  I  might  augur,  I  should  rate  but  low 
Tlictr  chances;  they're  too  numerous,  like  the  thirty 
Mock  tyrants,  when  Rome's  annals  wai'd  but  dirty. 

LXII. 
Thi*  is  the  literary  lower  empire. 

Where  the  Pnetorian  bands  take  ap  the  matter; — 
A  «  dreadful  tradc,»  like  his  who ,«  gathers  samphire,» 

The  in^lent  soldiery  to  sootiie  and  flatter. 
With  the  same  feeling*  as  you  'd  coax  a  vampire. 

Now,  were  I  once  at  homr,  aud  in  good  satire, 
I  'd  try  concluMons  with  those  jauizaries. 
And  show  tliem  what  an  intellectual  war  is. 

LXIII. 
I  think  I  know  a  trick  or  two,  would  turn 

Their  flanks: — but  it  is4iardly  wortli  my  while 
With  such  small  gear  to  give  myself  concern  : 

Indeed  I  've  not  the  necessary  bile ; 
My  natural  temper's  really  au^lit  but  stem. 

And  even  my  Muse's  worst  reproof 's  a^iile ; 
And  then  she  drops  a  brief  and  modest  curtsey. 
And  glides  away,  assured  she  never  hurts  ye. 

LXIV. 
My  Juan,  whom  I  left  in  deadly  peril 

Amongst  live  poets  ami  blue  ladies,  pasOl 
With  some  sm.ill  profit  through  that  field  so  sterile. 

Being  tired  in  time,  and  neither  least  nor  last, 
Left  it  before  he  had  breii  treated  very  ill ; 

And  henceforth  found  himf^elf  more  gaily  clnss'd 
Amongiit  the  higher  spirits  of  the  day, 
The  sun's  true  son — no  vapour,  but  a  ray. 

LXV. 
Ilis  moms  he  pass'd  in  business — whirh.  dL<»ccted, 

Was  like  all  bu<iine<>s,  n  laborious  nothing, 
That  leads  to  lassitude,  the  most  infected 

And  Centaur  Nessus  garb  of  mortal  clothing, 
And  on  our  sofa«  makes  us  lie  dejerted, 

And  talk  in  tender  horrors  of  our  loathing 
All  kinds  of  toil,  save  for  our  country's  good — 
Which  grows  no  better,  though  't  is  time  it  should. 


LXVI. 

His  aftemooiu  he  paai'd  in  visiis,  loBckcBi 
Lounpiiig,  and  boxing  :  and  the  ivifi^ 

In  ri^B^  round  tlio«e  ve^table  paor^oo 
Caird  ti  Parka, »  where  there  is  Dciib«r  En 

Enough  to  gratify  a  bee's  alight  manddip. 
But  after  all  it  is  the  only  ■  bowrr • 

(In  Moore's  phrase)  where  the  fjshioDiblei 

Can  form  a  slight  a^cquaintance  :>ith  hvk, 

LXYII. 

Then  dress,  then  dinner,  then  awakrs  ibrv 
Tlien  glare  the  lamps,  then  whirl  rbrvscr 

Through  street  aod  square  fost-flnshn^  eU 
Like  harness'd  meteors!  theoaloD|iw' 

Chalk'd  minnics  painting;  then  fe*>iooa<ci 
Then  roll  the  hracen  thunders  (if  tb«4« 

Which  opens  to  the  thousand  happy  frs 

An  earthly  paradise  of  «  or  mola.» 

LXVin. 

Thertf  stands  the*  noble  hostess,  nor  i^o-lsi 
With  the  three-thousandth  curtv^;  tkr 

The  only  dnnce  which  teaches  girb  (o  tkia 
Makes  one  in  love  even  with  ii»  «m  hi 

Saloon,  roc  no,  all  o'erflow  bryoud  tlictr  If 
And  long  the  latest  of  arn%-aU  bails 

'Midst  royal  dukes  and  dames  con<if-aiB4 

Aud  gain  au  inch  of  staircase  at  a  tioK. 

LXIX. 

Thrice  happy  he  who,  after  a  survey 
Of  tlic  good  company,  can  win  a  conw 

A  door  that's  in,  or  boudoir  out  of  ilif  ■: 
Where  he  may  fix  himself,  liko<.nu]l«^ 

And  let  the  Babel  rouud  run  a»  it  niav, 
And  look  on  as  a  mourner,  or  a  tcoiw 

Or  an  approver,  or  a  mere  specutor. 

Yawninir  a  littie  as  the  night  gros  i.  bur. 

LXX. 

But  this  won't  do,  save  by  .ind  by;  acdl 
Who,  like  Don  Juao,  ukec  an  aimrfi 

Must  steer  with  rare  through  all  ilui  (;])i 
Of  gems  and  plumes,  ;iud  pearls  and  s 

He  deem;;  it  is  his  proper  place  to  be; 
DissoKini;  in  the  walu  to  some  soft  ati 

Or  proudlirr  prancing  «iili  nirrcurijl  *k 

Where  science  marshals  forth  hrr  ovn  q 

LXXL 
Or,  if  he  dance  not,  but  h.ith  hij:}ier%in 

Upon  an  heiress,  or  his  neighbour';  br 
I/Ct  him  fake  care  th.it  that  which  li.*  puf 

Is  not  at  oure  too  palp.ibly  de«i-rj«>d. 
Full  many  an  eager  i;cntieman  oft  r«e» 

His  hasle:   imp.tfirucc  is  .1  bIundcrio{(| 
v\moDt;st  a  people  fiimous  for  retlcf^fina, 
Who  like  to  play  the  fool  with  circunupc 

Lxxir. 

But,  if  you  can  contrive,  get  next  at  suppe 
Or,  if  forestall'd.  get  opposite  aod  o^\r 

Oh,  ye  ambrosial  niumeau  !  always  upper 
In  mind,  a  sort  of  sentimental  bojjlr. 

Which  sits  for  ever  upou  memory'^  cruppi 
The  (jliost  of  vunishd  pleasures  once  id 

Can  tender  souls  relate  the  rise  and  fall 

Of  hopes  and  fears  which  shake  a  single  b 
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Lxxin. 

*ecauiionary  hints  can  touch 
common  run,  who  must  pursue,  ■. 
and  ward ;  whose  plans  a  word  tiP^ttch 
>vertunM ;  and  not  the  few 
or  the  number 's  sometimes  such) 
good  mien,  especially  if  new, 
name,  for  wii,  war,  sense,  or  nonsense, 
ate'er  they  plc;i.se,  or  did  not  long  sinctf. 

LXXIV. 

A  a  hero,  young  and  h.ind«ome, 
eh,  celebrated,  and  a  stranger, 
slaves  of  course  must  puy  his  ransom 
c  rau  e!M:ape  from  so  much  danger 
iron  a  conspiruous  man.     Some 
»ut  poetry,  aud  «  rack  aud  manger,» 
ss,  disease,  as  toil  and  trouble  ;— 
knew  the  life  of  a  young  noble. 

LXXV. 

oung,  but  know  not  youth — it  is  anticipated ; 
ne  but  wasted,  rich  without  ikons ; 
jr  in  a  tliousand  arms  is  dissipated ; 
ih  comes yrom,  their  wealth  goes  to,  a  Jew; 
es  see  their  nightly  votes  participated 
the  tyrant's  and  the  tribune's  crew ; 
ig  voted,  dined, drank,  gamed,  and  whored, 
f  vault  receives  another  lord. 

LXXVI. 

I  the  world,» cries  Young,  «  at  eighty  t  Where 
'Id  io  which  a  man  was  born  T*     Alas ! 
be  world  of  eight  years  past  T     '  T  was  Uttre — 
or  it — t  is  gone,  a^jlobe  of  ghus! 
liver'd,  vanish'd,  scarcely  gazed  oo  ere 
change  dissolves  the  glittering  mass. 
,  chiefs,  orators,  queens,  patriots,  kings, 
ies,  all  are  gone  on  the  wind's  wings. 

LXXVII. 
Napoleon  the  Grand?     God  knows: 
little  Casilereagh  7    The  devil  can  Cell : 
atlan,  (^urran,  Sheridan,  all  those 
Duud  the  bar  or  senate  in  their  spell  ? 
the  unhappy  queen,  with  all  her  woett 
lere  the  daughter,  whom  ilic  isles  loved  well? 
-e  those  mariyr'd  saints,  the  five  per  cento! 
re — oh  where  the  devil  are  the  rents  I 

LXXVIII. 
Bmmmcl  7  Dish'd.   ^'Iicre  s  Ix>ng  Pole  Wel- 
leslry  T     Diddled. 

's  Whitbread?  Rom  illy  ?  Where  t  George  the 
Third  ? 

his  will  ?     (That 's  not  so  soon  unriddled.) 
here  is  «  Fum**  the  Fourth,  our  «  royal  birdTi* 
vn  it  seems  to  Scotlaml,  to  be  fiddled 
ly  Sawney's  violin,  we  have  heard : 
!,  caw  thee» — for  six  montlis  hath  been  hatching 
le  of  royal  itch  and  loyal  scratching. 

LXXIX. 
Lord  Tliis?     And  vthrre  my  Lady  That? 
bnourable  MUtrcNSOs  aud  Misses?  • 

d  ^ide  like  an  old  opera-hat, 
id,  unmarried,  and  remarried — (this  u 
ition  oft  pcrform'd  of  late). 
*  are  the  Dublin  shouts — and  Ix)ndon  liisaes? 
re  the  Grenvilles?    Tnrn'd,  as  usual.    Where 
ids  the  Whigs?    Exactly  where  they  were. 


LXXX. 

Where  are  the  Lady  Carolines  and  Franceses? 
Divorced  or  doing  there  anent.     Ye  annals 
So  brilliant,  where  the  list  of  routs  and  dances  is — 

Thou  Morning  Post,  sole  records  of  the  panels 
Broken  in  carriages  ami  all  the  phantasies 

Of  fashion — say  what  streams  now  fill  those  channels? 
Some  die,  some  Hy,  some  languish  on  the  continent, 
Because  the  times  have  hardly  left  them  one  tenant. 

LXXXI. 
Some  who  once  set  their  cap  at  cautious  dukes,' 

Have  taken  up  at  length  with  younger  brothers; 
Some  lieiresses  have  bit  at  sharpeftfjiooks ; 

Some  maids  have  been  made  ^Rres — some  merely 
mothers ; 
Others  have  lost  their  fresh  and  fairy  looks; 

In  short,  the  U.st  of  alterations  bothers. 
There  's  little  strange  in  this,  but  something  strange  is 
Tlie  unusual  quickness  of  tliese  common  changes. 

LXXXlf. 
Talk  not  of  seventy  years  as  age ;  in  seven 

I  have  seen  more  changes,  down  from  monarchs  to 
The  humblest  individual  under  lieaveo. 

Than  might  suffice  a  moderate  century  through. 
I  kuew  that  nought  was  lasting,  but  now  eren 

Change  grows  too  cliangeable,  without  being  new : 
Nought 's  pernaanent  among  the  human  race. 
Except  the  Whigs  not  getting  into  place. 

LXXXilL 
I  have  seen  Napoleon,  who  seem'd  quite  a  Jupiter, 

Shrink  to  a  Saturn.     I  have  seen  a  duke 
(No  matter  which)  turn  politician  stupider, 

if  that  can  well  be,  than  his  wooden  look. 
But  it  is  time  tliat  I  should  hoist  my  «  blue  Peter,* 

And  sail  for  a  new  theme :  I  have  seen    and  shook 
To  see  it — the  king  hisa'd,  and  then  caress'd; 
But  don't  pretend  t«  settle  which  was  best. 

LXXXIV. 
I  have  seen  tlie  landholders  without  a  rap— 

I  have  seen  Johanua  Soulh<*ote — 1  have  seen 
The  House  of  Commons  tum'd  to  a  tax-trap— 

I  have  seen  that  sad  affair  of  the  late  queen — 
I  have  seen  crowns  worn  instead  of  a  fool's-cap— 

1  have  seen  a  congress  doing  all  that  s  mean — 
1  have  seen  some  nations  like  o'erloaded  asses 
Kick  off  their  burthens— meaning  the  high  chisces. 

LXXXV. 

I  have  seen  small  poets,  and  great  prosers,  and 
Interminable — not  eternal — speakers — 

1  have  seen  the  funds  at  war  with  house  and  land — 
1  'vc  seen  the  country  gentlemen  turn  squeakers — 

I  've  seen  the  people  ridden  o'er  like  SJtnd 

By  slaves  on  horseback — I  have  seen  malt  liquors 

Exrhangetl  for  u  thin  potationsi*  by  John  Bull — 

I  've  seen  John  half  detect  himself  a  fool. 


LXXXVI. 

But  •«  carpc  dirm,»  Juan,  •«  rarpe,  carpe!» 

To-morrovk  see>  another  race  as  gay 
And  transient,  and  devour'd  by  the  same  harpy. 

»«  1^  s  a  |»oor  pUyer»» — ihen  *«  jiLiy  out  the  play. 
Ye  vdhnsl*  and.  al>o\e  .ill,  k4>ep  a  >liarp  eye 

Much  less  on  «liat  you  do  lii.in  wlut  you  sny: 
Be  hyporritir.d,  be  rautious,  l>e 
Not  what  you  sccm,  but  always  what  you  see. 

«4 
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LXXXVII. 
Bat  how  shall  I  relate  in  other  cantos 

Of  what  befd  our  hero,  in  the  land 
Which  't  is  the  common  cry  and  lie  to  Ysant  as 

A  moral  country  T    But  1  hold  my  hand— 
For  I  disdain  to  write  an  Atalaniis ; 

fittt'*t  is  as  well  at  once  to  understand. 
Ton  are  not  a  moral  people,  and  you  know  it. 
Without  the  aid  of  too  sincere  a  poet. 

LXXXVIII. 
What  Juan  saw  and  underwent  shall  be 

My  topic,  with  of  course  tlie  due  restriction 
Which  is  required  1^  proper  courtesy ; 

And  reoollect  the  work  is  only  fiction. 
And  that  1  sing  of  neitlier  mine  nor  me. 

Though  ercry  scribe,  in  some  slight  turn  of  diction, 
Will  hint  allusions  never  meant    Ne'er  doubt 
This — when  I  speak,  I  don't  hint,  but  speak  out. 

LXXXIX. 

Whether  he  married  with  the  third  or  fourth 
Offspring  of  some  sage,  husband-hunting  countieas. 

Or  whether  witkaome  virgin  of  more  worth 
(I  mean  in  fortune's  matrimonial  bounties) 

He  took  to  regulariy  peopling  earth. 
Of  which  your  lawfnl  awfnl  wedlock  fbaat  is — 

Or  whether  he  was  taken  in  for  damages. 

For  being  too  ezcursiftt  fal  bit  homages— 

XC 
Is  yet  within  the  unread  events  of  tinw. 

Thus  far,  go  forth,  thou  lay,  which  I  will  back 
Against  the  same  given  quantity  of  rhyme. 

For  being  as  much  the  subject  of  attack 
As  ever  yet  was  any  work  sublime. 

By  those  who  love  to  say  that  white  is  black. 
So  much  the  better!— I  may  stand  aloae. 
But  would  not  change  my  firee  thoi^^ts  for  a  throne. 


CANTO  XII. 


i 


I. 

Op  all  the  barbarous  middle  ages,  that 
Which  is  most  barbarous  is  the  middle  age 

Of  man;  it  is — I  really  scarce  know  what; 
But  when  we  hover  between  fool  and  sage. 

And  don't  know  justly  what  we  would  be  at — 
A  period  something  like  a  printed  page, 

Black  letter  upon  fookcap,  while  our  hair 

Grows  grissled,  and  we  are  not  what  we  were ; — 

n. 

Too  old  for  youth — too  young,  at  thirty-five, 

To  herd  with  boys,  or  hoard  with  good  threescore — 

I  wonder  people  should  be  left  alive; 

But,  since  they  are,  tlmt  epoch  is  a  bore:        m 

Love  lingers  still,  although  't  were  late  to  wive;  ^ 
And  as  for  other  lova,  the  illusion  's  o'er; 

And  money,  that  most  pure  imagination, 

Gleanu  only  through  the  dawn  of  its  creation. 


in. 

Ob  gold !  why  call  "we  miaerB 

Theirsis  the  pleasure  that  can  aev«r  fdk 
Theirs  is  Vie  best  bower-ao^ior,  the  ckii^dn 

Which  holds  fast  other  frfe^wres  grat  mim 
Te  who  but  see  the  saving  man  at  taUe, 

And  scorn  his  tempeiate  board,  9%  iwsf  ad 
And  wonder  how  the  wealthy  can  be  fpan| 
Know  not  wdiat  vinoos  spruig  from  ea^  Atm 

IV. 
Love  or  lust  makes  man  sick,and  wise  Backa 

Ambition  rends,  and  gaming  gains  a  kw; 
Rut  making  money,  slowly  first,  then  qsk-hr. 

And  adding  still  a  little  throogb  each  am 
(Which  ivt7/  come  over  things),  beats  km  or  K| 

The  gamester's  counter,  or  the  vutevamtit 
Oh  gold !  I  still  prefer  thee  nolo  paper, 
Which  makes  Imnk  credit  like  a  bark  of  vfa 

V. 
Who  hold  the  balance  of  the  worM !  Whoiqp 

O'er  Congret^  whether  royafist  or  libenll 
Who  rouse  the  shirtless  patriots  of  Spda 

(That  make  old  Europe's  joumah  sqaesk  ■ 
all)? 
Who  keep  the  world,  both  old  and  new,  iapi 

Or  pleasure  7  Who  make  politics  run  fii» 
The  shade  of  Bonaparte's  noble  daring V- 
Jew  Bothschild,  and  fats  fellow,  Chfistian  Ini 

VI. 
Those,  and  the  truly  liberal  Lafitte. 

Are  tlie  true  lords  of  Kurope.     Every  Isa 
Is  not  a  merely  speculative  hit. 

But  seats  a  nation  or  upsets  a  throoe. 
Republics  also  get  involved  a  bit ; 

Columbia's  stock  hath  holders  not  unkara 
On  'Change ;  and  even  thy  silver  soil,  Pera, 
Must  get  itself  discounted  by  a  Jew. 

vn. 

Why  call  the  miser  miserable  7  as 
I  said  before  :  the  frugal  life  is  his. 

Which  in  a  saint  or  cynic  ever  was 
The  theme  of  praise :  a  hermit  would  net  a 

Canoniation  for  the  aelf-same  canse, ' 
And  wherefore  blame  gaunt  wealth's  tuoa 

Because,  yon  '11  say,  nought  calls  for  such  i  tr 

Then  there 's  more  merit  in  his  self-denisL 

VIU. 

He  is  your  only  poet ; — passion,  pure 
And  sparkling  on  from  heap  to  heap,  disfl 

Possess  d,  the  ore,  of  which  mere  hopes  altan 
Nations  athwart  the  deep  :  the  goklen  njs 

Flash  up  in  ingots  from  the  mine  obscuir; 
On  him  the  diamond  pours  its  brilliaat  Ha 

While  the  mUd  emerald's  beam  shades  dovali 

Of  other  stones,  to  soothe  the  mkcr  s  ev«s. 

m 

IX. 

The  lands  on  cither  side  are  his :  the  ship 
From  Ceylon,  Inde,  or  fiir  Cathay,  uiA(^ 

For  him  the  fragrant  produce  of  each  trip; 
Beneath  his  cars  of  Geres  groan  the  roadJ. 

And  the  vine  blushes  like  Auroras  lip; 
His  very  ceUars  might  be  kings'  abode<; 

While  he,  despising  every  sensual  call. 

Commands— the  intellertaal  lord  of  all 


\ 

^^ 

■ 
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.b.lh|re.l|i»j»t.i»l.bo.»Hl, 

dJirDltcii<:,aria(bi.»lina. 

>I.  ■  clmnU.-aKt  lc«c  bcbiul 

Tbc  only  time  «l.eo  Btpb  HHreeM  h  Dtfded  : 

Aod  mj  (urcM  prsJaced  wLal  1  ill  »o(b 

M  bin  would  Uh«*K  maakiDd 

Cired  mo.!  .b«ui :  i<  Deed  aei  no-  be  pleaded- 

llh  Ibenryon  wUch  mikn  Ihuii  bne^ 

WJiiieec  il  >*i,  t  na  miae;  lie  paid,  in  Irulh, 

rt  would  tx  ».JihU«l  of  bit  ualioD. 

OFW|yp«»[|yar.»eh.uc«., 

BllnjopofcaJculiuaii.              ^ 

Jtui  bm  DOI  levim'd  10  -itb  il  aOT  bw. 

XI. 

xyn[. 

tliil  luit  in  Cbaocrrf,— inieb  wmi  peruot  plead 

■h<  houdrr'.  priadplf  of  ociioo. 

In  Ibe  Ulb  of  Iheir  p>acreaii'c  ecnd. 

Bapliu  po«erirr,  «  falore  rbi,.^ 

To  n.e  >ceM>  hal  a  duUoa.  kind  of  iKd 

To  Inn  on  for  lupporl  in  anjr  waj ; 

Itirifti  bnn  iBqiun  of  Twin— vlio'i  wixir  I 

Mo  more  at  ibem.  ibao  Ibej  of  her,  1  Imw. 

Sll. 

XIX. 

WbT.I^  polerilT-iad  «i  ire  fou; 

■inf  ingou.  higi  of  dolLan,  ediH 

i  iklon,  ill  whoH  tuwdt  and  emu 

Were  every  memofj  wfilleu  down  all  Inie, 

DOI  <Ih  Ilua  on  mhme  Ihnr  tUifi  ■hiss, 

The  iraib  or  iweminb  name  woald  Ik  bul  blondcT'd : 

.  UDclippd  gold,  •■>,»  duIlT  ««. 

Even  Pluurcb't  Livea  bate  bu  pick'd  am  a  ho, 

kHu»  -hirl,  itK  ilitwriBg  cirque  eooGui^ 

».  reipiioa,  Mfriiog,  iiupid  Uuiip  :— 

inoacj  u  Akddta'i  limp. 

Gi<ea,i>>lb  Greek  Irulb,  Ihe  |nd  old  Greek  iIk  lie.- 

XIII. 

XX. 

(■ltKCUBii,llieniiir(,tlugn)<t..— >  brlore 

Good  people  all.  of  «.rT  ^l™. 

n.  ud  btaxn  i>  la>e  .—o  imp  ilic  bird  ^ 

Ve  ucoile  reader,  and  imamlJe  mnun. 

■ere  nlfair  difGcall  lo  pmie 

In  Ibii  melfib  Canlo  1  i.  ny  wiab  10  be 

1  wiib  poetTY  in  geiunl  l«rd). 

J 

KTc  PUT  be  Hiulbiim  iD  ■  ibi  unite,' 

Halibu.  ind  WiIb«for<e ;  Ibe  liil  M  free 

.H 

il  rbjrma  Id  .  lovr,.  but  t  m  prepared 

The  nrgroa.  and  it  mnth  1  millioa  Sgblmi 

^B 

(lo  kH  lluD  Uudiaida  of  Uidr  rtoul] 

■ 

A«)  Halthu.  doc.  Ibe  ibinf  gaioH  fhlcb  be  wriEe.. 

XXI. 

idoA Mrt  doee. a^ cub ■!«» : 

iM  Ibe  irote.  eod  fell.  ■!  iM  boidee; 

And  why  thoaUl  1  ooi  form  my  iperulilion. 

atb.  campt  were  thin,  and  touru  oere  Doae^ 

ADdboU,.p.olbe«mmyli..le»perl 

t  cub.  Halibut  clU  yoa—  uke  uo  brutu.. 

le>k.vlh(ruler.oabi(owi> 

Mod.  u  Virgin  CjnUu.  in),  ibe  Udei : 

Wbile  Mijir.  wrileaBiiunaU  procrettioD. 

t*  heaYeiii-  beiiig  ■  kne.-  »bj  poimj  liooey 

ITol™  .  mun  <u  eaJcuUia  bit  meant 

XV, 

XXII 

^^H 

ITeprubihiledvbeleier. 

Ig  marri«e«  T  •lacb  u  luta,  no  doubi, 

Tb.l  .  noble :  ibil  ■.  romiDIic  I  For  my  pun. 

^^1 

[Ko»  liere  la  nofd  quite  after  my  own  bean. 

^^^ 

*  UOK  Ibuugbl  Itie  IWOMrdtbKolielpdDUI. 

Though  there  t  a  thoncr  a  good  deal  Uian  Uii., 

eii.1  with  marriage,  aod  akoWW  «.«. 

«•  baniu  il  bolh  ■  HD  aod  >h«>Bt, 

1  tay,  melliinki  Ihil  •  pbJo-geniliieBeu- 

llo  gob)  quite  apglberoanie. 

XVI. 

XXIII 

^^H 

.<  conn,  ind  •  c>mp>  and  ■>  |ta<».  b«  BDi 

And  now  10  buuiKH.     Ob.  my  oenlle  Jun  t 

id  all  oiib  couani  married  aeu. 

Thou  an  in  Londoa-fip  Ibil  plaaMol  pbee 
n'hrr.'  eYcry  kiud  oF  mwhlefl  ilaily  bmiof^ 

f  coHlcd  ibeir  «igUbdur'.  h>l. 

llliue'iiUpHuoribepeD,— 

Wliicb  can  await  *arm  youlb  %a  iu  wikl  ncc 

T  b*p.  Ibal  Iby  cirter  it  »l  a  B*«  oAe , 

rXan  «o  u..i«  ip  Ibe  beadbing  cliua 

lb(Jdbi<B>^a.^'.(aa.plc 

Ofeatlylifi.bullbi>i>Hne«JjDd. 

•f  Miicb  Ibw  tnonUa  are  o  uniplc. 

Ns'bicb  fereifiHrt  an  w»er  uulenUnd. 

■ 

J 

1 
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XXIV. 

what  with  a  ftmall  diversity  of  climate, 
Of  hot  or  cold,  UMTcarial  or  sedate, 

I  could  scad  forth  my  mandaitlike  a  primnle, 
Upou  the  rest  of  Europe's  sooal  state ; 

But  thou  art  the  most  difficult  to  rhyme  at. 
Great  Britaia,  which  tlie  Muse  may  |>eiietrate : 

All  countries  have  tlieir  «  lioas,M  but  in  theOv, 

There  is  hut  one  superb  menagerie. 


XXY. 

But  I  am  sick  of  politics.    Begin, 

«  Paulo  majora.w     Juan,  undecided 
Amongst  the  paths  of  being  «  taken  in,i* 
Above  the  ice  btd  like  a  skaiter  glided  : 
When  tired  of  play,  he  Hirted  without  sin 

With  some  of  those  fair  creatures  who  have  prided 
Themselves  on  innocent  lantaliiation. 
And  hate  all  vice  except  iu  reputation. 

XXVI. 
But  these  are  few,  and  in  the  end  they  mak«M> 

Some  devilish  escapade  or  stir,  which  shows 
That  even  the  purest  people  may  mistake 

Their  way  through  virtue's  primrose  paths  of  snows ; 
And  then  men  stare,  as  if  a  new  ass  spake 

To  Balaam,  and  from  tongue  to  ear  o'erflows 
Quick  silver  small-talk,  ending  (if  you  note  it) 
With   the  kind  world*!    amen — «  Who  would  have 
thought  it  7» 

XXVII. 
The  little  Leila,  with  her  orient  eyes 

And  taciturn  Asiatic  disposition 
(Which  saw  all  western  things  with  small  surprise, 

To  the  surprise  of  people  of  condition. 
Who  think  that  novelties  are  butterflies 
To  be  pursued  as  food  for  inanition), 
Her  charming  figure  and  romantic  history. 
Became  a  kind  of  fashionable  myittery. 

XXVIII. 
The  women  much  divided — as  is  usual 

Amongst  the  sex  in  little  things  or  great. 
Think  not,  fair  creatures,  that  I  mean  to  abuse  you  all — 
.  I  have  always  liked  you  better  than  I  stale. 
Since  I  've  grown  moral :  still  I  must  accuse  yon  all 

Of  being  apt  to  talk  at  a  great  rate ; 
And  now  there  was  a  general  sensation 
Amongst  you,  about  Leila's  education. 

XXIX. 

In  one  point  only  were  you  settled — and 

Vou  had  reason  ;  't  was  that  a  young  child  of  Grace, 

As  beautiful  as  her  own  native  land. 
And  far  away,  the  last  bud  of  her  race, 

Howe'er  our  friend  Don  Juan  might  command 
Himself  for  five,  four,  three,  or  two  years'  space. 

Would  be  much  better  taught  beneath  the  eye 

Of  peeresses  whose  follies  had  run  dry. 

XXX. 

So  first  tliere  was  a  generous  emulation. 
And  then  there  was  a  genenl  competition 

To  undertake  the  orphan's  education. 
As  Juan  was  a  person  of  condition, 

It  had  been  an  affront  on  this  occasion  M 

To  talk  of  a  subscription  or  petition ; 

But  sixteen  dowagers,  ten  unwed  she  sages. 

Whose  tale  belongs  to  «  Hallam's  Middle  Ages,i» 


XXXL 

And  one  or  two  sad,  separate  wives,  wtik* 
A  fruit  to  bloom  upon  their  widieri^  Wip 

Beg0'd  to  bring  up  tbe  little  gU,  and  •  h1>- 
For  that  *8  the  phrase  that  settles  all  tbi^ii 

Meaning  a  viripn's  first  bluah  at  a  roai, 
And  all  ber  points  as  tboron^-bmi  »Am 

And  1  assure  you,  that  like  virgin  \tnmtr 

Tastes  their  first  season  (mostly  if  they  hma 

xxxn. 

How  all  the  needy  honourable  rabtrrs. 
Each  out-at-elbow  peer,  or  desperaafadr. 

The  watchful  motlicrs  and  the  careful  astm 
(Who,  by  the  by,  when  clever,  arr  nwrtki 

At  making  matches,  where  «  't  i^  (;oidi^|fi 
Tlian  their  he  relatives),  like  flies  ovr  am 

Buzx  round  m  the  Fortune*  with  their  hssflM 

To  turn  ber  head  with  walcxing  and  with  In 


xxxin. 

Each  aunt,  each  cousin  hath  her  sprmhcss: 
Nay,  married  dames  will  now  ami  iheafic 

Such  pure  disinterestedness  of  pa5<4oo. 
I  've  known  them  couil  an  heire^«  for  iktir 

«i  Tantaene !»   Such  the  virtues  of  liigli  $i&M 
Even  in  the  hopefkd  isle,  whose  outlet '«*! 

While  the  poor  rich  wrretch,  object  of  tbtsr: 

Has  cause  to  wish  ber  sire  bad  had  male  ki: 

XXXIV. 

Some  are  soon  bagg'd,  but  some  reject  dice 
T  is  fine  Co  see  them  scattering  refosih 

And  wild  disnuiy  o'er  every  angry  coosia 
(Friends  of  the  party),  who  begin  xcvtk 

Such  as — «  Unless  Miss  (Blank)  meant  to  bs 
Poor  Frederick,  why  did  she  aorord  perau 

To  his  billets  7      fThy  walu  witli  faioi  ?    Whf 

Look/es  last  ni^t,  and  yet  say  no  to-diy! 

XXXV. 

«  Why?— Wliy  ?— Besides,  Fred,  really  w»« 
*T  was  not  her  fortune — he  has  enough  «ii 
The  time  will  come  she  '11  wisli  that  iht  kti 

So  good  an  opportunity,  no  doubt  — 
But  the  obi  marchioness  .^omepbn  hiJ  Uatd 

As  1  'II  tell  Aurea  at  to-noorrow's  nuic 
And  afier  all  poor  Frederick  may  do  better- 
Pray,  did  you  see  her  answer  to  his  leuer!> 

XXXVI. 

Smart  uniforms  and  sparkling  coronets 
Arc  spum'd  in  turn,  until  her  turn  arrives 

After  male  loss  of  time,  and  hearts,  aod  l>^t^ 
Upon  the  sweep-9takes  for  subsunti^l  «»« 

And  when  at  last  the  pretty  creaturr  gets 
Some  gentleman  who  fights,  or  writes,  or  ^ 

It  soothes  the  awkward  squad  of  the  rejrcte 

To  find  how  very  badly  she  selected. 

XXXVII. 

For  sometimes  they  accept  some  long  paws 
Worn  out  wiili  im|>onunity  ;  or  fail 

(But  here  perhaps  the  insUnccsare  fewer) 
To  the  lot  of  him  who  scarce  pursued  al 

.V  hazy  widower  turu'd  of  forty  s  sure» 
(If  t  is  not  vaiu  cxamplos  to  rccal) 

To  draw  a  high  prize  :  now,  howe'er  he  got 

Sec  nought  more  strange  in  this  t>«^"  t  oiii) 
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a  a  piif— |u'i  it.  'I  il  miM- 


Ibh;  tb<  groproui  public'*  loiit — 
WUB  hilf  Buit  ■  moattrDiu  cb^p. 

■TRilHpwMiimorilnid 


u  mj  PrifStui  ID  tbeic  ^rt<n 
XL. 
m  10100  lobe  immoral  ;ni 

.rc.llTU.br, 

:::i  ■:;::;„ 


:k  loam  hiaii  nanund  b;  Ti 


tl  nol  prolil  much  b^  bflD| » 
■  hiifcaiidoulllul  be  wnu 


DD,p  Lady  Pinchbeck  «u  bii  cboicc. 

XLIII. 
'  WB4 — but  bad  beea  t«7  yoqiiB  - 
ntlkcwaf — aod  had  bccb,  I  bcUcva: 
Ibe  vrorid  baa  luch  an  erii  tongae 
but  Dy  chuEcr  ear  will\ol  receive 
gf  a  ijllabic  Ihat  '■  wrong: 

the  cud  aacbeu'd  by  faumiD  callte. 

XLIV. 
1  tc  rrinatli'd  (and  I  wu  once 

ily  nctj  one  crrpl  a  dunce, 
tdin  in  Ibrir  youlh  a  lilfle  gay, 
■lr  kaovlndge  of  ihe  world,  aod  aeai 
Md  cMuqainct  of  goiiig  atmy. 
'in  ibeir  wanuBga'galnil  tbawM 


eUnc  l|[  leu  id  ui^Bh  tha^Vnari  you. 
OrJau'iiitiJ  wancn<>pui  yououi  oFfanhioB.— 
it  kiMer  leiEran  *iiU  calm  worda  vill  roun  you, 

Eipou|lBB  aoJ  illuilnlioo  llie  riUdIr 
Of  epiovDte'abrgiDDiiig,  rod,  and  middle. 
XLVI. 

Iciicr  knowing  why  ibey  ihould  be  <o, 

I  itilnkyou  II  dnd  from  many  a  family  piciu  re, 

Tb»l  Uaaeliienofuieb  luollien  Afuy  know 
lie  •orbr%  elperience  nlbcr  Ihan  bj  leclurc. 

Turo  sulmucU  belier  for  die  SmilbGeld  ibow 
f  Te.lalt  brought  into  tlie  marriage  mart, 
hau  tiMuc  bred  up  by  prudea  vilhoul  ■  lieerl. 


And  paud  («i  leau  ilie  laiiee  jean  of  life) 
For  beinB  a  mul  eiemptary  «lfe. 
XI.VJll. 
ijh  in  high  circl™,  genlhl  in  her  an, 

'brncvCT — ^rhicb  means  every  day — thoy  "d 
An  awkward  inelinalion  to  go  orong. 
The  qiunlily  of  good  ibe  did  't  unknown. 

Or.  at  Ibe  leau,  woohl  Icngilien  Dul  ny  kh 
Id  brief.  At  liiile  otpJian  of  the  eul 
"   -      '     '       '  0  her  which  incRued 

Juan  loD  *u  a  ion  of  biouriicviib  her, 
Which  wat  ■  wonder,  if  you  Ihink  who  go 


F»r  »1.™  Ihe,  happen  .1  .  riper  age. 
Peaple  an  (pi  lo  blame  die  fall*,  foruolh. 

He  wbo  faMb  |«irtd  war,  tlonn.  ar  woman  > 
latli  won  Ihe  eiprrience  which  i>  deem  d  tn  wc 

LI. 
law  Far  11  proGit »  looiber  miller.— 
Our  hero  gladly  taarlui  lillle  rliarge 
Safe  with  alady.  ■hotebitgrown-updaughler 
>«,  lo^  married,  .nd.hu, -a.  hrge. 

rag-. 

irh'r 
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L1I. 

I  call  cuch  thioi^tnuisiDinion;  for  there  » 

A  floftUDg  balanq^af  accomfilishmeiit 
Which  fomui  a  pedijpve  from  BUs  to  Miss, 

According  an  their  miads  or  backs  are  bene.  '1^ 
Some  valts;  bomc  draw;  some  fathom  the  abyss 

Of  metaphysics;  others  are  content 
With  music  ;  tlie  most  moderate  shine  as  wil^- 
While  othen  have  a  genius  turn'd  for  fits. 

LIU. 

But  wheilier  fits,  or  wits,  or  h.irpsichords, 

Tlieology,  fine  arts,  or  finer  stay*. 
May  be  the  baits  for  gentlemen  or  lords 

With  regular  deicenl,  in  these  our  days 
Tlie  last  year  to  the  new  trausfera  its  hoards; 

New  vestals  claim  men's  eyes  with  the  same  praise 
Of  «elegant,»  ef  cetera,  in  fresh  batches — 
All  matcidess  creatures,  and  yet  bent  on  matches. 

LIV. 
But  now  I  will  begin  my  poem.    T  is 

Perhaps  a  little  strange,  if  not  quite  new, 
That  from  the  first  of  cantos  up  to  thu 

I  've  not  begun  wliat  we  have  to  go  through. 
These  first  twelve  books  are  merely  llourislies, 

Preludios,  trying  just  a  string  or  two    . 
Upon  my  lyre,  or  making  the  pegs  sure ; 
And  when  so,  you  shall  have  the  overture. 

My  Muses  do  not  care  a  pinch  of  rosin 

About  what 's  call'd  success,  or  not  succeeding: 

Such  thoughts  are  quite  below  the  strain  they've  chosen; 
T  is  a  «  grrat  moral  Icssonn  they  arc  reading. 

I  thought,  at  setting  off,  about  two  doien 
Cantos  would  do  ;  but,  at  Apollo's  pleading. 

If  that  my  Pegasus  sliould  not  be  fbunder'd, 

I  think  to  canter  gently  through  a  hundred. 

LVI. 
Don  J  nan  saw  that  microcosm  on  stilts, 

Tdept  the  great  world  ;  for  it  is  the  least. 
Although  the  highest :  but  as  swords  have  hilts 

By  which  their  power  of  mischief  is  increased, 
Wlien  man  in  battle  or  in  quarrel  tilts. 

Thus  the  low  world,  north,  south,  or  west,  or  east. 
Must  still  obey  the  high — which  is  their  handle. 
Their  moon,  their  nun,  tlieir  gas,  their  fsrthing  candle. 

LVII. 
He  had  many  friends  who  had  rilnny  wives,  and  was 

Well  look'd  upon  by  both,  to  that  extent 
Of  friendship  which  you  may  accept  or  pass ; 

It  does  nor  good  nor  harm,  being  merely  meant 
To  keep  tlie  wheels  going  of  tlie  higher  class. 

Add  draw  them  nightly  when  a  ticket's  sent : 
And  what  with  masquerades,  and  fetes,  and  balls, 
For  the  first  season  such  a  life  scarce  pails. 

LVill. 
A  young  unmarried  man,  with  a  good  name 

And  fortune,  has  an  awkward  part  to  play ; 
For  good  society  is  but  a  game, 

«  The  royal  game  of  guose.i*  as  I  may  say. 
Where  every  body  has  some  separate  aim,  " 

An  end  to  answer,  or  a  plan  to  lay — 
The  single  ladies  wishing  to  be  double, 
The  married  ones  to  save  the  virgins  trouble. 


LCL 
I  don't  mean  this  ••  (^neraJ,  but  partink 

Exam  plea  may  be  found  of  lacfa  ponai 
Though  severml  also  keep  Ihclr  perpnidirt> 

Like  poplars,  wich  ^ood  principles  for  rm 
Yet  many  have  a  method  more  retinitrr— 

«  Fisliefs  for  men.*  like  urens  with  ssftlv  { 
For  talk  six  cimm  with  the  same  uogtf  is^.    L 
And  you  ^fty  get  the  weddiag-drasaes  mir. 

Lx.  ; 

Perhaps  yoa  11  have  a  letter  from  the  HttR  | 
Toaay  herdaughier* s  feelings  areirepm: 

Perhaps  you  'II  have  a  visit  from  the  toik*.  j 
All  strut,  and  stays,  and  whUierv  tftitaal  I 

What  «your  intentions  are  7»— One  vartritt  | 
It  seems  the  vir^n's  heart  espent^  yoarkii  p 

And.  between  pity  for  her  case  and  yoan.        ^ 

Tou  'II  add  to  macrimony's  list  of  cars. 

LXI. 
I  've  known  a  dosen  weddings  made  etra  Ab 

And  some  of  them  high  nanii*s :  I  bivtsbi^l 
Young  men  who —  ihou^  tliey  liatctl  tafcfr'   t 

Pretensions  which  theyllevor  dreomd  l«ki«^ 
Yet  neither  fHghten'd  by  a  ^male  fan, 

Nor  by  muatachios  moved,  were  let  aloor. 
And  lived,  as  did  the  broken-heanrd  fair. 
In  happier  plight  than  if  they  fbnn'd  « |air 

LXU. 
There 's  also  nightly,  to  the  uninitiated. 

A  peril-^-not  indeed  like  love  or  mumft. 
But  not  the  less  for  this  lo  be  deprvciiied. 

It  is— I  meant  and  n»ean  not  to  dispinfr 
The  show  of  virtue  even  in  the  vitiated— 

It  adds  an  outward  grace  unto  their  atnft' 
But  to  denounce  the  amphibious  sort  of  kak 
«  Gonlenr  de  roae,»  who  s  neither  while  wmm 


LSIII. 
Such  is  year  old  coquette,  who  can't  My  «&• 

And  won't  say  «  Yea,»  and  keeps  yoa  oaiii' 
On  a  Ice  shore,  till  it  begins  to  blow^ 

Then  sees  yonr  heart  wreck'd,  with  an  inwani 
This  works  a  world  of  sentimenul  woe. 

And  sends  new  Werters  yearly  to  lb«ircofiiK 
But  yet  is  merely  innocent  ttirtation. 
Not  quite  adultery,  but  adulteration. 

LXIV. 

«  Ye  gods,  I  grow  a  Ulker!*  Let  us  pntr. 

The  next  of  perils,  though  I  place  it  slerwsL 
Is  when,  without  regard  to  «  Church  or  Suw.* 

A  wife  makes  or  takcii  love  in  apnght  niw*; 
Abroad,  such  thingt  decide  few  women's  fii«-- 

(Sucb,  early  traveller!  is  the  truth  thoal^atf: 
But  in  old  England  when  a  young  bride  em. 
Poor  thing !  Eve's  was  a  iriBing  case  to  bees: 

LXV. 

For 't  Is  a  low,  newspaper,  humdrum.  Uvpcou 
Country,  where  a  young  couple  of  the  «»»tiF 

Can't  form  a  friendahip  but  tlie  worlil  oenM^i^ 
Then  there  *s  the  vulgar  trick  of  ihosed-u««^ 

A  verdict—grievooa  foe  to  those  who  ra««  .1  - 
Forms  a  sad  climax  to  romantic  boina(;e» 

Besides  tliose  toothing  speeches  of  the  i»r*l*r 

And  evideiMes  which  regale  all  readcn! 


nial  ■piokKag  of  bTpu««T 

bo  tunc  ef  (himniiul  >pl«i4id  dnw 

|UMalie>rc1»nf  our  gynniMrTi 
•  HKliiiill  ilKbalUanddhun, 


Bctgniinp  ire  filr  hco.  cndiJMp  fiaha  ,— 
Not  llial  IhtH  "■  Bdta  ^bnlily  i^Rh 

'hofcve  ■  dut  rctptcE  For  llmr  mm  vriKlm. 
Jtuwiant  ruthing  Fran  bai  baihi  IB  uuin' 


haiins  (act  H  mU  (1  uUa.         ^ 

utvn. 

(fch   •■     1  wiinol  ii.c  word  nc*  I  lactDl— 
•<•>•>  •*  Bucb  goail  Idii  bcfaH. 
•  BM  io  btan  «  •«!  *"''  i — '  n""" 
Buch.  ■pd  00  mwr  .|i«»i  ih»  thin 
iffih  ohiu  a«fc>.  bhie  «yu,  bli>«  uocUnai. 


■aLthu  bu  w 
Aim  Gnl  bin 


LXVIII. 

TfUDi  Juwiniu.  iniui  be  riik'if  fw  {uurioo. 
B^f  mul  h».  ■  .pH  df  Irutic, 
■Hilfy  ibnr  'i  n  MK>  hihiiin. 
llm  hilUconuuTcial  lulF  pcdiMlc. 

•  !  bia  UUr_b<rei>t  ud  fi^ 


d,  Thx'  acrn-  h^  ih*  luck  M 
w  [huniine  BefTwi.  Nile  or  ttign, 

iij  «Bdt  DO  one  ID  obJigr  b>r 
I  u  mi^  b<  mM;  iiDcb  Io— 
ipF  plaittEli*  ID  Afiic  libc  'boi  piga^B 


Kv  pniiion— but  I'm  tigbi; 
nag,  1 11  DDi  bi  ii'm  *bKk:— 
mA  Bar  Bldbi,  but  iH  i<  d>Hi 
■  bit  mil  ibov  I  A  dabioa  ipark. 
LXXtl, 


*  ■■"■ 

■  DBS  urp  M  don  u  . 
Indalainn  girl  tram 
■nr  11  gnrcfnIL)  u  G 


gb  I  ban  bern  wtni  j'*" '"  I»lT< 
'  bid,  ID  «r  Ilutitnrd  mr  prcIlU)|]  ^- 

LIXVI, 
Io  ibOF  ihiiigi.  nnr  one  nr  ivo 
iIhi  ofF-hud  ind  datluni  iijle 


(A  Ibiog  ippn-Tcd  M 
■ill  Ihoueb^lK  Mil  nu 

WeUculti»ltd,il>ill 


UCXVII, 
n  Ukn  10  1  -  gnnde  pao 
rioni  Iblof  iarfrrd  - 

*  *iih  to  Uke  Uie  iMd. 


ufiogvhil  iliq  irjil  or  ifUT  do, 


LSZIX. 
Prrbap  tbii  Hull  ihoald  bt  ^ — i 
A  comnu-DI  OB  il>(  G>lprr>  •  S 


Abroad;  Ibeiigli  duabllna  Ibry  d«  DiBch  at 
Ab  miaf  wanuD  Gnila  na  npm  door 

Tlie  bulf  «liD  iboBld  b*  it  lionie  Io  all. 


67  a 


BTRON'S  WORKS. 


LXXX. 

For  mie,  I  leate  the  matter  where  I  find  it, 

Knowiog  that  such  uneasy  virtue  leads 
People  tome  ten  ffloK  le«c  in  hct  to  mind  i^ 

And  care  but  for  discoveries  and  not  deeds. . 
And  as  for  chastity,  you'll  never  bind  it 

By  all  the  lavs  the  strictest  lawyer  pleads, 
But  aggravate  the  crime  you  have  not  prevent^ 
By  rendering  desperate  those  who  had  else  HfiaHed. 

LXXXI. 

But  Juan  was  no  casuist,  nor  had  ponder'd 

Upon  the  moral  lessons  of  mankind :  ^k 

Besides,  he  had  not  seen,  of  several  hundred,       ^F 
A  Udy  altogether  to  his  mind. 

A  little  «  blas^A — 't  is  not  to  be  wonder'd  * 
At,  that  his  heart  had  got  a  tougher  rind : 

And  though  not  vainer  from  his  past  success, 

No  doubt  his  sensibilities  were  less. 

LXl!tlI. 
De  also  had  been  busy  seeing  sights —  ^ 

The  parliament  and  all  the  other  houses ; 
Had  sale  beneath  the  galleries  at  nights. 

To  hear  debates  whose  thunder  roused  (notrotcies) 
The  world  to  gaze  upon  those  uorthem  lighu^ 

Which  flash'd  as  far  as  where  the  musk-bull  browses : 
He  had  also  stood  at  times  behind  the  throne — 
But  Grey  was  not  arrivad,  and  Chatham  gone. 

Lxxxm. 

De  saw,  however,  at  the  closing  session, 
Tliat  noble  sight,  when  rtally  free  the  nation, 

A  king  in  constitutional  possession 

Of  such  a  throne  as  is  the  proudest  station. 

Though  despou  know  it  not — till  the  progression 
Of  freedom  shall  complete  their  education. 

'T  is  not  mere  splendour  makes  the  show  Mgost 

To  eye  or  heart— it  is  the  people's  trust. 

LXXXIV. 

There  too  he  saw  (whate'er  he  may  be  now) 
A  prince,  the  prince  of  princes,  at  the  time 

With  fascination  in  his  very  bow. 

And  full  of  promise,  as  tlie  spring  of  prime. 

Though  royalty  was  written  on  liis  brow. 

He  had  Oien  the  grace  too,  rare  in  every  clime, 

Of  being,  without  alloy  of  fop  or  beau, 

A  finish'd  gentleman  from  top  10  toe. 

LXXXV. 

And  Juan  was  received,  as  hatli  been  said. 

Into  tlic  best  society :  and  there 
Occurr'd  what  ofieii  Iiappens,  I  'm  afraid. 

However  disciplined  and  debonnaire : 
The  talent  aud  (jood  itumour  he  display'd, 

Besides  the  mark'd  disliuction  of  his  air, 
Exposed  him,  as  was  natural,  to  lempUtion, 
Even  though  himself  avoided  ilie  occasion. 

LXXXVT. 
But  what,  and  where,  wilh  whom,  and  when,  and  why, 

Is  not  to  be  put  hastily  together; 
And  as  my  object  is  morality 

(Whatever  people  say),  I  don't  know  whether 
I  '11  leave  a  single  reader's  eyelid  liry. 

But  harrow  up  his  feelings  till  they  wither. 
And  huw  out  a  huge  monument  of  pathos, 
As  Philip's  son  proposed  to  do  with  Athos.^ 


Lxxxvn. 

Here  the  twelfth  Canto  of  our  iotrodac 
Ends.     When  the  body  of  the  book  s  bcfi 

You  '11  find  it  of  a  different  COfUlnictioB 
From  what  mt^c  people  say  *t  will  br  ate 

The  plan  at  preftent  'a  simply  in  eoocornsiL 
I  can't  oblige  you,  reader !  to  md  oa; 

That  's  your  affair,  not  mine:  a  real  spirit 

Should  Ofdiher  court  neglect,  nor  drrad  lo  la 

LXXXYIII. 
And  if  my  thunderbolt  not  jdvays  raid|^ 

IHknember,  reader  !  you  have  had  httm 
The  worst  of  tempests  and  the  best  of  bmia 

That  e'er  were  brew'd  from  elemenisdrfi 
Be&ides  the  mo&t  sublime  of — Ueaveo  katvti 

An  usurer  could  scarce  expect  modi  iMf»- 
But  my  beat  canto,  save  one  on  afttroDoai|, 
Will  turn  upon  «  politiciil  economy.* 

LXXXIX. 

Thai  is  your  present  theme  for  popnbiity: 
Mow  that  tlte  public  hedge  hath  s^anxit 

It  grows  an  act  of  patriotic  diarity, 

I  o  liliow  the  people  ihe  best  way  to  broL 

Af/  plan  (but  I,  if  but  for  singularity, 
Reserve  it)  will  be  very  sure  to  uke. 

Meantime  reaViall  the  national  debt-'«iak«ri 

And  tell  me  whaf  you  think  of  your  grtatdi 


CANTO  XIII. 


I  ROW  mean  to  be  serious ; — it  is  time. 
Since  laughter  now-a-days  is  de<m'duiti 

A  jest  at  vice  by  virtue  «  call'd  a  crime, 
Aud  critically  hold  as  deleterious : 

Besides,  tlie  sad  's  a  source  of  the  sublime. 
Although  when  long  a  litde  apt  10  mcxx 

And  therefore  shall  my  lay  soar  high  aod^ 

As  an  old  temple  dwindled  to  a  columa. 

II. 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville 

("T  i«  an  old  Norman  n.ime,  and  10  be  fa 

In  pedigrees  by  those  who  wander  aiU 
Along  the  butt  lields  of  Uiat  Gothic  gnm 

Was  hiyh-bom,  wealthy  by  her  father  »▼« 
And  beauteous,  even  where  beauiies  aw 

In  firiuiu — which  of  course  true  patriots  fi 

The  goodliest  soil  of  bo<ly  and  of  mioJ. 

III. 

Ill  not  gain&ay  them  ;   ic  iti  not  my  au . 

I  leave  them  to  thoir  taste,  no  douhcUie 
An  eye  s  au  eye,  and  whether  black  or  Um 

Is  no  great  matter,  so  t  is  in  request: 
T  is  nonsense  to  dispute  about  a  hue— 

The  kindest  may  be  taken  as  a  lest- 
The  fair  sex  sliould  be  always  fair^  an.l  00 
Till  thirty,  should  perceive  there  's  a  pi«a' 
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IV. 


bat  serene  and  lomewhat  doll 

bat  awkward  corner  tum'd  for  days 

when  our  moon  *t  no  more  at  fall, 

presume  to  critiriM  or  pniae; 

lifFereoce  begins  to  lull      ' 

ions,  and  we  walk,  in  wisdom's  ways; 

le  the  fi(^re  and  the  face 

t  is  time  to  give  the  jounger  place. 

V. 

t  some  would  fain  postp<me  thb  en, 
t  at  all  placemen  to  resign 
but  tlieirs  is  merely  a  chimera, 
have  poKs'd  life's  equinoctial  line; 
ey  hnve  iheir  claret  und  madeira 
te  tlie  dryness  of  decline; 
f  meetings  and  the  Parliament, 
ind  what  net,  for  their  sobce  sent. 

VI. 

e  not  religion  and  reform, 
tr,  the  taxes,  and  ivliai  's  call'd  the  «  nation  ?» 
c  IP  be  pilots  io  n  storm? 
ed  and  the  monied  speculation  ? 
mutual  liate  to  keep  them  warm, 
>f  love,  that  meve  hallucination? 
I  is  by  fisr  the  longest  pleasure; 
I  haste,  but  they  detest  at  leisure. 

VII. 
ison,  the  great  moralist,  prdfefHi'd, 
oeslly,  «  he  liked  an  honest  hater*-—*        f 
ulh  that  yet  has  been  oonfcits'd 
liose  latest  thousand  years  or  later. 
'  line  old  fellow  spoke  in  jest; — 
Mirt,  I  am  but  a  mere  spectator, 
'hiTr'rr  the  palace  or  the  liovel  is, 
e  mcMle  of  Goethe's  Mephistopheles ; 

VIII. 
'  love  aor  hate  in  much  excess ; 
t  w.is  not  5nre  so.     If  I  sneer  sometimes, 
e  I  r.innot  well  do  less, 

aud  then  it  also  suits  my  rhymes. 

%rry  ^killing  to  redress 
ongs,  and  rather  check  than  punish  crimes, 
r^antes,  in  that  loo  tnie  tale 
,  sliown  how  all  such  efforts  Ml, 

I.X. 
*t  is  the  saddest— >and  more  sad, 
it  makes  us  smile ;  his  hero  's  right, 
in»ui>s  the  right: — to  curb  the  bad, 
object,  aud  'g.iinst  odds  to  fight, 
n:  '1  is  his  virtue  make^  him  mad! 
id  ventures  form  a  sorry  sight  j^ 
:ill  ia  the  great  moral  taught 
I  e]nc  unto  all  who  have  thought. 

X. 

injury,  revenging  wrong, 

le  damsel  and  destroy  the  caitiff; 

iiigly  the  united  strong, 

reign  yoke  to  free  the  helpless  native;— 

t  noblest  views,  like  nn  old  song, 

ere  fiincy*>  sport  a  thing  creative  ? 

Idle,  fame  through  thin  and  thick  sought? 

es  himself  but  Wisdom's  Quixote  ? 


XI. 


Cervantes  smiled  S^iain**  chivalry  away; 

A  single  laugh  demoliab'd  the  right  arm 
Of  lib  own  country ; — tddom  since  that  day 

Has  Spain  bad  heroes.  While  Eomance  could  charm, 
The  world  gave  ground  before  her  bright  array; 

And  therefore  have  his  volumes  done  such  harm, 
That  all  their  glory  as  a  composition 
Was  dearly  purchased  by  his  land's  pefxUtion. 

XII. 
I  'm  «  at  my  old  Lunes»— digression,  and  forget 

The  Lady  Adeline  Amundeville; 
TiM-fiiir  most  hital  Juan  ever  met. 

Although  she  was  not  evil  nor  meant  ill; 
But  Destiny  and  Passion  spread  the  net 

(Fate  is  a  good  excuse  for  our  own  will), 
And  caught  them;  what  do  they  not  calch,  methinks? 
^t  I  'm  not  OEdipus,  and  life  's  a  sphinx. 

zin. 

I  tell  the  tale  as  it  is  told,  nor  dare 

To  venture  a  solution :  «Davus  sum!* 
And  now  I  will  proceed  upon  the  pair. 

Sweet  Adeline,  amidst  the  gay  world's  hum. 
Was  the  queen  bee,  the  glass  of  all  that 's  fair; 

Whose  charmsmade  all  men  speak,  and  women  dumb . 
The  last  's  a  miracle,  and  such  was  reckon'd. 
And  since  that  time  there  has  not  been  a  second. 

XIV. 

Cliaste  was  she  to  detraction's  desperation. 

And  wedded  unto  one  she  had  loved  welt — 
A  man  known  in  the  councils  of  the  nation. 

Cool,  and  quite  English,  imperturbable. 
Though  apt  to  act  with  fire  upon  occaidon. 

Proud  of  himself  and  her ;  the  worid  could  tell 
Nought  a^ttnst  either,  and  both  seem'd  secure- 
She  in  her  virtue,  he  in  his  hauteur. 

XV. 

It  chanced  some  diplomatical  relations, 

AriMng  out  of  business,  often  brought 
Himself  and  Juan  in  their  mutual  stations 

luto  close  contact.     Though  reserved,  nor  caught 
Ry  speeious  seeming,  Juan's  youth,  and  patience, 

And  talent,  on  his  haughty  spirit  wrought. 
And  form'd  a  basis  of  esteem,  which  ends 
In  making  men  what  courtesy  calls  friends. 

XVI. 

And  thus  Lord  Henry,  who  was  cautions  as 

Reserve  and  pride  could  make  him,  and  full  slow 

In  judging  men— when  once  lilt  jndgmept  was 
Determined,  right  or  wrong,  on  friend  or  foe. 

Had  all  the  pertinacity  pride  has. 

Which  knows  no  ebb  to  its  imperious  flow. 

And  loves  or  hates,  disdaining  to  be  guided, 

Derause  its  own  good  pleasure  hath  decided. 

xvn. 

His  friendships,  therefore,  and  no  less  aversions. 
Though  oft  will  fbunde<i,  which  confirm'd  but  more 

His  prep«>Mrssions,  like  the  lawt  of  Persians 
And  .Medes,  would  ne'er  revoke  what  went  Itcfore. 

His  feelings  had  not  those  strange  fits,  like  tertians. 
Of  common  likings,  which  make  some  deplore 

What  they  should  laugh  at — the  mere  afoa  still 

Of  men's  regard,  the  fever  or  the  chill. 
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XVIII. 
«  T  is  not  in  mortals  to  command  Kucceas; 

But  do  you  morej  Semprouius — don't  deserve  \L» 
And  take  my  word,  you  won't  have  any  les8  : 

Be  wary,  watcU  the  lime,  and  always  serve  it; 
Give  j;enlly  way,  wliere  there  s  loo  great  a  press; 

And  for  your  conscirnrc,  ouly  learn  to  nerve  it, — 
For,  like  a  racer  or  a  boxer  training, 
T  will  make,  if  proved,  vast  efforts  without  puoiiic. 

XIX. 
Lord  Henry  also  liked  to  be  superior. 

As  most  men  do,  the  little  or  the  great; 
The  very  lowest  find  out  an  inferior. 

At  least  they  think  so,  to  exert  ilieir  sLite 
Upon:  for  there  are  very  few  things  wearier 

Thau  solitary  pride's  oppressive  weight, 
Whiclt  mortals  generously  would  divide,  ^ 

By  bidding  others  carry  while  they  rkle. 

XX. 

In  birth,  in  rank,  in  fortune  likewise  equal, 
O'er  Juan  he  could  no  distinction  claim; 

In  years  he  liad  the  advantage  of  time's  sequel ; 
And,  as  he  thought,  in  country  much  the  same — 

Because  bold  Britons  have  a  tongue  and  free  quill. 
At  which  all  modern  nations  vainly  aim; 

And  the  Lord  Henry  was  a  great  debater, 

So  that  few  members  ke|K  the  House  up  later. 

XXI. 

These  were  advantages:  and  then  he  thought — 
It  was  his  foible,  but  by  no  means  sinister — 

That  few  or  none  more  than  himself  had  caught 
Court  mysteries,  having  been  himself  a  minister: 

He  liked  to  teach  tliat  which  he  had  been  taught, 
And  greatly  shone  whenever  there  had  been  a  stir; 

And  reconciled  all  qualities  which  grace  man, 

Always  a  patriot,  and  sometimes  a  placeman. 

XXIL 

He  liked  tlie  gentle  Spaniard  for  his  gravity ; 

He  almost  honour'd  him  for  his  docility, 
Because,  though  young,  he  acquiesced  with  suavity, 

Or  contradicted  but  with  proud  humility. 
He  knew  the  world,  and  would  not  see  depravity 

In  faults  which  sometimes  show  the  soil's  fertility. 
If  that  the  weeds  o'erli\e  not  the  first  crop, — 
For  then  they  arc  very  difficult  to  stop. 

XXIIL 

And  then  he  talk'd  with  him  about  Madrid, 
Constantinople,  and  such  distant  places; 

Where  people  always  did  a.^  they  were  bid. 

Or  did  what  they  should  not  with  foreign  graces. 

Of  coursers  also  spake  (hey:  Henry  rid 

WVII,  like  most  Englishmen,  and  loved  the  races: 

And  Juan,  like  a  true-born  Audalusian, 

Could  back  a  hor&e,  as  despots  ride  a  Russian. 

XXIV. 

And  thus  acquaintance  grew,  at  noble  routs, 

And  diplomatic  dinners,  or  at  other — 
For  Juan  stood  well  both  with  Ins  and  Outs, 

As  in  Freemasonry  a  higher  brother. 
Upon  liis  talent  Henry  had  no  doubts. 

His  manner  show'd  him  sprung  from  a  high  mothrr 
And  all  men  like  to  show  their  hospitality 
To  him  whose  breeding  marches  with  his  quality. 


I 
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XXV.  i 

At-Blank-Itl.ink  Square  ; — for  we  ^llbryikisv: 
By  namiiif;  streets :   siuce  men  are  to  cencn* 

And  apt  to  sow  an  auilior's  wheat  with  luo. 
Reapiu{;  nUuuuoDft  private  and  ioghirioiR. 

Where  none  weraAdrcaml  of,  unto  lovrs  db* 
Which  were,  or  arc.  or  are  to  be  notonM, 

That  therefore  do  1  previously  decLire, 

Lord  Henry's  mansioa  was  ia  Biank-BUakJ^  r 

XXVI. 

Also  there  Liu  *  another  pious  reason 

For  making  squares  and  streets  ajooa^mim. 

Which  is  that  there  is  scarce  a  «inglc  srvei 
NVhich  dotli  not  sliakesome  ver)  ikpleadiL  Ua 

With  some  slight  heart-quake  of  domestic  irm- 
A  topic  scandal  doth  delif^t  to  rouse; 

Such  I  might  stunxble  over  uoawares. 

Unless  I  knew  the  irery  chastest  sqoam. 

XXVII. 

T  is  true,  I  might  have  chosen  Picradilk. 

A  place  where  peccadilloes  are  unkoowa. 
But  1  have  motives,  whether  wise  or  siUy, 

For  letting  that  pure  sanctuary  alone. 
Therefore  I  name  not  square,  street,  place,  asi 

Find  one  where  nothing  naughty  can  bf  bm 
A  vestal  shrine  of  innocence  of  heart : 
Such  are — but  I  have  lost  the  London  ckirL 

xxvin. 

At  Henry's  mansion  tlien  an  Blank-Blank  Sqtf- 
,W88  Juan  a  recherche,  welcome  guest. 

Aft  many  other  noble  scions  werf; 

And  some  who  had  but  talent  for  their  oat; 

Or  wealth,  which  is  a  passport  everywherr: 
Or  even  mere  ^shion,  which  indeed  <  ik  koi 

Recommendation,  and  to  be  well  dreis'«l 

Will  very  often  supersede  the  rest. 

XXIX. 

And  since  «  there  's  safety  in  a  multimde 
Of  counsellors,*  as  Solomon  has  vaid. 

Or  some  one  for  him,  in  some  sage  grave  bmc:' 
Indeed  we  see  the  daily  proof  dUplay  J 

In  senates',  at  the  bar,  in  wordy  feud. 
Where'er  collective  wisdom  can  parW. 

Which  is  the  only  cause  that  we  can  giM* 

Of  Briuin's  present  wealth  and  happiurss,— 

XXX. 

But  as  «  there  *s  safety  grafted  in  the  nomber 
Of  counacUorsM  for  men, — thus  for  th<>  in 

A  large  acquaiotaoce  lots  not  virtue  slumber; 
Or,  should  it  sliakc,  the  choice  will  morr 

Variety  itself  will  more  encumber. 

'Blidst  man  rocks  we  guard  more  ag^iotf  *>^ 

And  thus  with  women  :  howsoe'er  it  shock  jr«> 

Self-love,  there  's  safety  in  a  crowd  of  eaitDs^ 

XXXI. 

But  Adeline  had  not  the  least  occasion 
For  such  a  shield,  which  leaves  but  UtlktfK 

To  virtue  proper,  or  good  education. 

Her  chief  resource  was  in  l»er  own  high  sp^ 

Which  judged  mankind  at  their  due  eoiouM. 
And  for  coquetry,  sha  diadain'd  Co  wcirit 

Secure  of  admiration,  itoimprescion 

Was  faint,  as  of  an  every-nhiy  posscssioD. 


DON  JUAN. 


6-5 


XXXII. 
polite  witboui  |Mirade ; 
show'd  aClention  of  that  kind 
,  but  it  flattery  contey'd 
rt  as  canoot  leave  beUod 
tliy  either  wife  or  maid ; — 
lial  courtesy  of  mind, 
vere,  or  pass'd  for,  meriCorioiis, 
!  sad  Glory  for  being  glorioaa : 

XXXIII. 
I  respects,  save  now  and  then, 
lesolate  appendage.    Gaae 
es  of  those  disiinguish'd  men, 
r  are  the  puppet-shows  of  praiM, 
lersecuiion.     Gaxc  again 
I  favour'd ;  and,  amidst  the  LUat 
«  o'er  Uie  laurel-brow'd, 
ecocniie  7 — A  gilded  doiid. 

XXXIV. 

.  of  coarse  in  Adeline 

atrician  polish  in  the  addreas, 

in  pass  tiie  equinoctial  Una 

J  which  Nature  would  express; 

larin  liuds  nothing  fine, — 

manner  suffers  not  to  guess 

;  he  \iews  ran  greatly  please, 

ive  borrow'd  this  from  the  Ghioete— 

XXXV. 

Ilorjoe  :  his  «  yU  admirmri* 
e  call'd  the  «  Art  of  lUppinew;* 
ch  the  artists  greatly  vary, 
>t  yei  altain'd  to  much  success, 
expt-dient  to  be  wary : 
crrirs  don't  produce  distress ; 
usiusm  in  good  society 
but  a  moral  inebriety. 

XXXVI. 

IS  not  indiffrrent  t  fnr, 

<ommon-place!)  beneath  the  snow, 

olds  the  la«a  more 

ceUrm.     Shall  I  go  on  7— No ! 

down  a  tired  metaphor : 

'ten-used  volcano  go. 

>w  frequently  by  me  and  others, 

irr'd  up  tiM  iu  smoke  quita  amochen ! 

xxxvn.    . 

[ler  figure  in  a  trice  : 

»u  to  a  bottle  of  cliampagne? 

rery  vinous  ice, 

s  few  drops  of  that  immortal  rain, 

f  centre,  past  all  price, 

lid  glassful  will  remain  $ 

mger  than  the  strongest  grape 

■ess  in  its  expanded  sha|ie: 

XXX\1II. 
spirit  brought  to  a  quinteasence; 
*  chilliest  aspects  may  concentre 
ir  under  a  cold  presence, 
e  many — though  I  only  meant  her, 
now  deduce  these  moral  lessons, 
e  .Mu^e  ha<  always  sought  to  enter:— • 
people  are  beyond  all  price, 
u  've  broken  Uieir  confounded  ice. 


XXXIX. 

Hut  after  all  they  are  a  Nortli-West  passage 

Unto  the  glowing  India  of  the  soul; 
And  as  the  good  sliips  «»ent  upon  Uuit  metaage 

Have  not  exactly  ascertaiu'd  the  Pole 
though  Parry's  efforts  look  a  lucky  presage). 

Thus  gentlemen  may  run  upon  a  shoal ; 
For,  if  the  Pole  's  not  open,  but  all  frou 
(A  chance  still),  't  ia  a  voyage  or  vessel  lost. 

XL. 

And  young  beginners  may  as  well  eommenc« 
With  quiet  cruising  o'er  the  ocean  woman; 

While  those  who 're  not  beginners,  should  hava 
Enough  to  make  fnr  por%  ere  Time  thall  sanmon 

With  his  grey  gignal<tlag;  and  the  past  tense, 
The  dreary  ufuimus*  of  all  tilings  human. 

Must  be  declined,  whilst  life's  tliin  thread  's  qmn  out 

Between  the  gaping  iMlt^nd  gnawing  gout. 

XLI. 
But  Beaveo  muse  be  diverted:  iU  diversion 

Is  sometimes  truculeut — but  never  mind : 
The  world  upon  tlie  whole  is  wortli  the  aftertlon 

(if  but  for  comfort)  that  all  things  are  kind : 
And  tliat  same  devilish  doctrine  of  tlie  PMsian, 

Of  the  two  principles,  but  leaves  behind 
As  many  doubts  as  any  other  doctrine 
Has  ever  puuled  Faith  withal,  or  yoked  her  in. 

XLTI. 

The  English  winter — ending  ia  July, 
To  recommence  in  August— now  wa^  done. 

T  is  the  postilion's  paradise :  wheels  fly ; 
On  roads  east,  south,  north,  west,  there  b  a  rnn. 

Out  for  post-horses  who  finds  sympathy  I 
Man's  pity  's  for  himself,  or  for  his  son. 

Always  premiidng  that  said  son  at  college 

Has  not  contracted  much  more  debt  than  kaoiriedge. 

XLIII. 
The  London  winter 's  ended  in  July— 

Sometimes  a  little  later.     I  don't  err 
In  this :  wliatever  other  blunders  lie 

Upon  my  slioulders,  here  I  must  aver 
Mj  Muse  a  glass  of  Weatbcrology, 

For  Parliament  is  our  barometer; 
I<et  Radicals  iu  other  acu  attack, 
Its  sessions  form  our  only  almanack. 

XLIV. 
When  its  quicksilver's  down  at  aero,^lo! 

Coach,  chariot^  loggq^t  baggage,  equipage! 
Wlieels  whirl  from  Carkon  Palace  to  Soho, 

And  happiest  they  who  liorses  can  engage; 
The  turnpikes  glow  with  dust,  and  Rotten  Row 

Sleeps  from  the  chivalry  of  this  bright  age: 
And  tradesmen,  with  long  bills  and  longer  foces, 
Sigh,  as  the  post-boys  fasten  on  the  traces. 

XLV. 

They  and  their  bills,  •  Arcadiam  both,*'  are  left 
To  the  Greek  kalends  of  another  session. 

Alas!  to  them  of  ready  cash  bereft, 
Wliat  hope  remains  7    Of  hope  the  foU  possession, 

Or  generous  draft,  rono<*<lrd  a%  a  gift. 

At  a  long  date — till  they  can  get  a  ll|ph  one,— 

Ilawk'd  aliont  at  a  discount,  iimall  or  fuge,* — 

Also  the  solace  of  an  overcharge. 
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XLVI. 
But  these  are  trifles.    Downward  flfes  my  Lord, 

Nodding  beside  my  Lady  in  his  carriage. 
Away !  away!  «  Fredi  horses !»  are  the  word. 

And  changed  as  quickly  as  hearts  after  marriage ; 
The  obsequious  landlord  hath  the  change  restored ; 

The  post-boys  have  no  reason  to  disparage 
Thar  fee ;  but,  ere  the  water  d  wheels  may  hisB  hence. 
The  oitler  pleads  for  a  reminiscenoe. 

XLVII. 
T  is  granted;  and  the  valet  mounts  the  dickey— 

That  gentleman  of  lords  and  gentlemm ; 
Also  my  Lady's  gentlewoman,  tricky, 

Trick'd  out,  but  modest  Aiore  than  poet's  pen 
Can  paint,  «  Otriviaggino  i  rieckUm 

(Excuse  a  foreign  slipslop  now  and  then, 
If  but  to  show  I  've  travell'd;  and  what 's  travel. 
Unless  it  teaches  one  to  quote  a^  cavil?) 

XLvm. 

The  London  winter  tad  the  country  summer 
Were  well  nigh  over.    T  is  perhaps  a  pity, 

Whim  Maturi  wears  the  gown  that  doth  become  her. 
To  lose  those  best  months  in  a  sweaty  city, 

And  wait  udl  the  nightingale  grows  dumber^ 
Listening  Abates  not  very  vrise  or  witty. 

Ere  patriots  their  true  etnaUr/  can  rememKer; — 

Bat  there  's  no  diooting  ^ve  grouse)  till  September. 

lux. 

I  *ve  done  with  my  tirade.    The  world  was  gone; 

The  twice  two  thousand  for  whom  earth  was  made, 
Were  vanish'd  to  be  what  they  call  alone,— 

That  is,  with  thirty  servants  for  parade. 
As  many  guests  or  more;  before  whom  groan 

As  many  covers,  duly,  daily,  laid. 
Let  none  accuse  old  England's  hospitality — 
Its  quantity  is  but  condensed  to  quality. 

L. 
Lord  Henry  and  the  Lady  Adeline 

Depiarted,  like  ihe  rest  of  their  compeers, 
The  peerage,  to  a  mansion  very  fine  ; 

The  Gothic  Babel  of  a  thousand  years. 
None  than  themselves  could  boast  a  longer  line. 

Where  time  tlirough  heroes  and  through  beauties 
steers; 
And  oaks,  as  olden  as  their  pedigree. 
Told  of  their  sires,  a  tomb  in  every  tree. 

LT. 
A  paragraph  in  every  paper  told 

Of  their  departure :  such  is  modem  fame  : 
T  is  pity  that  it  takes  no  further  hold 

Than  an  advertisement,  or  much  the  same ; 
When,  ere  the  ink  be  dry,  the  sound  grows  cold« 

The  Morning  Post  was  foremost  to  proclaim — 
«  Departure,  for  his  country  seat  to-day, 
Lord  U.  Amundeville  and  Lady  A. 

LII. 

«  We  understand  the  splendid  host  intends 

To  entertain,  this  autumn,  a  select 
And  numerous  party  of  his  noble  friends  ; 

'Midst  whom,  we  have  heard  from  sources  quite 
correct. 
The  Duke  of  D  .f     the  shooting  season  spends, 

Will)  many  more  by  rank  and  fashion  deck'd; 
Also  a  foreigner  of  high  condition, 
The  envoy  of  the  secret  Russian  mission.* 


LHL 

And  thus  wo  see — who  doubts  die  Hornsf  Ni 
(Whose  articles  are  like  the  « thirty  nine.* 
Which  those  moat  swesr  to  who  bdievc  ffam  mt' 

Our  gay  Ross  ^giaxiiard  was  ordain'd  t»ijaim, 
Deck'd  by  the  ra^  reflected  from  his  hoM, 

With  Uiose  who.  Pope  saysv  *  F^*!?  <hraf  A^ 
"T  is  odd,  but  tme, — lust  war,  the  news  ahamM 
More  with  theae  dinnera  tbaa  the  kilTd  or  mm 

UV. 
As  thus :  «  On  Thuraday  there  was  ■  grvd  imt, 

Present,  lords  A.  B.  G.»~Eark,  dnke&.  byasa 
Announced  with  do  leas  pomp  than  virtorv'i  m> 

Then  underneath,  and  in  the  very  saosr 
Column:  «  Date,  Falmouth,  There  bashtelfhaN 

The  sbp-daah  ref^ment,  so  wdl  knovaiste; 
Whose  loss  in  the  late  action  we  regret  : 
The  vacancies  are  fill'd 


LV. 
To  Korman  Abbey  whirl'd  the  noble  par. 

An  old,  old  monastery  ooce.,  and  now 
Still  older  mansion,  of  a  rich  and  rare 

Mix'd  Gothic,  »och  as  artists  all  allov 
Few  specimens  yet  left  ns  can  compare 

Withal :  it  lies  perhaps  a  Utile  low. 
Because  the  monks  preferr'd  a  hill  b^ia^ 
To  sfadter  their  devotion  from  the  vrind. 

LVI. 

It  stood  embosom'd  in  a  happy  valley, 
Grown'd  by  high  woodlands,  where  t^ 

Stood  like  Garactacus  in  act  to  rally 

His  host,  with  broad  arms  'gaioM  the  tbmia'm 

And  from  beneath  his  boug^  vrere  sees  is  aif 
The  dappled  foresters — as  day  awoke 

The  branching  stag  swrept  down  with  all  bit  »< 

To  quaff  a  brook  which  mnrmard  like  a  bifi 

LVII. 

Before  the  mansion  lay  a  lucid  lake. 

Broad  as  transparent,  deep,  and  freshly  M 
By  a  river,  which  its  soften'd  way  did  take 

In  currents  through  the  calmer  water  s|maj 
Around :  the  wild  fowl  nei^tled  in  the  brake 

And  sedges,  brooding  in  their  liquid  bed. 
The  woods  sloped  downwards  to  iu  brink.  aad«» 
With  their  green  fiaces  fiz'd  upon  the  flood. 

Lvin. 

Its  outlet  dash'd  into  a  deep  cascade. 
Sparkling  with  fbani«  uutil  again  sabodioj 

Its  shriller  echoes — like  an  infant  made 
(^)uict— sank  into  softer  ripples,  glidio); 

Into  a  rivulet;  ^d,  tlius  allay'd. 
Pursued  its  eiUirse,  now  gleaming,  aoJ  oo«  ia* 

iLs  windings  through  the  woods;  now  ckv,B««U 

According  as  the  skies  their  shadows  threw. 

LIX. 

A  {jlorious  remnant  of   the  Gothic  pile 

(While  yet  the  church  was  Rome's)  stood  b^«^ 

In  a  grand  arch,  which  once  scrcen'd  uuny  «  n* 
These  last  had  disappeard — a  loss  to  art : 

The  lirst  yet  frown'd  superbly  o'er  the  *oil 
And  kindled  feelings  in  the  rougl>esc  beart 

Which  mouru'd  the  power  of  times  or  lemp^i^ 

In  gazing  on  that  venerable  arch. 
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LX. 
niche,  nigh  to  its  pionacle, 
saints  had  once  stood  sanctified  (a  stone: 
liad  fallen,  not  when  the  friars  MI, 
he  war  which  •itrurk  Cliariet  from  hit  throne, 
h  house  was  a  fbrtalice — as  tell 
lals  of  full  many  a  line  undone, — 
It  cavaliers,  who  fought  in  vain 
who  knew  not  to  resign  or  reign. 

LXi. 
igher  niche,  alone,  but  crown'd, 
gin  Mother  of  the  God-bom  child, 
ton  in  her  bless'd  arms  look'd  around, 
bj  some  chance  when  all  beside  wis  tpoifd ; 
the  earth  below  seem  lioly  groond. 
ly  be  superstition,  weak  or  wild, 
he  faintest  relics  of  a  shrine 
»rship  wake  some  thoughts  divine. 

LXII. 
window,  hollow  in  the  centre, 
f  its  glass  of  thousand  colourings, 
^hich  the  dr<>p(>n'd  glories  once  coald  alter, 
ng  from  off  tjic  sun  like  seraphs'  wings, 
IS  all  desolate :  now  loud,  now  fainter, 
e  sweeps  through  its  fretwork,  and  oft  si 
is  anthem,  where  the  silenced  quire 
iieir  hallelujahs  qucnch'd  like  firt. 

LXiir. 

noontide  of  the  moon,  and  when 
id  is  winged  from  one  point  of  heaTcn, 
ins  a  strange  unearthly  sound,  which  then 
'al — a  dying  accent  driven 
he  huge  arch,  which  soars  and  sinks  again, 
.■em  it  but  the  distant  echo  ^ven 
e  nigfit-wind  by  the  waterbll, 
onized  by  the  old  choral  wall: 

LXIV.  * 

u  some  original  shape  or  form,         m 
by  decay  perch  ince,  liatli  givea  the  power 
r«s  than  that  of  Mcmnon's  statne,  warm 
l*s  rays,  to  harp  at  a  Hx'd  hour) 
•y  ruin,  with  a  voire  to  charm. 
iJMTcne,  it  sweeps  o'er  tree  or  tower: 
I  know  not.  nor  cm  solve ;  but  such 
-I  've  heard  it, — once  perhaps  too  much. 

LXV. 
I  court  a  Gothic  fountain  play'd, 
ncal,  but  deck'd  with  cartings  quaint— 
?cs,  like  to  men  in  masquerade, 
e  prrlia|)S  a  monster,  there  a  Mint : 
gush'd  through  grim  mouths,of  granite  made, 
rklc<l  into  liasius,  where  it  synt 
rrent  in  a  thousand  bubbles, 
I  vain  glory,  aud  his  vainer  troubles. 

LXVI. 
3n's  self  was  vast  and  venerable, 
}re  of  the  monastic  than  has  been 
preserved :  the  cloisters  still  were  stable, 
\  too  and  refectory,  I  ween: 
te  small  chapel  had  been  able, 
npair'd,  to  decorate  the  scene; 
id  been  reform'd,  replaced,  or  sunk, 
more  of  the  baron  tluin  the  monk. 


LXYII.  ■ 

Huge  halls,  long  galleries,  spacious  chamber*,  join'd 

By  no  quite  lawful  marriage  of  the  arts. 
Blight  shock  a  connoisseur:  but,  when  combined, 

Korm'd  a  whole  which,  irregular  in  parts. 
Yet  left  a  grand  impression  on  the  mind. 

At  least  of  those  whose  eyes  are  in  their  hearts. 
We  gaze  upon  a  giant  for  his  stature. 
Nor  judge  at  first  if  all  be  true  to  nature. 

LXVl^ 
Steel  barons,  molten  the  next  genention 

To  silken  rows  of  gay  and  garterd  earis, 
Ghinced  from  the  walls  in  goodly  preservation; 

And  Lady  Maryn,  blooming  into  girls. 
With  fair  long  locks  had  also  kept  their  statioa; 

And  countesses  mature  in  robes  and  pearls : 
Also  some  beauties  of  Sir  Peter  I^ely, 
Whose  drapery  hints  wc  may  admire  them  fre«|y: 

aLXIX. 
le  ermine, 
Were  there,  with  brows  that  did  not  much  invite 
The  accuse<i  to  think  their  lorrlshipt  would  determine 

llin  cau«e  by  leaning  much  from  might  ft  ri|^t: 
Bisliups,  VI ho  had  not  left  a  single  sermon; 

Attorneys-general,  awful  to  the  sight,  ^^ 
As  hinting  more  (unle?«s  our  judgments  «l^  as) 
Of  tlie  «  Star  Chami>cri*  ilian  of  «  Habeas  Corpns.* 

LXX. 

Generals,  some  all  in  armour,  of  the  old 
And  iron  time,  ere  lead  had  ta'cn  the  lead; 

Others  in  wigs  of  Marlborough's  martial  fokl, 
lluger  than  twelve  of  our  degenerate  breed: 

Lordlings,  with  sUves  of  white  or  keys  of  gold: 
Nimrods,  whose  canvas  scarce  contain*d  the  steed; 

And  here  and  there  some  stem  high  patriot  stood. 

Who  could  not  get  the  place  for  which  he  sued. 

LXXI. 
But,  ever  and  anon,  to  soothe  your  vision. 

Fatigued  wiili  these  hereditary  glories. 
There  rose  a  Carlo  Dolce  or  a  Titian, 

Or  wilder  group  of  savage  Salvatores:  < 
Here  danced  Albano's  boys,  ami  here  the  sea  shone 

In  Vernet'4  ocean  lights;  and  there  the  stories 
Of  martyrs  awed,  as  Spagnoletto  tainted 
His  brusii  with  all  tlie  blood  of  all  die  sainted. 

LXXII. 

Here  sweetly  spread  a  landscape  of  Ixirraine; 

There  Rembrandt  made  his  dirknrss  equal  light. 
Or  gloomy  Ciravaggio's  gloomier  stain 

Bronied  o'er  some  lean  and  stoic  anchorite  :— 
But  lo !  a  Tciiiers  woo«.  and  not  in  vain. 

Your  eyes  to  revel  iu  a  livelier  sight: 
His  bell-mouth'd  goblet  makes  me  feel  quite  Danish* 
Or  Dutch  with  iliirst— What  ho  !  u  llask  of  Rhemsb. 

LXXIII. 
Oh,  reader  I  if  that  thou  canst  read,— and  know 

T  is  not  euough  to  s|>ell,  or  even  lo  read. 
To  constitute  a  reader :  there  must  go 

Virtues  of  whi«  h  both  you  and  1  have  need. 
Firstly,  begin  with  the  beginning  (though 

That  clausi*  is  liard),  and  secon<lly.  proceed; 
Thirdly,  comtmnice  not  with  the  end-^g|^iinoing 
In  this  sort,  end  at  least  «ilh  the  b«'gi 
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LXXIV. 
But,  reader,  thoa  hasi  patient  been  of  lat^ 

While  I,  without  remorse  of  rhyme,  or  fear, 
Have  built  and  laid  out  ground  at  Mich  a  rate, 

Dan  Phoebus  takea  me  for  an  auctioneer. 
That  poets  vere  so  from  their  earliest  date, 

By  Homer's  «  Catalogue  of  Ships  »  is  clear; 
But  a  mere  modem  must  be  moderate — 
I  spare  you,  then,  the  furniture  and  plate. 

iftLXV. 

The  mellow  autnoM  came,  and  with  it  came 
Tlie  promiied  party,  to  enjoy  its  sweets. 

The  com  is  cut«  the  manor  full  of  game; 
The  pointer  ranges,  and  the  sportsman  beats 

In  russet  jacket:— lynx-like  is  his  aim. 

Full  grows  his  bag,  and  wondei/ul  his  feats. 

Ah,  nulbrown  partridges!  ah,  brilliant  pheasants! 

And  ah,  ye  poachers ! — T  it  Mjtoort  for  peasant!. 

LXX^F 

An  English  autumn,  though  it  bath  no  tinea, 

Blushing  with  Bacchant  coronals  along 
The  paths,  iApr  which  the  fair  festoon  entwinea 

The  red  ^rape  in  the  snnny  landii  of  song. 
Hath  yet  a jprchased  choice  of  choicest  wines; 

The  cla4B%l>^  ^nd  the  madara  strong. 
If  Britain  moom  her  bleakness,  we  can  tell  her. 
The  very  best  of  vineyards  is  the  cellar. 

*  LXXVII. 

Then,  if -she  hath  not  that  serene  decline 

Which  makes  the  southem  autumn's  day  appear 

As  if  'i  would  to  a  second  vpring  resign 
The  season,  rather  than  to  winter  drear, — 

Of  in-door  comforts  still  she  bath  a  mine, — 
The  sea-coal  fires,  the  earliest  of  ilie  year; 

Without  doors  too  she  may  compete  in  mellow, 

As  what  u  lost  in  green  is  gain'd  in  yellow. 

LXXVIII. 

And  for  the  effeminate  viUeggiatura— 

Rife  with  more  horns  than  hounds — she  hath  thechaso, 
So  animated  that  it  might  allure  a 

Saint  from  his  beads  to  join  the  jocund  race; 
Even  Nimrod's  self  might  leave  tlie  plains  of  Dura,^ 

And  wear  tlie  Melton  jacket  for  a  «>pace^— > 
If  she  hath  no  wild  boars,  she  hath  a  tam« 
Preserve  of  bores,  who  ought  to  he  made  game. 

LXXIX. 

The  noble  guests,  assembled  at  the  ablKsy, 
Consisted  of — we  give  the  sex  the  pas — 

The  Duchess  of  Fitz-Fuike;  the  Couutess  Crabbey; 
The  Ladies,  Scilly,  Busey;  Ali.ss  Eclat, 

Miss  Bomhazeen,  Mim  Mackstny,  Miw  OTabby, 
And  Mrs  Rabbi,  the  rich  banker's  squaw : 

Also  lite  Honourable  Mrs  Sleep, 

Who  look'd  a  white  lamb,  yet  was  a  black  slieep. 

IJLXX. 

With  other  Countesses  of  Blank — but  rank; 

At  once  the  m  liei*  and  the  «elite»  of  crowds; 
Who  pass  like  water  filter'd  in  a  tauk. 

All  purged  and  pious  from  their  native  clouds; 
Or  paper  tnm'd  to  mouey  hy  the  Bank : 

No  mailer  ^iB  or  ^liy,  the  passport  shrouds 
The  «  passee*  fld  the  past ;  fur  good  society 
is  no  less  fumed  for  tolerance  thuu  piety  : 


That  ia,  up  to  a  certain  point ;  whkfa  piisl 
Forms  the  most  tiifttcult  in  punctMtiaa 

Appearances  appear  to  form  the  joiai 
On  which  it- binges  in  a  higher  suiioa, 

And  so  that  no  czploaioa  cry  «  aroiot 
Thee,  witch  !<•   or  each  Medea  h»  her  Iiw, 

Or  (to  the  point  witli  Horace  and  with  Pilc^ 

«  Qmne  tuUt  punctmtm,  quae  mutcmit  mtUe  iakii 

LXXXII. 

I  can't  exactly  trace  their  rule  of  ri^t. 
Which  laath  a  little  leaning  to  a  \oitrrt, 

i  've  seen  •  virtuous  woman  pat  dowa^on 
By  the  mere  combination  of  a  calcne 

Also  a  so-eo  matron  boldly  fight 
Her  %ay  back  to  tbe  vorld  by  dint  of  | 

And  thine  tbe  very  Stria  of  the  spheres, 

Escaping  with  a  fevr  alight   scaricM  loeen. 

LXXXin. 
I  *ve  seen  more  tban  I  *1I  say  .—bat  w«  «ifl  m 

How  our  vUUggiatmm  wtU  get  00. 
The  party  might  con^t  of  tliirty-tkrre 

Of  higlacat  caale — tbe  Bramins  of  tbe  l«. 
I  've  named  a  few,  not  foremost  in  dcgrM. 

But  ta'en  at  haxard  as  tbe  rhyme  ouy  rwL 
Byway  of  aprinkling,  scatter 'd  a moogkttka 
There  also  were  some  Irish  abaeotees. 

LXXXIV. 

Tliere  waa  Parollea,  too,  the  legal  bully, 
Who  liraiu  all  bis  baules  to  the  bar 

And  senate  :   when  invited  elsewhcra.  tislr. 
lis  showa  more  appetite  for  words  tbxi  «> 

There  was  1  be  young  bard  Rackrliym^.  vbi  W 
Come  out  aud  glimnoer'd  as  a  aia>wceb  lat 

There  was  Lord  Pyrrbo,  tqo,  «be  great  frnsbfl 

And  S^ John  Pottiedeep,  the  mighty  driaier 

.      LXtXiV. 

There  was  tbe  Duke  of  Oasli,  who  wi>  1— ^iiu 
M  Ay,  every  inch  a>»  duke  ;  there  were  t^rK* 

Like  Charlemagne's — and  all  such  peers  u  M 
And  intellect,  that  neither  eyes  nor  con 

Forcommonere  had  ever  them  mistook 
There  were  the  six  Miss  Rawboid}— prrirr  d: 

All  soog  and  sentiment ;  whose  hearts  vrn  rt 

Less  on  a  convent  tlian  a  coronet. 

LXXXVI. 

There  were  four  honourable  Misters,  who* 
Honour  was  more  before  their  names  thaov 

There  was  the  preux  Clicvalier  de  la  Rurf, 
Whom  France  and  Fortune  lately  (irit;nil:dv 

Whose  chiefly  harmless  talent  mas  to  jui-j^- 
But  the  clubt  found  it  rather  ^enoui  iic^ 

Because — such  was  his  ma^c  power  10  pkM- 

The  dice  seem'd  cbarm'd  too  with  hi»  rcpirv^- 

LXXXVIL 

There  was  pick  Dubious,  the  meuphy^iriio, 
Who  loved  pbilosopUy  and  a  good  duiacf , 

Angle,  the  soi-disaut  mathematician ; 
Sir  Henry  Silver-cup  the  great  ra«e-wioatf, 

There  was  the  licvcrend  Rodomoni  Pmi4». 
Who  did  not  bate  so  much  the  sm  a»  »vBB(r. 

And  Lord  Augustus  Fiix-Plouugenrl. 

Good  at  aU  things,  but  better  at  a  bet 
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LXXXVIII. 
nrk  Jnr(*nn.  the  gii^nntic  f^ardtmao; 
•ral  Kirefdcr,  famous  id  liie  field, 
ician,  and  no  left«  a  twonUman, 
last  «ar.  more  Yankee*  than  he  kill'd. 
le  wani;Uli  Welch  Jud(;e,  Jcffericft  llardsoiu, 
ve  ofHre  *o  completely  hkill'd, 
culprit  came  for  condemnatioa, 
jud^'t  joke  for  coiMolaiion.  M 

LXXXIX. 
nnr  aa  chess- l>oan{ — there  are  Kingt, 
li&hops  knighu,  rooks,  puwn«;  tlie  world's  a 
me; 

c  puppeu  pull  at  their  own  string 
^yay  Punch  hath  something  of  the  nae. 
le  hutlerfly,  hath  but  her  wingi^ 
I,  and  llit^  through  «Uier  without  aim, 
I  rely :  were  she  but  a  hornet,  w 

re  might  be  vices  which  would  Boani  Ic 

XC 
ten — but  ma<(t  not  forget — 
r,  rhe  latest  of  the  tiession, 
'liver  d  well  a  very  set 
|)eech,  his  tirst  and  maidenly  trmnsgmuoa 
t:  the  papers  echoed  yet 
debOt,  which  made  a  strong  imprmlou,  * 
with  what  is  every  day  di^play'd— 
irst  speech  chat  ever  yet  was  mads.* 

XCI. 
I  «  Hear  hims !«»  proud  too  of  his  Yds, 
virginity  of  oratory, 
,H  Icnruini;  (just  enough  to  quote), 
d  in  his  Ciceronian  glory  : 
»ry  excellent  to  get  by  rote, 
to  hatch  a  pun  or  tell  a  story, 
I  some  merit  and  with  more  effrontery, 
y's  pride,*  he  came  down  to  the  counirj. 

xai. 

vere  two  wit»  by  acclanution,  ^ 

from  Ireland,  Strongbow  from  the  Tweed, 
*«,  aud  both  men  of  education ;   ^ 
igI»ow'4  wit  was  of  more  |>olisird  breed : 
.IS  rich  in  an  imagiu;ition 
ful  and  hounding  >*%  a  steed, 
nch  stumbling  over  a  potatoe, — 
ngbuw's  best  things  might  have  coBSe  from 
I  to. 

xaii. 

WIS  like  p  new-tuned  liarpsichord ; 
;how  wild  as  an  iKolian  harp, 
I  the  winds  of  heaven  can  claim  aceord, 
e  a  music,  whether  Hat  or  sharp. 
ow's  talk  you  v^ould  not  cliange  a  word ; 
Ktw's  phrases  you  might  somctiflMSoarp: 
one  boru  so,  and  the  other  bred, 
heart — bin  rival  by  his  head. 

XCIV. 
term  a  heterogeneous  mass, 
em  bled  at  a  country  seat, 
s|>ecimen  of  every  cbss 
than  a  humdrum  tete-a-t^le. 
F  comedy  are  gone,  alas ! 
Higreve's  fool  could  vie  with  MoK^'s  Mr  ; 
moothed  to  that  excess, 
ers  hardly  differ  more  than  dress. 


XtJV. 
Our  ridicules  are  kept  in  the  back  ground, 

Ridiculous  cuough,  but  also  dull; 
Prdfrssions  too  are  no  more  to  be  found 

Professional;  aiKl  there  is  nought  to  cnll 
Of  folly's  fruit ;  for  though  your  fooU  abound. 

They  re  barren  and  not  worth  the  pains  to  poll. 
Society  is  now  one  polish*d  horde, 
Form'd  of  two  mighty  tribes,  the  Boret  and  Bortd, 

XCVI.* 
But  from  being  farmers,  we  mm  g'jW — .  gleaning 

The  scanty  but  right  well  lhresli'd%n  of  truth; 
And,  gentle  reader!  wlien  you  gather  mcauiog. 

You  may  be  Hoax,  and  I— modest  Ruth. 
Furtlier  1  'd  quote,  but  Scripture,  intervening. 

Forbids.     A  great  impression  in  my  youth 
Wns  made  by  Hfs  Adams,  where  she  cries 
«  That  scriptures  out  of  church  are  blnsphcnues.B7 

XCVIL 

But  when  we  can,  we  glean  in  tliis  vile  age 
Of  chaff,  although  our  gleanings  be  not  grisC 

1  must  not  quite  omil  the  ulking  sage, 
Kit-Cat,  the  famous  conversationist. 

Who,  in  his  common-place  book,  had  a  psn 

Prepared  each  mom  for  evenings.   «  Lisl|K  listl» 

«  AUs,  poor  ghost !»— What  unexpected  wofi 

Await  those  who  have  studied  their  bons-ttou! 

XCVIII. 
Firstly,  they  muit  allure  the  conversation 

By  many  windings  to  their  clever  clinch  ; 
And  secondly,  must  let  slip  no  occasion. 

Nor  hate  (abate)  their  hearers  of  an  incA, 
But  take  an  ell— and  nuke  a  great  sensatiou. 

If  possible;  and  thirdly,  never  flinch 
When  some  smart  talker  puts  them  to  the  test. 
But  seixe  the  last  word,  which  no  doubt 's  the  best. 

XGIX. 
Lord  Henry  and  his  lady  were  the  hosts ; 

Tlie  pirty  we  luve  touchj^on  were  the  guesu: 
llieir  ubie  was  a  board  toVnpt  even  ghosts 

To  pass  the  Styx  for  more  substantial  feasts. 
I  will  not  dwell  upou  ragoAts  or  roosts. 

Albeit  all  human  history  attests 
That  hippinesi  for  man — the  hungry  sinner  !— 
Since  Eve  ale  apples,  much  depends  on  dinner. 


W*itness  the  lauds  which  «  flow'd  with  milk  and  boney,i 

Held  out  unto  the  hungry  IsraeUtea : 
To  this  we  've  added  since  the  lo%c  of  money. 

The  ouJy  sort  of  pleasure  which  requites. 
Youth  hides,  and  leaves  our  days  no  longer  siumy ; 

We  tire  of  nu<ttresses  and  parasites : 
But  oh,  ambrosial  cash !  ah !  wlio  would  lose  thee  I 
When  we  no  more  can  use,  or  even  abuse  thee! 

a. 

The  gentlemen  got  up  betimes  to  shoot. 

Or  huut;  the  young  i>ecause  they  liked  the  sport— 

Tlie  (irkt  thing  boys  like  after  pby  and  fruit: 
The  middle-aged,  to  make  the  day  more  short; 

•For  ennui  is  a  growtli  of  Eugliith  root. 

Though  nameless  in  our  bnguage ;  we  ntort 

The  fact  for  words,  and  let  the  French  CMltftie 

That  awful  yawn  which  sleep  cannot 
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ai. 

The  elderly  walk'd  through  the  library. 

And  tumbled  books,  or  criticised  the  pictaret. 

Or  sauDter'd  through  the  gardens  piteously, 
Aod  made  upon  the  hothouse  several  strictures, 

Or  rode  a  nag  which  trotted  not  too  high, 
Or  on  the  morning  papers  read  their  lectures, 

Or  on  the  watch  their  longing  eyes  would  fix. 

Longing,  at  sixty,  for  the  hour  of  six. 

*CI1I. 
But  none  were  ^^tfi-^  the  great  hour  of  union 

Was  rung  by  ^muer  s  knell ;  till  then  all  were 
Blasters  of  their  own  time — or  in  communion. 

Or  solitary,  as  they  chose  to  bear 
The  hours,  which  how  to  pass  is  but  to  few  known.^ 

Each  rose  up  at  his  own,  and  had  to  spare 
What  time  he  chose  for  dress,  and  broke  his  fut 
Where,  when,  and  how  he  chote  for  that  repas^ 

CIV. 
The  ladies — some  rouged,  some  a  little  pale — 

Met  the  mom  as  they  might,     if  fine,  they  rode, 
Or  walk'd;  if  foul,  they  read,  or  Cold  a  tale; 

Sung,  or  rehearsed  the  last  dance  from  abroad  ; 
Discuss'd  the  fashion  which  might  next  prevail ; 

And  seMid  bonnets  by  the  newest  code  ; 
Or  cramm'd  twelve  sheets  into  one  Hltle  letter. 
To  make  each  correspondent  a  new  debtor. 

CV. 
For  some  had  absent  lovers,  all  had  friends. 

The  earth  has  nothing  like  a  she  epistle. 
And  hardly  hcaven-^becnase  it  never  ends. 

I  love  the  mystery  of  a  female  missal. 
Which,  like  a  creed,  ne'er  says  all  it  intends, 

Dut  full  of  cunning  as  Ulysses'  whistle. 
When  he  allured  poor  Dolon : — you  had  better 
Take  care  what  you  reply  to  such  a  letter. 

CVI. 

Then  there  were  billiards ;  cards  too,  but  no  dice ; 

Save  in  the  Clubs  no  m^K^f  honour  plays ; — 
Ik)ats  when  'twas  water,  sKMting  whrn  't  was  ice, 

And  the  hard  frosts  dcstroy'd  the  scenting  days : 
And  angling  too,  that  solitary  vice. 

Whatever  Isaac  Wullon  sings  or  says  : 
The  quaint,  old,  cruel  coxcomb,  in  his  gullet 
Should  have  a  hook,  and  a  small  trout  to  pull  it.^ 

CVII. 
With  evening  came  the  banquet  and  the  wine ; 

The  conversazione ;  the  duet. 
Attuned  by  voices  more  or  less  divine 

(My  heart  or  head  aches  with  the  memory  yet). 
The  four  Miss  Rawholds  in  a  glee  would  shine  ; 

But  the  two  youngest  loved  more  to  be  set 
Down  to  the  harp — because  to  music's  charms 
They  added  graceful  necks,  white  hands  and  arms. 

cvni. 

Sometimes  a  dance  (though  rarely  on  field  days. 
For  then  the  gentlemen  were  rather  tired) 

Display'd  some  sylph-like  figures  in  its  maze : 
Then  there  was  small-talk  ready  when  required ; 

Flirtation— but  decorous;  the  mere  praise 

Of  charnu  that  should  or  should  not  be  admired  ; 

The  hunters  fought  th(>ir  fox-hunt  o'er  agaii^ 

And  then  retreated  soberly — at  ten. 


The  politicians,  in  a  nook  apart, 

Discuss'd  the  world,  and  setlkd  all  tbeifhai: 

The  -wits  watch'd  every  loop-hole  for  i 
To  inCrodace  a  bon-nurt  bead  and  cais: 

Small  is  the  rest  of  those  who  would  he  < 
A  moment's  good  thing  may  have  ee^ibii 

Before  they  find  an  hour  to  introduce  it, 

^H^  then,  even  tkem^  some  bore  nuy  nikeiai 

ex. 

But  all  was  gentle  and  aristocratic 

In  this  our  party;  polish'd,  smooth, tad <wi 

As  Phidt^  forms  cut  out  of  marble  inic. 
There  now  are  no  Squire  Westerns,  as  o(^ 

And  our  Sophias  are  not  so  emphatir. 
But  £air  as  then,  or  fiiirer  to  heboid. 

We'mno  acccoaiplish'dliIackgaards.fikcT«J 

But  ^nlJemen  in  stays,  as  stiff  as  stosis. 

CXI. 
They  separated  at  an  early  boor; 

That  Ls,  ere  naidnight — which  i»  Loa^oaiM 
But  in  tbe  country  ladies  seek  their  bowr 

A  little  earlier,  than  tbe  waning  miooa. 
Peace  to  the  Uumbers  of  ^ch  fokled  fe^- 

May  tlae  rose  call  back  its  true  coloon  ««m 
Good  hours  of  feir  cheeks  are  tbe  fume  MR 
And  lower  the  price  of  rouge — at  least 


CANTO  XIV. 


Ir  frfln  groat  fil«itnrt<^  or  our  own  ahvw 
Of  thought  w«e  could  but  sn.itch  a  c/TtaiotT 

Perhaps  imrnkind  mi(;lit  find  th*"  path  tlifv 
But  then  'i  would  spoil  much  good  plui«y> 

One  system  cau  anbilier  up,  and  thU 
Much  as  old  Saturn  ate  his  prcgmy ; 

For  when  his  pious  consort  ga%e  him  «toot$ 

In  lieu  of  sons,  of  these  he  made  no  l>0Bev 

IL 

But  system  doth  reverse  tbe  ritan'abreakfis; 

And  eats  her  parents,  albeit  the  digmioa 
Is  difficult.     Pray  tell  me,  can  you  oaki'  hfi~ 

After  due  search,  your  faith  to  any  qin-^t**' 
Look  back  o'er  ages,  ere  unto  the  .«.tike  ha 

You  bind  yourself,  and  call  some  mnk  iteb«« 
Nothing  more  true  than  not  to  trust  vofflrse^; 
And  yet  what  are  your  other  evidcncrt? 

m. 

For  me,  I  know  nought ;  nothing  I  d«nr. 

Admit,  reject,  contemn  ;  and  mbal  koomjm- 
Except  perhaps  that  you  were  bora  to  dif  T 

Aadboth  may  after  all  turn  out  untree- 
An  age  may  come,  font  of  eternitY. 

When  noUiing  shall  be  eitlier  okl  or  oe^ 
Death,*$o  call'd,  is  a  tiling  which  mak*s  ■«««?• 
And  yet  a  third  of  lifie  is  paas'd  in  sleep. 


I  d(bu.  whicb  cRilium  n(RI) 
pBiinily  hi>  i lulling  braib, 
bfHii  allitc  iliia  dnailef  UHlh. 


lU  nuHl  dBptnic,  nliidi  will  iim 


VII. 

idrr,  noEltidg;  ■  laerr  ipHulalion 
my  •olr«oi«  >■— 'l  ii  my  w.j. 

d'luppcnnoif.  witboui  debyi 


I  ■   iitaw,  I  «iU  tboo  (he  1MJ  <h'  w 

Inv,  bonie  od  by  bumnn  bmib. 
Kcnnling  u  ibc  mind  glovi ; 
KbicU  Ilia  'twill  Sk  and  ilealb. 
which  ihc  mvard  lOiil  b«Uiid  Ibnvi: 
■  bubble  Bat  blswD  up  fur  pniw, 
iliT«ilb,M|»iBfi.Blplij.. 

■LI  bflwf  lot — orbthwd^ 

iDou|l  far  mr  lo  i«p  in  mioJ  ;— 

ureaf  ourlrkadi,  QuukiDd, 
Li  moir  >li(hl  lUoy  vriib  bnir : 


ihal  .  lo  wy.  ^  clrtBY-wli 
Ubcli  I.J  no  man.  >  f«w, 


SI. 
Bui  •  wby  ihvD  pubiiibTi- — Tbtrr  tn  no 

Ilk  in  mru,— why  do  you  pl»y  ■!  etrdi 
Why  drinkl   Why  rndl— Ta  mike  i 

Dd  wbal  [  write  I  n*i  upon  ihr  tlrejm 


k  llial  1 


XII. 


Soloail'xbfllkJfilbfr 
Thiiheliiill  111  natron  K 


Shr  gaibcn  a  rnatlary  of  hea, 
ifcoune  wilhw^PvHienndilighl 
Bui  niiHlIy  ilDDiiT  hnman  ibinfi  an 

Farias  miKhlnilh.elfir«ii|[hl,  aenumi 
nd  were  her  objtel  osly  llm  >  c»ird  glory, 


Lote,  Wiir.  a  teoipeii— wrely  iheir  *■  lariH) 
AitaivaumlBG'lllll'laf  bicobnlipDi 

A  bird'i  tyt  liew  uw  sf  Ihai  wiJd.  Society ; 
■  tlighi  ^ince  lUrowo  on  mrn  of  ernry  tU 


Wliaie'erilibowiwith 

nilb^a 

Bioalfa  munolo 

Of  ehiracler,  uilba«> 

llnulwbe  bare  gu  any 

SVII. 

Tb'y  break  iheir  nnki  and  gladly  1ei<t  thr  d 
But  ihen  the  nill-call  drawi  Ibini  faaeli  afnid. 

Aud  ibey  mau  he  « 

l)oubII«iiIi>a  brilliai 

UulwbeiiaFlheliru 

Iitu^i. 

«»b'(" 

l.l.he,«re    . 

nit: 
ub.t.Uy« 

lpall<— oltmRildid 

Thi>  paruliu  of  giliaiu 

^aadm 

""' 
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XYlll. 
Wlien  we  hftve  made  oar  loTe,  and  gBined  our  (jpuuiig, 

Dress'd,  Toted,  slione,  and,  mny  be,  aomething  more ; 
With  dandies  dined;  beard  «enators  declaiming; 

Seen  beauties  brought  to  market  by  the  score; 
Sad  rakes  to  sadder  husbands  chastely  taming; 

There 's  little  left  but  to  be  bored  or  bore. 
Witness  those  «  ei-de»antjeune»  hommesn  who  slan 
The  stream^  m>r  leare  tha  world  which  leatclh  cbem. 

XIX. 

T  is  said — indeed  •  general  complaint — 
That  no  one  has  succeeded  in  describing 

The  tnonde  exactly  as  tbey  ought  to  paint 

Some  say,  that  authors  only  snatch,  by  bribing 

The  porter,  some  slight  scandals  strange  and  quaint. 
To  furnish  matter  for  their  moral  gibing; 

And  that  their  books  have  but  one  style  in  commoD— 

My  lady's  prattle,  fiher'd  through  her  woman. 

XX. 

But  this  can't  well  be  true,  just  now;  for  writers 
Are  grown  of  the  beau  monde  t^rt  potential  : 

I  've  seen  them  balance  even  the  flBe  witli  fighters, 
Especially  when  young,  for  that 's  essential. 

Why  do  thdr  sketches  ^il  them  as  inditers 
Of,  what  they  deem  themselves  most  consequential. 

The  real  portrait  of  the  highest  tribe? 

T  is  that,  in  fact,  there  *s  little  to  describe. 

XXI. 

«  Baud  ignara  (o^aor  :w  these  are  na^a,  ^quarum 

PaA  parva/Kt,i»  but  still  art  and  part. 
Now  I  could  much  more  easily  sketch  a  harem, 

A  battle,  wreck,  or  history  of  the  heart, 
Than  these  things  ;  and  besides,  I  wislMo  spare  *em. 

For  reasons  which  I  chuae  lo  keep  tfpart. 
«  Fetabo  Cereris  sacrum  qui  v%Ugarity» 
Which  means,  that  vulgar  people  must  not  share  it 

XXII.  . 

And  therefore  what  I  throw  off  is  ideal — 

Lower d,  leaven'd,  like  a  history  of  Freemasons; 

Which  bears  the  same  relation  to  the  real. 
As  Captain  Parry's  voyage  may  do  to  Jason's. 

The  grand  Arcauum  's  uot  for  men  to  see  all ; 
My  music  has  some  roytitic  diapasons; 

And  there  is  much  which  could  not  be  appreciated 

in  any  manner  by  the  uninitiated. 

XXIII. 
Alas !  worlds  fall — and  woman,  ftince  she  fell'd 

The  world  (as,  since  that  history,  less  polite 
Than  true,  hath  been  a  creed  so  strictly  held). 

Has  not  yet  given  up  the  practice  quite. 
Poor  thing  of  usages !  coerced,  compell'd. 

Victim  when  wrong,  and  martyr  oft  when  right, 
Condemn'd  to  child-bed,  as  men,  for  their  sins, 
Have  shaving  too  entail'd  upon  their  chins. — 

XXIV. 

A  daily  plague  which,  in  the  aggregate. 

May  average  on  the  whole  with  parturition. 

But  as  to  women,  who  can  penetrate 

The  real  sufferings  of  their  she  condition  7 

Man  ■  very  sympathy  with  their  estate 
Has  much  of  selfishness  and  more  suspicion. 

Their  love,  their  virtue,  beauty,  education. 

But  form  good  housekeepers,  to  breed  a  nation. 


XXV. 

All  this  were  very  well  and  can't  be  better; 

But  even  this  is  difficult,  Hf^venkaovs' 
So  many  troubles  from  her  birth  beset  her. 

Such  small  distinction  between  frieods  uik\ 
The  gilding;  wears  so  soon  from  offbn-Srar, 

That bat  a«k  any  woman  iSfhit'd  cu« 

(Take  her  at  thirty,  that  is)  to  have  Uca 
FeAale  or  male  ?  a  schoolboy  or  a  qoeen^ 

XXVI. 

«  Petticoat  iiifluencei*  is  a  great  rqaoark 
Which  even  those  who  obey  would  fBabt*^ 

To  fly  from,  as  from  hungry  pikes  a  nxr^: 
But,  lunce  beneath  it  upon  earth  weaiYbfapj 

By  various  joltings  of  life's  hackney-coaci 
I  for  one  Tencrate  a  petticoat — 

A  garment  of  a  mystical  sublimity. 

No  matter  whether  russet,  silk,  or  Jamin. 

XXVII. 

Much  I  respect,  and  much  I  hare  adorn!. 

In  my  young  days,  tli.it  chaste  and  s^\^/a 
Which  holds  a  treasure,  like  a  miser\  IwjH. 

And  more  attracts  by  all  it  doth  coaceii- 
A  golden  scabbard  on  a  [>a masque  svori 

A  loving  letter  with  a  mystic  seal, 
A  cure  for  f^nef — for  what  can  ever  raaklr 
Before  a  petticoat  and  peeping  aade  7 

XXVIII. 
And  when  npon  a  silent,  sullen  day. 

With  a  Sirocco,  for  example,  blovring.— 
When  even  die  sea  looks  dim  with  all  it^  «fny 

And  sulkily  the  rivers  ripple  s  flowing. 
And  the  sky  shows  that  very  ancient  graj. 

The  sober,  sad  antithesis  to  glowing,— 
T  is  pleasant,  if  then  any  thing  i&  piraum. 
To  catch  a  glimpse  even  of  a  pretty  peasut 

XXIX. 

We  left  our  heroes  and  our  heroines 

In  tliat  filir  clime  which  don't  dcpead  vtcoi; 

(,)uite  independent  of  the  Zodiac's  tigoi, 
Though  ccruiuly  more  difhculi  to  rhviwH. 

Because  the  sun  and  stars,  and  aught  thai  sivsn, 
Mountains,  and  all  wc  can  be  most  soImiwji 

Are  there  oft  dull  and  dreary  as  a  ^n— 

WhcUier  a  sky's  or  tradesmaa's  is  all  oar. 


And  in-door  life  is  less  poetical ; 

And  out-of-door  liath  showers  a^  Biii^  "^ ' 
With  which  I  could  uot  brew  a  pistonfl. 

But  be  it  as  it  may,  a  b.ird  must  mert 
All  difficulties,  whether  great  or  *o»lL, 

To  spoil  hift  underiakint;  or  complete. 
And  work  away  like  spirit  upon  owiirr. 
Embarrass'd  somewliat  both  with  fiiv  aid  vaf* 

XXXI. 

Juan— in  this  respect  at  least  like  S3int!>— 
Was  all  things  unto  people  of  .ill  sons 

Andjived  contentedly,  without  complaiotN 
fnvmps  in  ships,  in  cottages  or  t-nom- 

Bom  with  that  happy  soul  which  %ek\om  fi»W 
And  mingling  motlestly  in  toils  or  sp-Kts. 

He  likewise  could  be  moat  things  to  aU  vmkb^ 

Without  the  coxcombry  of  certain  sAei 
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XXXII. 

:o  a  fbrci^^nrr  in  »trao£r ; 
ubject  to  th«  double  danger 

first,  aod  having  in  exchange 
liant  jesting  at  the  awkward  slnofer; 
d  been  early  taught  to  range, 

as  doth  an  Arab  lurn'd  avenger, 
ione«  or  charger,  hunter,  bi»rk, 
e  had  a  rider  on  iiia  bao/ 

XXXUI. 

this  new  field,  with  M>me  applanic, 
hedge,  ditch,  and  double  post,  and  rail, 

yined^^  and  made  but  few  *^  fkux  fHU^* 

Fretted  when  the  scent  'gan  fail. 

is  true,  some  statutes  of  the  laws 

; — for  the  sagest  youth  is  frail; 
hounds,  it  may  be,  now  and  then, 

r  several  country  gentlemen. 
XXXIV. 

'hole,  to  general  admiration 

ed  both  himxelf  and  hone  :  the  sqniret 

merit  of  another  nation: 

:ned  «  Dang  it  I  who  d  have  Ihoughl  itT»^ 

of  the  sporting  generation, 

M^,  and  rerall'd  their  former  fires ; 

m's  self  relented  to  a  grin, 

m  almoat  a  whipper-Ui. 

XXXV. 
f  trophies;— not  of  spear  and  shieM, 
and  bursts,  and  sometimes  foxes' brushes; 
wn, — although  in  this  I  yield 
sym|i^liy  a  Uriton's  blushes, — 
I  heart  like  courtly  Cliesterfiekl, 
■  a  long  chase  o'er  hills,  dales,  bnahcs, 
t,  though  he  rode  beyond  aV  price, 
ly,  «  if  men  ever  hunted  tmietlm 

XXX>1. 

quality  uucommon 
fters  after  a  long  chase, 
I  winter  ere  the  cock  can  summon 

I  drowsy  day  to  his  dull  race, — 
eeable  to  woman, 

soft  liquid  words  run  on  apace, 
istener,  whetlier  saint  or  sinner, — 

II  asleep  just  after  dinner. 

SXVII. 

I  airy,  stood  on  tlie  alert, 
in  the  best  part  of  dialogue, 
g  always  vh.it  they  might  assert, 
ag  to  the  topics  most  in  vogue ; 
ow  gay,  but  never  dull  or  |)ert ; 
g  but  in  secret — cunning  rogue! 
umed  to  make  an  error  clearer ; 
e  never  was  a  belter  hearer. 

XXXVIII. 

lanced ; — all  foreigners  excel 
.  Angles  in  the  eloquence 
e  ; — he  danced,  I  say,  right  well, 
laMs,  and  also  with  good  seiiKe—  f 
oting  indispensable  : 
without  theatrical  pretence, 
let-master  in  the  van 
nymphs,  but  like  a  gentlenun. 


XXXIX. 

Giaste  were  his  steps,  each  kept  within  due  booad. 
And  elegance  viras  sprinkled  o'er  his  figure ; 

Like  swift  Camilla,  he  scarce  skimm'd  the  groond. 
And  rather  held  in  than  put  forth  his  vigour ; 

And  then  he  had  an  ear  for  music's  souiid. 
Which  might  defy  a  crotchet-critic's  rigour. 

Such  classic  pas— sans  flavrs — set  off  our  hero. 

He  glanced  like  a  personified  bolero ; 

XL. 

Or,  like  a  flying  hour  before  Aurwra, 
In  Guido's  famous  fresco,  which  alone 

Is  wortU  a  tour  to  Rome,  although  no  more  a 

Remnant  were  there  of  the  old  world's  sole  thrtNie. 

The  «  toutemtmhUn  of  his  movements  wore  a 
Grace  of  tlie  soft  ideal,  seldom  shown. 

And  ne'er  to  be  described  ;  for,  to  the  dolour 

Of  bardaand  prosers,  words  are  void  of  cokwr. 

XLI. 
No  marvel  then  he  was  a  favourite ; 

A  full-grown  Cupid,  very  much  admired ; 
A  little  spoil'd,  but  by  no  means  so  quite; 

At  least  lie  kept  Ma  vanity  retired. 
Such  was  his  tact,  he  could  alike  delight 

The  chaste,  and  those  who  are  not  so  nweh  loepired. 
The  Duchess  of  Fitx-Fuike,  who  loved  «  frwcancn'e,* 
Began  to  treat  him  with  some  small  «  agtu;/nii.» 

XLII. 
She  was  a  fine  and  somewhat  full-blown  blonde. 

Desirable,  distinguish'd,  celebrated 
For  several  winters  in  the  grand,  grand  mtotuU. 

I  'd  ratlier  not  say  what  might  be  rebited 
Of  her  exploits,  for  this  were  ticklish  ground ; 

Resides  there  might  be  fiili^hood  in  what  'a  staled : 
Her  late  performance  had  b^n  a  dead  teC 
At  Lord  Augustus  Fitx-fHanlaganet. 

XLIII. 
This  noble  personage  began  to  look 

A  little  black  upon  this  new  flirtation  ; 
But  such  small  licenses  must  lovers  brook. 

Mere  freedoms  of  the  female  corporation. 
Woe  to  the  man  who  venturer  a  rebuke! 

T  will  but  precipitate  a  situation 
Extremely  disagreeable,  but  common 
To  calculators  when  they  count  on  woman. 

XLIV. 
The  circle  smiled,  then  whuper'd,  and  then  soecrM  ; 

The  Misses  bridled,  and  the  matrons  frown'd; 
Some  hoped  things  might  not  turn  out  as  they  fear'd; 

Some  would  not  deem  such  women  could  be  fmutd ; 
Some  ne'er  believed  one  half  of  what  they  heard  ; 

Some  look'd  perplex'd,  and  others  look'd  profound ; 
And  several  pitied  with  sincere  regret 
Poor  Lord  Augustus  Fitx-Plantaganet. 

XLV. 
Rut,  what  t*  odff,  none  ever  named  the  duke. 

Who,  one  might  think,  was  something  in  the  affair. 
True,  he  was  ab^nt,  and,  't  wa.^  rumoor'd,  took 

Rut  small  concern  about  the  when,  or  where. 
Or  what  his  consort  did  :  if  he  could  brook 

Her  g«irtie%  none  had  a  right  to  stare: 
1  heirs  was  thai  best  of  unions,  past  all  donbl. 
Which  never  meeu,  and  therefore  can't  fall  out. 


X. 
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XLVI. 

But,  oh  that  I  should  ever  pen  lo  cad  a  line ! 

Fired  witli  an  abstract  love  of  virtue,  she, 
My  Dian  of  the  Ephesians,  Lady  Adeline, 

Be^n  to  think  the  duchess'  conduct  free; 
Regretting  much  that  she  had  chosen  so  bad  a  line, 

And  vraxing  chiller  in  her  courtesy, 
Look'd  grave  and  pale  to  see  her  friend's  fragility, 
For  which  most  friends  reserve  their  sensibility. 

.    XLVII. 
There's  nought  in  this  bad  world  like  sympathy : 

T  is  so  becoming  to  the  soul  and  fsce ; 
Sets  to  soft  music  the  harmonious  sigh. 

And  robes  street  friendship  in  a  Brussels  lace. 
Without  a  friend,  what  were  humanity. 

To  hunt  our  errors  up  with  a  good  grace  ? 
Consoling  us  with — «  Would  you  had*thought  twice! 
Ah !  if  you  had  but  foUow'd  my  advice !» 

xLvm. 

Oh,  Job !  you  had  two  friends :  one  's  quite  enough. 

Especially  when  we  are  ill  at  ease; 
They  're  but  bad  pilots  when  the  'Vtaither  's  rough. 

Doctors  less  famous  for  their  cures  than  fees. 
Let  no  man  grumble  when  bis  friends  fall  ofF, 

As  they  will  do  like  leaves  at  the  first  breexe : 
When  your  affairs  come  round,  one  way  or  t'  other. 
Go  to  the  coffee-house,  and  take  another.* 

XLIX. 
But  this  is  not  my  maxim :  had  it  been, 

Some  heart-aches  h^  been  spared  me ;  yet  I  care  not — 
I  would  not  be  a  tortoise  in  his  screen 

Of  stubborn  shell,  which  waveft  and  weather  wear  not 
T  is  better  on  the  whole  to  have  felt  and  seen 

That  which  humanity  may  bear,  or  bear  not: 
T  will  teach  discernment  to  the  sensitive, 
And  not  to  pour  their  ocean  in  a  sieve. 

L. 

Of  all  the  horrid,  hideous  notes  of  woe, 
Sadder  than  owl-songs  or  the  midnight  blast. 

Is  that  portentous  phrase,  m  I  told  you  so,» 
Utter'd  by  friends,  those  prophets  of  the  past. 

Who,  'stead  of  saying  what  you  now  should  do. 
Own  they  foresaw  that  you  would  fall  at  last. 

And  solace  your  slight  lapse  'gainst  «  bonos  mor€Sf» 

With  a  long  memorandum  of  old  stories. 

LI. 
The  Lady  Adeline's  serene  severity 

Was  not  confined  to  feeling  for  her  friend. 
Whose  fame  she  rather  doubted  with  posterity, 

Unless  her  habits  should  begin  to  mend ; 
But  Juan  also  shared  in  her  austerity. 

But  mix'd  with  pity,  pure  as  e'er  was  penn'd : 
His  inexperience  moved  her  gentle  ruth, 
And  (as  her  junior  by  six  weeks)  his  youth. 

Lir. 

These  forty  days'  advantage  of  her  years-^ 

And  hers  were  those  which  can  face  calculation, 

Boldly  referring  to  the  list  of  peers, 
And  noble  births,  nor  dread  the  enumeration-* 

Gave  her  a  right  to  have  maternal  fears 
For  a  young  gentleman's  fit  education. 

Though  slie  wan  fur  from  that  leap-year,  whose  leap, 

In  female  dates,  strikes  time  all  of  a  heap. 


LRI. 

This  may  be  fix'd  at  somewhere  befve  thin- 
Say  seven-and-twenty ;  for  I  never  kw 

The  strictest  in  chronology  and  virtue 

Advance  beyond,  while  they  eonkl  paslnr 

Oh,  time !  why  dost  not  pause !    Thy  <<TTk.ai 
With  rust,  should  surely  ceaae  to  hick  ad  to 

Reset  it;  shave  naore  smoothly,  ai«o  slovcr. 

If  but  to  keep  tby  credit  as  a  mover. 

LIV. 

But  Adeline  was  far  from  that  ripe  a^, 
Whose  ripeness  is  but  bitter  at  the  bnt: 

T  was  rather  her  experienre  made  hers;i{e. 
For  site  had  seen  the  world,  and  <«tnoJ  Att 

As  I  have  said  in — I  forget  what  page; 
My  Muse  despises  refierence,  as  you  hxtt  pa 

By  this  time  ; — but  strike  six  from  ttntn-^otr* 

And  you  will  lind  her  sum  of  years  in  plao. 

LV. 

At  nxteen  she  came  out ;  presented.  vjonK^, 

She  put  all  coronets  into  comravlu»: 
At  seventeen  too  the  world  was  sttU  eoduM 

With  the  new  Venus  of  their  briliiant  cca 
At  eighteen,  though  below  her  feet  ^tiB  ptf 

A  hecatomb  of  suitors  with  devotion. 
She  had  couseutcd  to  create  again 
That  Adam,  call'd  «  the  happiett  of  meo-a 

LVI. 
Since  then   she   had   sparkled  throng  to 
winters. 

Admired,  adored  ;  but  also  so  correct 
That  she  had  puzzled  all  the  acntest  hintm, 

Without  the  apparel  of  being  circunspert 
They  could  not  evren  glean  the  &ligfatr«i  «{4fll 

From  off  the  marble,  which  had  no  de&c 
She  had  also  snatch'd  a  moment  san<«  her  b 
To  bear  a  son  and  heir — and  one  miv-utiip 

LVII. 
Fondly  the  wheeling  6re-flie«  flew  around  b 

Those  little  glitterere  of  the  London  nif.hi: 
But  none  of  these  posKcss'd  a  sting  to  wooaJ 

She  was  a  pitch  beyond  a  coxcomb's  tlt^kt 
Perhaps  she  wish'd  an  aspirant  profoun«kT; 

Bui,  whatsoe'er  she  wUh'd,  she  actfd  rifhc 
And  whetlier  coldness,  pride,  or  rirtue.  di^if 
A  woman,  so  she  *s  good,  what  does  it  jiguf 

LVIII. 

I  hate  a  motive  like  a  lingering  bottle. 
Which  with  the  landlord  m.ikes  too  Um^  i 

Leaving  all  claretless  the  unmoisten'd  ihroul 
Especially  with  politics  on  hand; 

I  hale  it,  as  I  bate  a  drove  of  cattle. 

Who  whirl  the  dust  as  Simooms  whiri  dK 

I  hale  it,  as  I  hate  au  argument, 

A  laureate's  ode,  or  servile  peer's  «  content* 

LIX. 

'T  is  sad  to  hark  into  the  roots  of  thin^. 

They  arc  so  much  iutertwi&ted  with  the  on 
So  that  the  branch  a  goodlv  verdure  flix^ 

I  reek  not  if  an  acorn  gave  it  birth. 
To  trace  all  actions  to  their  secret  springs 

Would  make  indeed  some  melancliolv  mirt 
But  this  is  not  at  present  my  concern. 
And  I  refer  you  to  wise  Oxenstiem.' 
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LX. 

i.svir. 

bdiiosFunDgaaecM. 

Of  (he  Jul  iiiom.  he  ad<ued  lib  ipouxi 

^rliar,  .>«c>ii'.d»^w» 

■m  dnn'i  know  Uul  ■  fam  jmi 

Tbii  dme  would  letnper  Juo'i  fiiuln  of  yoiiih; 

■d  nn\s  quite  on  i  diffcrral  lUI 

Tim  young  imd  ninly  nud'  mDnmk  nwt; 

Droihtrliod..  uDblr»'d  wiih  JKric, 

Tbm  oppouiion  only  mare  iinehA 

l»i  br  ■uch  tm  •  hernia  cnrc  k)- 

Bui  here  ■  meaeDger  breughl  io  dHpilchei  -. 

MinfmoKcilloUkf 

And  being  of  Ihe  Foaneil  cilTd  •  thp  V^-t-' 

»..». ..  .h.  [iH...Ehi  «igi.i  b«i  i.p«i* 

Lord  Hnry  walked  inlo  hU  «bin-t. 

r  pragnw  at  Uib  •id  muuke. 

To  fumiih  midpr  for  tome  fuluir  U>y 

gbl  with  wme  umpliri.j  iodnd; 

To  tell  bow  he  rtdufed  ibr  inliua'i  debt ; 

B«  H  bold  ncn  ■!  Ib«  ilakc. 

ptc  iD  iJ.(  wofid,  .nd  dotli  ooi  and 

II  i.  bec.u«  1  do  nol  know  Ibem  jr.. 

«p.li"''«''T  ■'■"'•  ""■«<. 

IK  lw>  in  uicr  bcms  d<  Ire  led. 

To  (ome  beiwoen  miae  epic  ind  lu  indei. 

ixn. 

LXIX. 

^^H 

llul  ihf  hard  Ihr  my  oonl : 

Gul  ere  he  wenl.  he  edded  >  tlighl  hint. 

>  wu  in  i-ndoriBi;.  mirrfcd  mio. 

.tlilitlT-"-'"«l°l'«™ 

And  p««,  ft>r  oiui  of  belief,  ihoirjib  no)  Dew: 

Then  brake  hit  pockel,  [o  lee  whal  wii  in  1. 

»DfbHen«-iuliiai.», 

And  hi-lng  oiuiUt  ghnced  ii  Ihrougb. 

q«.r«l(Mht™n-du.f«.) 

Reiired i  ud.  ■.  he  oenl  ooi.  «I«It  hi«d  her, 

Augiuiiu  FiD-PliinUpiDcL 

L<H  like  ■  youns  wife  Ihn  in  Iged  liuer 

LKX. 

Pnwi  of  hii  birth,  ind  proud  of  nrry  ibing : 

K  pwttif,  ptHioni  pli^un.  vhicb  biuoi 

Aeoodlypiri.  fnr,,u..di«,i, 

rilb  cipricm  wfl  lod  dMT, 

A  figure  fit  lo.«ilk  befim  •  king  -.                    • 

1  Bair  I  quiml.  wlien  Ihij  sin'i 

Tall,  tialely,  bnn'd  Io  lead  the  courtly  nn 

,  urb  diy  of  ibe  dtligrilfu]  jmr; 

,  lonuriD-i.  »  Iliry  frmf  or  glnw, 

1  i(  worn  of  >U— won't  kl  tou  go ; 

IHI. 

lU.>(,Ulun..,<""G«>u'>1>«l. 

oWertHofbiniinlhrEDd, 

tfani  •  pom  Hul  thould  dmd 

Whirl,  pmiy  womrB— the  meel  lou!.!— tall  loul. 

of  chute  IiWiBoi  for  ■  friend ; 

Cer«ei  it  waa  nnl  body ;  he  wu  well 

«hb«lwlobr-rford»d. 

■r  ■  bean  ■  aoiniui  Iotm  io  fmd. 

kmiir^rli.i.r.  bi!  nall^  •!«•»>«.• 

D  Ihe  n>rllQi.ing  of  htr  hurt, 

Hlh  knev  or  Ihouglx  it  knew  no  guile, 

Whicb.  For  wbai  1  koow,  may  of  yore  hne  led 

ehKcoiiiiKlJaia.     Wlih  i  tmUe 

To  Homcr'i  Iliad,  aince  it  drew  to  Troy 

rhnrdherpl.»or.nI».rl 

The  Greek  e>e,  Helen,  rroB  Ihe  Spi""'>  *^  : 

Tboogb  on  [he  whole,  no  doubt,  the  Dardin  boy 

r'd,  ILkf  >  •UMmin  or  m  pnphcl. 

Waa  much  iafirior  Io  King  Henelanai— 

lU  Ihal  .h>  coald  B»ko  DcHbipg  oF  il. 

Bui  thm  it  b  iome  women  wiU  belray  ui. 

LXVI. 

L^III. 

Then  ia  an  awkward  ihing  which  miKh  perplota, 

odT'.  bauH.bul.be  kiBg-.. . 

[Tnleu  like  wine  l^reahn  we  had  proied 

.b,n«.eTJudB«lf™,«-h.,.pp«,-d, 

Ry  luma  the  diffemre  of  Ihe  tneral  aew : 

•l>«Ds  r«»n,  of  IhoK  ion.  of  lUsgi:. 

Neither  ran  ihow  quite  ham  they  wouhl  br  loied. 

11  -Junn  hid  marc  bnb  ihin  bard, 

The  •entiaenlil  bMila  Io  be  unmond; 

i]y,  *hal  nerd  hirdl)  be  laM  Iwla,- 

But  boib  Utgelber  form  a  kind  of  cenlanr. 

J  bul  nrely  ome  rrom  p»d  .dTice.. 

Upon  whote  back  'l  ia  heller  aol  lo  venture 

J 

« 
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LXXIV. 

A  tomeChing  all-sufficient  for  the  heart 

Is  that  for  which  the  sex  are  alwayi( 
But  how  to  fill  up  that  same  Tacant  part — 

There  lies  the  rub— and  this  they  are  bat  weak  in. 
Frail  mariners  afloat  without  a  chartt 

They  run  before  the  wind  through  high  seas  breaknig; 
And  when  they  have  made  the  shore,  through  every  shock, 
T  is  odd,  or  odds,  it  may  tura  out  a  rock. 

LXXV. 

There  is  a  flower  call'd  « love  in  idleness,» 

For  which  see  Shakspeare's  ever-hJooming  garden;— 

I  will  not  make  his  great  description  less. 
And  beg  his  British  godship's  humble  pardon. 

If,  in  my  extremity  of  rhyme's  distress, 
I  touch  a  single  leaf  where  he  is  warden ; 

But  though  the  flower  is  different,  with  the  French 

Or  Swiss  Rousseau,  cry,  «  voila  la  pervenckefn 

LXXVI. 
Eureka!     I  have  found  it!     What  I  mean 

To  say  is,  not  that  love  b  idleness, 
But  that  in  love  such  idleness  has  been 

An  accessory,  as  I  have  cause  to  guess. 
Hard  labour  *s  an  indifferent  go-between ; 

Your  men  of  business  arc  not  apt  to  express 
Much  passion,  since  the  merchant-ship,  the  Argo, 
Convey'd  Medea  as  her  supercargo. 

LXXVII. 
«  Beatus  ilU  procul»_  from  «  n€gotiis,» 

Saith  Horace;  the  great  little  poet's  wrong; 
His  other  maxim,  «  Noscitur  a  socu5,» 
.  .Ts^uch  more  to  the  purpose  of  his^ng ; 
Though  even  that  were  sometimes  too  ferocious, 

Unless  good  company  he  kept  too  long; 
But,  in  his  teeth,  whate'er  their  state  or  station. 
Thrice  happy  they  who  have  an  occcqntion! 

Lxxvm. 

Adam  exchanged  his  paradise  for  ploughing; 

Eve  made  up  millinery  with  fig-leaves — . 
The  earliest  knowledge  from  the  tree  so  knowing. 

As  far  as  I  know,  that  the  church  receives  : 
And  since  that  time  it  need  not  cost  much  showing, 

That  many  of  the  ills  o'er  which  man  grieves. 
And  still  more  women,  spring  from  not  employing 
Some  hours  to  make  the  remnant  worth  enjoying. 

LXXIX. 
And  hence  high  life  is  oft  a  dreary  void, 

A  rack  of  pleasures,  where  we  must  invent 
A  something  wherewithal  to  be  annoy 'd. 

Bards  may  sing  what  they  please  about  content; 
Contented,  when  translated,  means  but  cloy'd ; 

And  hence  arise  tlie  woes  of  sentiment. 
Blue  devils,  and  blue-stockings,  and  romances 
Reduced  to  practice,  and  perform'd  like  dances. 

LXXX. 

I  do  declare,  upon  an  affidavit, 

Romances  I  ne'er  read  hke  those  I  have  seen; 
Nor,  if  unto  the  world  I  ever  gave  it. 

Would  some  believe  that  such  a  tale  had  been  : 
But  such  intent  I  never  had,  nor  have  it; 

Some  truths  are  better  kept  behind  a  screen, 
Especiiilly  when  they  would  look  Uke  lies ; 
1  therefore  deal  in  generalities. 


•  An  oyster  may  be  crocs d  in  lotc^— «i^ 
Because  he  mopech  idly  in  has  sbeB, 

And  heaves  a  lonely  aabteraqoeoBs  «|^ 
Much  as  a  monk  may  do  will^  hacdl. 

And  a  propos  of  mooks,  their  piety 
Wtth  sloth  hath  found  it  difficaUtodML 

Those  vegetables  of  the  catholic  creed 

Are  apt  exceedingly  to  nu  to  seed. 

Lxxxn. 

Oh,  ^Iberfbrce !  tboa  man  of  bbck  nam 
Whose  merit  none  enough  can  siiif  «9^ 

Thou  hast  struck  one  immense  coUmsk  iM 
Thou  moral  Washington  of  Africa! 

But  there  's  another  little  thing,  I  owa, 
W^hich  you  should  perpetrate  some  «■■ 

And  set  tlie  other  half  of  earth  to  righii: 

You  have  freed  the  black* — now  (May  that ^ 

LSXXia 
Shut  up  the  bald-coot  bully  Alexander; 

Ship  off  the  holy  three  to  Senegal; 
Teach  them  that  w  sauce  for  goose  is  VKt 

And  ask  them  how  they  like  to  be  ia  iki 
Shut  up  each  high  heroic  salamander, 

Who  cats  fire  gratis  (since  the  piY*&bat 
Shut  up — no,  not  the  king,  hut  the  fAnia 
Or  eke  't  will  cost  us  all  another  milUoa. 

LXXXIV. 
Shut  up  the  world  at  large;  let  Bedltmsa 

And  you  will  be  perhaps  surprtztrd  i«  fi 
All  tilings  pursue  exactly  the  came  roote, 

As  now  with  those  of  so«-«luant  sound i 
This  I  could  prove  beyond  a  single  doobt, 

Were  there  a  Jot  of  sense  among  ouaki 
But  till  that  point  d'appui  is  found,  alas! 
Like  Archimedes,  I  leave  earth  at  *t 


LXXXV. 

Our  gentle  Adeline  had  one  defect— 
Her  heart  was  vacaut,  though  a  »plmdi 

Her  conduct  had  been  perfectly  corrtu. 
As  she  had  seen  nought  claiming  its  n 

A  wavering  spirit  may  be  easier  wrv*ckd, 
Because  't  is  frailer,  doubtless,  than  j  d 

But  'when  the  latter  works  its  own  undoi 

Its  inner  crash  is  like  an  earthquake's  re 

LXXXVI. 

She  loved  her  lord,  or  thought  so ;  bat  tf 
Cost  her  an  effort,  which  is  a  sad  toil. 

The  stone  of  Sy^pUus,  if  once  wc  mote 
Our  feelings  'gainst  the  nature  of  the  i 

She  had  nothing  to  complain  of.  or  reprt 
No  birkcrings,  no  connubial  turmoil: 

Their  union  was  a  model  to  behold. 

Serene  and  noble, — conjugal  hut  cold. 

LXXXVII. 

There  was  no  great  disparity  of  vrtirv, 
Though  much  in  temper;  hut  thev  nere 

They  moved  like  star»  united  in  their  ip6 
Or  like  the  Rhone  by  Leman'^  vntert « 

Where  mingled  and  yet  separate  appears 
Tlic  river  from  the  lake,  all  bludy  d»l 

Through  the  serene  and  placid  gUs»y  deq 

Wliich  fain  would  luU  its  river-child  to  si 


LXXXVIII. 

.conc<l»dM'«»i« 
g,  howwwtliemielitfl 


Abu'  by  Allupcnrqi 


1  loo  rmdilT  inprntd. 

LXXMX 
i>,  iha  kid  llul  liukiag  dgmsn 

Bt1ir«»  md  lluilddublj  DKEPBd— 

D  Ihei  •ucoxd ;  biU  grullT  bluiDdd 


V(7l  midr  Ihcmiirr^aF 


Wbo  (<Highl,  ud  Bgtii.  in  abKDce  liw,  mj  Ulllsi. 
"  spile  the  inae  wdcly'i  Joud  nlUo. 


*i  prwDi  I  im  glad  of  ■  pninKc 
0  letHK  Ihrm  boTniii^  ■«  ihr  fffrcr  it  finip. 


i..,l»dilHriir.ae.h>olJT 
poimon  Bympiiriiy 


infill 


htm 


To  Ibi  I 

Say  fooif ihing  U  Ihi  purpau.  lod  dafbj 
Comidcnbls  ukol  la  nj  wiir. 

ill.  I  beg  aJJ  ran  u  hxhur 
ripaiingnigU  ibou  Ihc  miiuv ; 

Thry  U  only  nulu  miaulwa  aboul  Ihahiir. 
Auil  Joan  iw,  npeciallir  Iba  lallar. 

And  ■•IwJJ  ukaa  nurh  moir •rriou* air 


ulifihrrilo.'iwi 


xav. 

irilhia  iLibrtatl  thavFry  ^nn 

1 1  IbioiJi  mora  quithly  find  a  lerm 
I  Ibrougb  nalurci  wbsle  aDalogin  : 

mi  li»r  ndlru  liublaiDg  in  lh>  ikia 
•<>'t  wry  lillr  t»yaa»UBb : 


11o»  difFcrcnily  iha  *urid  auuld  nw 

Tlw  oew  Ksrid  >«uM  ba  aolbiag  U 
If  tfmi  Cnluinbut  of  ibe  monl  trmi 
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cn. 

What  «  antm  tast  and  details  idle*  then 

Would  be  diceover'd  iu  the  human  sool ! 
What  ice-bergs  in  the  hearU  of  mighty  men. 
With  sel^4o▼e  in  the  centre  as  their  pole ! 
What  Anthropophagi  are  nine  of  ten 
■'*  Of  those  who  hold  the  kingdoms  in  coatrool ! 
Were  things  but  only  call'd  by  their  right  name, 
Cvsar  himself  would  be  ashamed  of  Csme. 


CANTO  XV. 


I. 

An ! what  should  follow  slips  from  my  reflection : 

Whateyer  follows  ne'ertheless  may  be 

As  k  propos  of  hope  or  retrospection, 
As  though  the  lurking  thought  had  fSoUow'd  free. 

All  present  life  u  but  an  interjection. 
An  «  Oh !»  or  «  Ah !»  of  joy  or  misery. 

Or  a  «  Ha!  ha!*  or«  Bah!»— ayawn,  or  «Pooh!» 

Of  which  perhaps  the  latter  is  most  tme. 

II. 
But,  more  or  less,  the  whole 's  a  syneoptf , 

Or  a  singultus — emblems  of  emotion. 
The  grand  antithesis  to  great  ennui. 

Wherewith  we  break  our  bubbles  on  the  ocean, 
That  watery  outline  of  eternity, 

Or  miniature  at  least,  as  is  my  notion, 
Which  ministers  unto  the  soul's  delight. 
In  seeing  matters  which  are  out  of  sight. 

in. 

But  all  are  better  than  the  sigh  supprest, 

GorrodiDg  in  the  cavern  of  the  heart. 
Making  the  countenance  a  mask  of  rest, 

And  turning  human  nature  to  an  art. 
Few  men  dare  show  their  thoughu  of  worst  or  best ; 

Dissimulation  always  sets  apart 
A  comer  for  herself;  and  therefore  fiction 
Is  that  which  passes  with  least  contradiction. 

IV. 
Ah !  who  can  tell?  Or  rather,  who  can  not 

Remember,  without  telling,  passion's  errors  T 
The  drainer  of  oblivion,  even  the  sot. 

Hath  got  blue  devils  for  his  morning  mirrors : 
What  though  on  Lethe's  stream  he  seem  to  float. 

He  cannot  sink  his  tremors  or  his  terrors ; 
The  ruby  glass  that  shakes  within  his  hand 
Leaves  a  sad  sediment  of  Time's  worst  sand. 

V. 

And  as  for  love — Oh,  Love! We  will  proceed. 

The  Lady  Adeline  Aroundeville, 
A  pretty  name  as  one  would  wish  to  read. 

Must  perch  harmonious  on  my  tuneful  quill. 
There  's  music  in  the  sighing  of  a  reed ; 

There 's  music  in  the  gushing  of  a  rill ; 
There  's  music  in  all  things,  if  men  had  ears: 
Their  earth  is  bnt  an  echo  of  the  spheres. 


VL 
The  Lady  Adeline,  right  hoooonye, 

Aodhoooar'd,  ran  a  risk  of  grawiaflaa 
For  few  of  tbe  soft  sex  are  vary  siaUc 

In  their  raolvea— alas!  that  I  shoaldcaif 
They  diffier  aa  vioe  difCers  from  its  Ubd, 

When  once  decanted ; — ^I 
Bnt  will  not  awear :  yet  both 
Till  old,  may  undecyo  adulteriian. 

vn. 

But  Adeline  was  of  tbe  purest  vintigr. 
The  unmingled  essence  of  the  grspe;  tdn 

Bright  as  a  nevr  Napoleon  from  it^  ouataft. 
Or  glorious  as  a  diamond  richly  set;         I 

A  page  where  Time  should  hentaie  to  pnii|i ' 
And  for  which  nature  might  forego  kaMt' 

Sole  creditor  whose  process  dothinvoKeiBl 

The  luck  of  H»m^t»>|>  every  body  solveu. 

VIII. 
Oh,  Death!  thoa  dunnest  of  aU  dnas!  tbssM 

l.nockest  at  doors,  at  first  with  m«le*t  ttf^ 
Like  a  meek  tradesman  when  approjcfaiB|f# 

Some  splendid  debtor  he  would  takrbfSf 
But  dh  denied,  as  patience  'gins  to  fail,  kc 

Advances  witn  exasperated  rap. 
And  (if  let  in)  insists,  in  terms  nnhanAwe. 
On  ready  money  or  «  a  druH  on  Eanf0B.> 

K. 
Whate'er  thou  takest,  spare  awhile  poor  h^. 

She  is  so  rare,  and  thou  hast  so  nradi  p«R 
What  though  she  now  and  then  may  Uip  hmt 

The  more  's  the  reason  why  yoa  ought  »m 
Gaunt  Gourmand!   with  whole  aatioo«hr]«i 

You  should  he  civil  in  a  modest  way: 
Suppress  then  some  slight  feminine  disrMS» 
And  take  as  many  heroes  as  Heaven  pleaia. 

X. 

Fair  Adeline,  the  more  ingenuous 

Where  she  w.is  intrrvsted  (as  was  said), 

Because  she  was  not  apt,  like  some  of  us. 
To  like  too  readily,  or  too  high  bred 

To  show  it — points  we  need  not  now  diwoa- 
Would  give  up  artlessUy  both  heart  anJ  bod 

Unto  such  feelings  as  seem'd  innocent. 

For  objects  worthy  of  the  sentiment. 

XI. 

Some  parts  of  Juan*s  history,  which  rniiMsr, 
That  live  gazette,  had  scatter'd  to  disti^sn. 

She  had  heard ;  but  wonaen  hear  with  morr  pd 
Surh  aberrations  than  wr  men  of  ripmr. 

Besides  his  conduct,  since  in  England,  grrw  aa 
Strict,  and  bis  mind  assumed  a  maahrrnpi 

Because  he  bad,  like  ALcibiadcs, 

The  art  of  living  in  ail  dimes  with  ease. 

XII. 

His  manner  was  perhaps  tbe  more  sedoctife. 

Because  he  ne'er  seemed  aniious  to  «dact, 
Nothing  affected,  studied,  or  constrnctive 

Of  coxcombry  or  conquest:  no  alMue 
Of  his  attractions  ntarr'd  the  fair  persp«uw. 

To  indicate  a  Cupidon  broke  looae. 
And  seem  to  say,  «  resist  us  if  you  can*— 
Which  makes  a  dandy  while  it  moik  a  oua. 
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xni. 

ong—thai's  not  th«  v»y  to  tef  abovt  it; 
f  told  the  truth,  could  wdl  be  ahova. 
r  wroBC,  Doo  Joan  ivaa  without  it; 
b  manner  was  his  own  alone: 
ras — at  least  yon  could  not  doubt  it, 
If  merely  to  his  voice's  tone. 
ith  not  in  all  his  quiver  s  choice 
»r  tha  heart  like  a  sweet  voiee. 

XIY. 
»ft,  his  whole  address  held  off 
:  tlioufh  not  timid,  his  regard 
.  rather  secm'd  to  keep  aloof, 
himself,  than  put  you  00  your  guard: 
as  hardly  quite  assured  enou^, 
ity  's  at  times  its  own  reward, 
and  the  absenco  j|  pretension 
•h  furthar  than  tbm  's  nead  to 

XV. 

tmplish'd,  cheerful,  but  not  load ; 
tff  without  insinuation ; 
F  the  foibles  of  th«  crowd, 
betraying  this  in  conversation ; 
:he  proud,  yet  courteouidy  proud, 
lake  them  feel  he  knew  his  «tatiea 
—without  a  struggle  for  priority, 
trookVI  nor  claim'd  1 


XVf. 

.  men :  with  women  he  was  what 

led  to  make  or  take  him  for ;  aAd  their 

's  quite  enough  for  that » 
e  outline  *s  tolerably  foir, 

canvas  up— ^nd,  «  verbum  sat,* 
eir  phantasies  be  brought  to  bear 
ect,  whether  sad  or  playful, 
loafigure  brighter  than  a  Raphael. 

XVIf. 
leep  judge  of  character, 

0  add  a  colouring  from  her  own. 
e  good  will  amiably  err, 

he  wise,  as  has  hern  often  shown. 

s  the  chief  philosopher. 

It  when  his  science  is  well  known : 

led  sages  teach  tlie  schools 

a  forgetting  there  are  fools. 

XVIII. 
0,  great  I<ocke  ?  and  greater  Bacon  T 
rates?  And  tliou,  diviner  still,* 
is  by  man  to  he  mistaken, 
lure  creed  made  sanction  of  all  ill  T 
vorlds  to  be  by  bigots  shaken, 
thy  toil  rewarded  7  We  might  fill 
h  similar  tad  illustrations, 
•m  to  the  conscienca  of  the  natioaa. 

XIX. 

1  an  humbler  promontory, 
e's  infinite  variety : 

It  care  for  what  is  nicknamed  glory, 

lating  as  I  cast  mine  eye 

y  suit  or  may  not  suit  ray  story, 

r  straining  hard  to  versify, 

lactly  as  I  d  Ulk 

»dy  in  a  ride  or  walk. 


XX. 

I  don't  know  that  there  may  be  mndi  abtlfly 
Shown  in  this  sort  of  desultory  rhyme ; 

But  there  's  a  conversational  facility. 
Which  may  rouod  off  an  hour  upon  a  time. 

Of  this  I  'm  sure  at  least,  there  'a  no  aervility 
In  mine  irregularity  of  chime. 

Which  rings  what 's  uppermost  of  new  or  hoary. 

Just  as  I  feel  the  «improvviaatore.» 

XXI. 

«  Omnia  rult  btUe  Matho  dicere— die  aliquando 
Et  bency  die  NeMtnuN,  die  aliquando  aMle.n 

The  first  n  rather  more  than  mortal  can  do; 
The  srcond  may  be  sadly  done  or  gaily; 

The  third  is  still  more  difficult  to  stand  to ; 

The  fourth  we  hear,  and  see,  and  say  too,  daily ; 

The  whole  together  is  what  I  could  wish 

To  serve  in  this  conimdrum  of  a  dish. 

XXH. 

A  modest  hope — but  modesty  *s  my  forte. 
And  pride  my  feeble :— let  us  ramble  on. 

I  meant  to  make  this  poem  very  short. 
But  now  I  can't  tdl  where  it  nuy  not  run. 

No  doubt,  if  I  had  wish'd  to  pay  my  court 
To  critics,  or  to  hail  the  setHmg  sun 

Of  tyranny  of  all  kinck,  my  concision 

Were  more ;— but  I  waa  bom  for  oppoailioo. 

XXIII. 
But  then  *t  is  mostly  on  the  weakerside : 

80  thac  I  verily  believe  if  they 
Who  now  are  basking  in  their  full-blown  pride. 

Were  shaken  down,  and  «  dofs  had  had  their  day,» 
Though  at  the  first  I  might  by  chance  denda 

Thei^  tumble,  I  should  turn  the  other  way. 
And  wax  an  ultra-royalist  in  loyalty. 
Because  1  hate  even  democratic  roj«lty. 

XXIV. 

I  think  I  should  have  made  a  decent  spouae. 
If  I  had  never  proved  the  soft  condiiioa; 

I  think  I  should  have  made  monastic  vova. 
But  for  my  own  peculiar  superstilioa: 

XUiost  rhyme  I  never  should  have  knock'd  my  brews, 
Nor  broken  my  own  head,  nor  that  of  Priseiaa, 

Nor  worn  tlie  motley  mantle  of  a  poet. 

If  some  one  had  not  told  me  to  forsfo  ii. 

XXV. 

But  « laiisez  allerw-^knights  and  dames  I  sing. 
Such  as  tlie  times  may  fumiah.    T  is  a  flight 

Which  seems  at  first  to  need  no  lofty  wing. 
Plumed  by  Longinus  or  the  Slagyrite: 

The  difficulty  lies  in  colouring 

(Keeping  the  due  proportions  still  in  tight) 

With  nature  manners  which  are  artificial. 

And  rendering  gancral  that  which  is  eqiecial. 

XXVI. 
The  difFerence  is,  tliat  in  the  days  of  old 

Men  made  the  mannen  ;  manners  now  make  men — 
Pinn'd  like  a  flock,  and  fleeced  too  in  their  fold. 

At  least  nine,  and  a  ninth  beside  of  ten. 
Now  this  at  all  events  must  render  cold 

Your  writers,  vho  must  either  draw  again 
Days  better  drawn  before,  or  else  assume 
The  present,  with  their  common-place  costume. 
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XXYII. 

Wc  'U  do  ouf  besc  to  make  the  bmt  on  't :— March  1 
March,  my  Muie!  If  you  cannot  fly,  yet  flutter; 

And  when  you  m.iy  not  be  sublime,  be  arch. 
Or  starch,  as  ace  the  edicts  statesmen  utter. 

We  surely  shall  find  something  worth  research  : 
Columbus  fbuod  a  new  worid-in  a  cutler. 

Or  briganiioe,  or  piok,  of  uo  great  toonago, 

While  yet  America  was  ra  her  non-age. 

XXYIII. 

>Vlicn  Adeline,  in  all  her  growing  sense 

Of  Juan's  merits  and  his  situation. 
Foil  on  the  trliole  an  interest  intense— 

Partly  perhaps  because  a  fresh  sensation, 
Or  thai  he  had  an  air  of  innocence. 

Which  is  for  innocence  a  &ad  temptation, — 
y\s  women  liate  half  measures,  on  the  whole, 
She  'gan  to  ponder  how  to  save  his  soul. 

XXIX. 

She  had  a  good  opinion  of  advice. 

Like  all  who  give  and  eke  receive  it  gratis, 

For  wliich  small  thanks  are  still  the  market  price, 
Even  where  the  article  at  highest  rate  is. 

She  thought  upon  tlie  subject  twice  or  thrice, 
And  morally  decided,  tlie  best  state  is 

For  morals,  marriage;  ai»d,  this  question  carried. 

She  seriously  advised  him  to  get  married. 

XXX. 

Juan  replied,  with  all  becoming  deference, 

He  had  a  predilection  for  that  tin; 
But  that  at  present,  with  immediate  reference 

To  his  own  circumstances,  there  might  lie 
Some  difficulties,  as  in  bis  own  preference, 

Or  that  of  her  to  whom  lio  might  apply; 
That  still  he  'd  wed  with  such  or  such  a  lady. 
If  that  they  were  not  married  nil  already. 

XXXI. 

Next  to  the  making  matches  for  hcrsdf. 

And  daughters,  brotiicrs,  sisters,  kith  or  kin, 

Arranging  them  hke  books  ou  tlie  same  slaelf, 
There  's  nothing  women  love  to  dabble  in 

More  (like  a  stockholder  in  growing  pelf) 
Thau  match-making  in  general:  't  is  no  sin 

Certcs,  but  a  preventative,  and  tlierefore 

That  is,  no  doubt,  the  only  reason  wherefore. 

XXXII. 

But  never  yet  (except  of  course  a  miss 

Uuwed,  or  mistress  never  to  be  wed, 
Or  wed  already,  who  object  to  this) 

Was  there  chaste  dame  who  had  not  in  her  head 
Some  drama  of  the  raarri-ige  unities. 

Observed  as  strictly  both  at  board  and  bed, 
As  those  of  Aristotle,  though  sometimes 
They  turn  out  melodramcs  or  pantomimes. 

XXXIII. 

They  generally  have  some  only  son. 

Some  heir  to  a  large  property,  some  friend 

Of  an  old  fumily,  some  gay  Sir  John, 

Or  grave  Lord  George,  willi  whom  |)erhaps  might  end 

A  Hue,  oud  leave  posterity  undone, 

Unless  a  uuirriage  was  applied  to  mend 

The  prospect  and  their  morals  :  and  besides, 

They  have  at  hand  a  blqoming  glut  of  brides. 


XXXIV. 

From  iheae  lltey  ^vill  be  evefnl  to  select. 
For  Ihb  an  kcireaa,  and  lor  that  a  beMf ; 

For  one  a  aonifatreaa  who  hnih  no  defect. 
For  t'  other  ooa  who  prMnian  much  4iq; 

For  this  a  ladhf  »o  one  can  reject. 
Whose  aole  accompliahmenu  wm  qaim  ahn 

A  second  for  lier  czoelienkcosinesMNK; 

A  third,  l>ccauao  there  can  be  no  el 


XXXV. 

When  Ilapp  the  harmonise  embacfo'd 
In  his  harmonioas  aeltlenient — (whiek 

Strangely  enough  as  yet  without  misnniy. 
Becaaae  U  breeds  no  more  nwMHhs  thM aiani 

Without  those  sad  azpenses  wUcb  rliipsriy 
What  Nature  naturally  most  encoanfn)- 

Why  caU'd  he  «  Hnmum^;  a  stsie  sans  wtdak! 

Now  ben  1  have  ^ot  thopteacheratadsrihfc 

XXXVl. 

Because  he  either  nseant  to  sneer  Bt  hirnssy 
Or  marriage,  by  divorcing  them  ihaa  od41y. 

But  whether  reverend  Rapp  leam'd  this  ia  Cans 
Or  no,  't  is  said  his  sect  is  rich  and  godly, 

Pioiu  and  pure,  beyond  what  I  can  terai  asf 
Of  ours,  althou^  they  propagate  more  knii^ 

My  objection  s  to  his  title,  not  hi*  rilaai. 

Although  I  wonder  how  it  grew  babitwl. 

XXXVII. 

But  Rapp  is  the  reverse  oi  aealous  mairsai^ 
Who  favour,  aaalgrc  31althus,  gcncraiies 

Professors  of  that  genial  art,  snd  painos 
Of  all  the  modest  part  of  propagaiioo. 

Which  after  all  at  uacb  a  desperate  rale  rant 
That  half  ito  produce  tends  to  emignciBa, 

That  sad  result  of  passions  and  potatoes^ 

Two  weeds  wbioh  pose  our  economic  Calok 

XXXVIII. 

Had  Adeline  read  Malthas?  i  caa't  teU; 

I  wish  she  had:  hLt  book's  the  eleventh  < 
Which  says,  «  thou  sbalt  not  marry ^—uaies  Mi 

This  he  (as  far  as  I  can  undersuod)  sh-aat, 
T  is  not  my  purpose  on  his  \iews  to  dwell, 

Nor  canvass  what  «  so  eminent  a  hand*  mtM' 
Rut  certes  it  conducts  to  li«es  ascetic. 
Or  turning  marriage  into  arithmetic. 

XXXIX. 

But  AdeUoe,  who  probably  preMimcd 
Tliat  Juan  had  enough  of  mainicoaoee, 

Or  separate  maintenance,  in  ca»c  't  was  doooJ' 
As  on  the  wliole  it  is  an  even  chance 

!  liJt  bridegrooms,  after  they  are  fairly  ynmi 
Hay  retrograde  a  little  in  the  dance 

Of  marriage — (which  might  form  a  painicrfBW- 

Like  Holbein's  «  Danceof  Death*— bat 'tis  ikaar  1 

XL. 

r.at  Adeline  determined  Juan's  wedding 
In  her  own  mind,  and  thsFS  enou^  for 

Hut  then,  witli  whom  ?  Tliere  was  ihi-sage  Jfc*!^ 
Miss  Raw,  Miss  Flaw,  Blis»Stio«Tuan,  aiMl]lt«>3f* 
nuin, 

And  the  two  fair  co-heiresses  Giltbeddio^ 
She  deem'd  his  merits  something  more  tku  docf* 

All  these  were  unobjectionable  ■«««riM^ 

Aud  might  go  on,  if  well  wound  op,  like  mrh^ 
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xu. 

u  Miss  MUlpond,  smooth  »n  mninier '« 

Miial  paragon,  an  only  daughter, 

m'd  the  cream  of  equanimity, 

limm'd — and  then  there  was  some  milk  and 

rater, 

light  shade  of  Blue  too  it  might  be, 

th  the  surfscf ;  but  what  did  it  matter  t 

iotous,  but  marriage  should  have  quieC, 

Dg  consiuDptive,  live  on  e  milk  dieL 

xr.n. 

I  there  wts  the  Hiss  Andacia  Shoestring, 
ling  demoiselle  of  good  estate, 
eart  was  fiz'd  upon  a  star  of  blaestring; 
hether  English  dukes  grew  rare  of  4ate, 
he  had  net  harp'd  upon  the  true  string, 
ich  sach  sirens  can  attract  our  grrat, 
up  with  some  foreign  younger  brother, 
•r  Turk*-the  one  *s  as  good  as  t^  otlielr. 

XLin. 
I  there  was-*bnt  why  shouM  I  go  on, 
the  ladies  should  go  off  T — tliere  was 
certain  fair  and  fsiry  one, 
best  class,  and  liettrr  than  her  class, 
laby,  a  young  star  who  shone 
fe,  too  sweet  an  image  for  such  gfaua, 
being,  scarcely  form'd  or  moulded, 
ith  ali  its  sweetest  leasee  yet  fokMf 

XUV. 

t>le,  but  an  ori>han;  left  am  only 

to  the  care  of  guardians  good  and  koMS; 

her  aspect  had  an  air  so  lonely ! 

is  not  water;  and  where  shall  we  find 

of  youth  like  those  which  overthrown  tie 

ith,  when  we  are  left,  alas!  behind, 

n  friendless  palaces,  a  home 

ig,  and  our  best  ties  in  the  toaabT 

XLT. 

yrar«,  and  yet  more  infantine 
re,  she  h.id  something  of  sublime 
rbich  sadly  shone,  as  seraphs'  Ahine. 
ith— but  with  an  aspect  beyond  time; 
in<l  gnvc— as  pitying  man's  decline ; 
ful — but  mournful  of  another's  crime, 
d  as  if  she  sat  by  Eden's  door, 
red  for  those  who  could  return  no  m&r^. 

XL  VI. 

a  Cailioiic  too,  sincere,  austere, 

ss  her  own  gentle  heart  allow'd, 

I'd  that  fallen  worship  far  more  dear, 

)S  because  't  was  fallen :  her  sires  were  proud 

sod  days  when  they  had  fill'd  the  ear 

ion«,  and  had  never  bent  or  bow'd 

power  ;  aud  as  slie  was  the  last, 

their  old  faith  and  old  feelings  fasL 

XLVII. 
I  upon  a  world  she  scarcely  knew, 
jng  not  to  know  it ;  silent,  lone, 
a  tlower,  thus  quietly  she  grew, 
■pt  licr  heart  ser<.*ue  within  itt  tone. 
<>  .iwf  ill  the  hoinnge  which  she  drew  ; 
rit  seem'd  ns  seated  ou  a  throne 
m  the  burrouuding  world,  and  strong 
I  strength — must  ^trauge  in  0110  m>  young. 


XLVIII. 
Now  it  so  happett*d,  in  the  catalogne 

Of  Adeline,  Aurora  was  omitted, 
Although  her  birth  and  wealth  had  given  her 

Beyond  the  charmers  we  Have  already  eiCed; 
Uer  lM>auty  also  seem'd  to  fontn  no  clog 

Against  her  being  menUon'd  u  well  fitted. 
By  many  virtues,  to  be  worth  the  tronUe 
Of  single  gentlemen  who  would  be  donUa. 

XLIX. 

And  this  omission,  like  that  of  the  bust 

Of  Rrutus  at  the  pageant  of  Tilicrina, 
Made  Juan  wonder,  as  no  doubt  he  mtMt. 

This  he  eipress'd  half  smiling  and  half  sevfons ; 
When  Adeline  replied  with  some  disgust. 

And  with  an  air,  to  say  the  least,  imperkms. 
She  manrell'd  «  what  he  saw  in  such  a  baby 
As  that  prim,  silent,  cold  Anron  Raby  f» 

L. 
Junn  rejoin'd— «She  was  a  CathoHe, 

And  therefore  fittest,  as  of  his  persuasion  ; 
Since  he  was  sure  his  mother  would  fall  sick. 

And  the  Pope  thunder  excommunication. 
If »  But  here  Adeline,  who  seem'd  to  piqne 

Herself  extremely  on  the  inoculation 
Of  others  with  her  own  opinions,  stated— 
As  usual — the  same  reason  which  the  late  did. 

U. 

And  wherefore  not?  A  reasoiMble  reason. 
If  good,  is  none  the  worse  for  repetition; 

If  bad,  the  best  way  's  certainly  to  tease  on 
And  amplify ;  you  lose  much  Sy  concision : 

Whereas  insisting  in  or  out  of  season 
Convinces  all  men,  even  a  politician  ; 

Or — what  is  jnst  the  same — it  wearies  out. 

So  the  end  's  gain'd,  what  signifies  the  ronit? 

W. 
Why  Adeline  had  this  slight  prejudice— 

For  prejudice  It  was— against  a  creature 
As  pure  as  sanctity  itself  from  vice, 

With  all  the  added  charm  of  form  and  feature. 
For  me  appears  a  question  far  too  nice, 

Since  Adeline  was  liberal  by  nature ; 
Rut  nature  's  nature,  and  has  more  caprices 
Than  I  have  time,  or  will,  to  take  to  pieces. 

UII. 

Perliaps  she  did  not  like  the  quiet  way 
With  which  Aurora  on  those  baubles  look'd. 

Which  charm  most  people  in  their  earlier  day  : 
For  there  are  few  things  by  mankind  less  brook'd. 

And  womaukiud  too,  if  we  so  may  say. 
Than  finding  tlias  their  genius  stand  rebuked, 

Like  «  Anthony's  by  Cesar,**  by  tlic  few 

Who  look  upon  them  as  tlicy  ouglit  to  do. 

LiV. 

Il  was  not  envy — Adeline  had  none ; 

Her  place  was  far  iH-yond  it,  and  her  mind. 
It  wan  not  M  orn — which  conM  not  ii;;ht  on  one 

WhoM«  greatest  fault  was  l«-a\iii[;  ft'W  to  find. 
It  was  not  jealousy,  I  thiuk  :  but  iliuu 

I'olluwing  the  M  ign«'b  fatui^  of  lu.tnkiiid. 

It  was  nut Ijui   t  it  cavier  far,  aliis!  ^ 

To  say  what  it  wa^  not,  tliau  what  it  was. 


\ 


69a 


BYRON'S  WORKS. 


LV. 
Little  Aurora  deem'dsh«  was  lh«  theme 

Of  Micli  <titciusioo.    She  was  there  a  gaesl, 
A  beauieoiu  ripple  of  the  brilliaat  stream 

Of  rank  and  ^fouth,  though  purer  than  the  rest. 
Which  flow'd  on  for  a  moment  in  the  beam 

Time  sheds  a  moment  o'er  each  sparkling  crcsL 
Had  she  known  this,  she  would  have  calmly  smiled— 
She  had  so  much,  or  little,  of  the  child. 

LYI. 
The  dashing  and  proud  air  of  Adeline 

Imposed  not  upon  her:  she  saw  her  bUie 
Much  as  she  would  have  seen  a  glow-worm  shine. 

Then  tnm'd  unto  the  stars  for  loftier  rays. 
Juan  was  something  she  could  not  divine. 

Being  no  sibyl  in  tlie  new  world's  ways ; 
Yet  she  was  nothing  dauled  by  the  meteor, 
Because  she  did  not  pin  her  ^th  on  feature. 

LVU. 
llis  fune  too, — for  he  had  that  kind  of  fsme 

Which  sometimes  plays  the  deuce  with  womankind, 
A  heterogeneous  mass  of  glorious  blame. 

Half  virtues  and  whole  vices  being  combined; 
FaulU  which  attract  because  they  are  not  tame; 

FoUiet  irick'd  out  so  brightly  that  they  blind:— 
These  leals  upon  her  wax  made  no  impression, 
Soch  was  her  coldneH  or  her  selfpossetsion. 

Lvni. 

Juan  knew  nought  of  such  a  character- 
High,  yet  resembling  not  his  lost  Haidee; 

Yet  nch  was  radiant  in  her  proper  sphera : 
The  island  giri,  br^  up  by  the  lone  sea. 

More  warm,  as  lovely,  and  not  lets  uncere. 
Was  nature's  all :  Aurora  could  nsit  be 

Nor  would  be  thus ; — the  difference  in  them 

Was  anch  as  lies  between  a  flower  and  gem. 

UX. 

Having  wound  up  with  this  sublime  comparison, 
Methinks  we  may  proceed  upon  our  narrative. 

And,  as  my  friend  Scott  says,  o  I  sound  my  Warison ;» 
Scott,  the  superlative  of  my  comparative-* 

Scott,  who  can  paint  your  Christian  knight  or  Saracen, 
Serf,  lord,  man,  with  such  skill  as  none  would  share 
it,  if 

There  had  not  been  one  Shakspeare  and  Yoltaire, 

Of  one  or  both  of  whom  he  seenu  the  heir. 

LX. 

I  say,  in  my  shght  way  I  may  proceed 
To  play  upon  the  surfsce  of  humanity. 

I  write  the  worid,  nor  care  if  the  world  read, 
At  least  for  this  I  cannot  spare  its  vanity. 

My  muse  hath  bred,  and  still  perhaps  may  breed 
More  foes  by  this  same  scroll :  when  I  began  it,  I 

Thought  tliat  it  might  turn  out  so — now  I  know  it, 

But  still  I  am,  or  was,  a  pretty  poet 

LXI. 

The  conference  or  congress  (for  it  ended 
As  congresses  of  late  do)  of  the  Lady 
Adelioe  and  Don  Juan  rather  blended 

"  Some  acids  with  the  sweets — for  she  was  heady  ; 
But,  ere  the  matter  could  be  marr'd  or  mended, 

gThe  silvery  bell  rung,  not  for  «  dinner  ready,* 
But  for  that  hour,  call'd  half-funir^  given  to  dress, 
Thoujjli  ladies'  robes  seem  scant  enough  for  less. 


LXII. 
Great  thioQa  were  now  to  he  arUeved  attaki. 

With  mnasy  plate  for  annonr,  knbs  ni  isv 
For  weapons;  but  what  mnsesinccHonrr'iik 

(Hb  feasts  are  not  the  worst  part  of  hit  ««ir 
To  draw  up  in  array  a  sio^e  day-biU 

Of  modem  dinnenT  where  nanrtimisTtai 
In  soups  or  sauces,  or  a  sole  ragoiU, 
Than  witches,  b— chcs,  or  physidaas  fanv 


1 
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LXIU. 
Then  was  a  goodly  «  soi^pe  a  la  btmmt  fam 

Though  God  knows  whence  it  came  6 
A  tnrbot  for  reUef  of  those  who  cnm. 

Relieved  with  dindon  a  la  Ferigaeu; 
There  also  wraa the  sinner  th^  I  am! 

How  shall  I  get  this  gourmand  staaa  ikn^ 
Soupe  a  la  Beauveau,  whose  relief  was  Don, 
Relieved  itself  by  porit,  for  greater  glacy. 

LXIY. 

But  I  must  crowd  sdl  into  one  grand  mm 
Or  mass;  for  should  I  stretch  intodecd, 

My  muse  would  run  much  more  into  tvm, 
Than  when  some  squeamish  people  deen  bi» 

But,  though  a  «  bonne  Tivrante,*  I  mmteaafci 
Her  stomach  s  not  her  peccant  pan :  ihiar 

However  doth  require  some  slight  rrfectiss, 

Just  to  relieve  her  spuils  from  dqectian. 

LXV. 

Fowls  k  la  Cond^  slices  eke  of  salmoo. 

With  sauces  Genevoises,  and  haanck  of 
Wines  too  which  might  again  have  shi 

A  man  like  whom  I  hope  we  shan't  see  anfia 
They  also  set  a  glased  Westphalian  ham  oa, 

Whereon  Apicius  would  bestow  his  bcnii 
And  then  there  was  champagne  with  fosBBiina 
As  while  as  Cleopatra's  melted  pearis. 

LXVI. 
Then  there  was  God  knows  what  «a  rAUemnfc' 
■  «ArEspagnole,>»  •<  timhalle,*  and  «Salpa8^ 
With  things  I  can't  writhstand  or  understmi. 

Though  swallow'd  with  much  sesi  upon  ^«ks 
And  « entremets*  to  piddle  with  at  hand. 

Gently  to  lull  down  the  subsiding  voal; 
While  grest  Lucullus'  robe  triomphmU  muflei 
(rhere  s  fame) — young  partridge  iillets.  dcd'J* 
truffles.^ 

LXVn. 
yOukt  are  the  jiUets  on  the  victor's  brow 

To  these  1  They  are  rags  or  dusL  Where  s  ^^ 
Which  nodded  to  the  nation's  spoils  bdov? 

Where  the  trinmplaal  chariot's  haugbcy  marL 
Gone  to  where  victories  must  like  dinof  is  (O. 

Further  I  shall  not  follow  the  rcscarrh : 
But  oh !  ye  modem  heroes  with  your  cartrid^ 
When  will  your  names  lend  lustre  even  10  pwvi^ 

Lxvin. 

Those  truffles  too  are  no  had  accessaries. 

FoUow'd  by  «  petits  puits  d'amour.*— a  Jsb 
Of  which  perhaps  the  cookery  rather  varies 

So  every  one  may  dress  it  to  his  wish. 
According  to  the  best  of  dictionaries. 

Which  encyclopcdisc  both  tlesh  and  Ssh: 
But  even  sans  «  confitures,*  it  no  IrM  trao  u. 
There 's  pretty  picking  in  those  «  petit*  puio^'' 
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LXIX. 

lot!  io  mighty  contempUcion 
I  expended  on  tw«  courtei ; 
on's  grand  multipUcation 
ritbmetic  beyond  my  fbroet. 
uippose,  from  Adam's  timple  raiioii, 
ery  could  have  call'd  forth  such 
tence  and  a  nomencUture 
i  commooeat  demanda of  nalnreT 

LXX. 

ngied,  and  the  pitMM  tingled ; 
of  celebrity  dined  WM ; 
th  more  modei^tion  mingled 
t,  pecking  less  than  I  can  tell  ; 
iger  men  too ;  for  a  springald 
ipe  age  in  goormandise  excel, 
»  of  good  eating  than  the  whisper 
I  aexc  him)  of  Ame  pretty  Utper. 

LXXI. 

leave  ondeacribad  the  gibicr, 

the  eonsomm^,  the  p|irfe, 

se  to  make  my  i)iymes  mn  glibber 

I  roast  beef  in  oar  rough  John  Bull  way : 

trodttce  eren  a  spare  rib  hers^ 

id  squeak*  would  spoil  my  liquid  lay; 

led,  and  must  forego,  aktt ! 

acription  even  of  a  «  becaaie,ii 

Lxxn. 

id  ice,  and  all  that  art  refines 

re  for  the  senrice  of  the  goOt, — 

yoal;— pronounce  it  as  inclinca 

ich.     Ere  you  dine,  the  French  wtti  do; 

*re  are  sometimes  certain  signs 

re  plain  English  truer  of  the  two. 

[  the  ^oMl'    I  have  not  had  it — 

ve,  and  you  too,  reader,  dread  it 

LXXin. 

ives,  best  allies  of  wine, 
over  in  my  bill  of  fare? 
igh  a  bvourite  «  plat*  of  mine 
nd  Lucca,  Athens,  every  where : 
bread  't  was  oft  my  hick  to  dine, 
ly  table-cloth,  in  open  air, 
r  Hymellus,  like  Diogenes, 
'  my  philosophy  the  progeny  it. 

LXXIV. 

imult  of  fish,  flesh,  and  fowl, 
>les,  all  in  masquerade, 
'.n  placed  according  to  their  roll, 
as  the  various  meau  dispUy'd : 
'  next  an  «  i  I'Espagnoleii — 
buC  a  dish,  as  hath  been  said; 
!  a  lady,  that  't  was  drest 
coatain'd  a  world  of  seat. 

LXXV. 
chance  too  h*  was  placed  between 
the  Lady  Adeline — 
%culi,  I  ween, 

;rein,  with  eyes  and  heart,  to  dine, 
rence  which  we  have  seen 
rh  as  to  encourage  him  to  shine ; 
ddrcssing  few  words  to  him, 
cendent  eyes  seem'd  to  look  through  him . 


LXXVI. 
I  sometimes  almost  think  that  eyes  have  ears: 

This  much  Is  sure,  that,  out  of  ear-shot,  things 
Are  somehow  echoed  to  the  pretty  dears. 

Of  which  I  can't  tell  whence  their  knowledge  springs ; 
Like  that  same  mystic  music  of  the  spheres. 

Which  no  one  hears  so  loudly  though  it  rings. 
T  is  wonderful  how  oft  the  sex  have  heard 
Long  dialogues  which  pass'd  without  a  word ! 

LXXVIL 
Aurora  sat  with  that  indifference 

Which  piques  a  preux  chevalier— as  it  ought :        • 
Of  all  offences  that  s  the  worst  offcnce, 

Which  seems  to  hint  you  are  not  worth  a  thooghl. 
Mow  Juan,  though  no  coxcomb  in  pretence, 

Was  not  exactly  pleased  10  be  so  caught ; 
Like  a  good  ship  entangled  among  ice, 
And  after  aoVanch  excellent  advice. 

LXXVIII. 
To  his  gay  nothings,  nothing  was  replied. 

Or  something  which  was  nothing,  as 
Kcquired.    Aurora  scarcely  look'd  aside, 

Mor  even  smiled  enough  for  any  vanity. 
The  devil  was  in  thegiri !     Couki  it  be  pride. 

Or  modesty,  or  absence,  or  inanity  T 
Heaven  knows !     But  Adeline's  malicious  eyea 
Sparkled  with  her  successful  propheciet. 

LXXIX.  • 

And  look'd  as  much  as  if  to  say,  «  I  said  it  ,i»^ 

A  kind  of  triumph  I  *ll  not  recommend. 
Because  it  sometimes,  as  I  've  seen  or  read  it, 

Botli  in  the  case  of  lover  and  of  friend. 
Will  pique  a  gentleman,  for  his  own  credit. 

To  bring  what  was  a  jest  to  a  serious  end; 
For  all  men  prophesy  what  it  or  was. 
And  hale  those  who  won't  let  them  coaae  to 


') 
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LXXX. 
Joan  was  drawn  thus  into  some  attenttoos. 

Slight  but  select,  and  just  enough  to  i  iprsas, 
To  fomales  of  perspicuous  comprehensions, 

That  he  vronid  rather  make  them  more  than 
Aurora  at  the  last  (so  history  mentions. 

Though  probably  much  less  a  fact  than 
So  far  relax'd  her  thoughts  from  their  sweet 
As  once  or  twice  to  smile,  if  not  to  listen. 

LXXXI. 

From  answering,  she  began  to  question :  this 
With  her  was  rare;  and  Adeline,  who  as  yet 

Thought  her  predictions  went  not  much  amiss, 
Beyui  to  dread  she  'd  thaw  to  a  coquette — 

So  very  difficult,  they  say,  it  is 
To  keep  extremes  from  meeting,  when  once  set 

In  motion ;  but  she  here  too  much  refined — 

Aurora's  spirit  was  not  of  that  kind. 

LXXX1I. 
But  Juan  had  a  sort  of  winning  way, 

A  proud  humility,  if  such  there  be. 
Which  sliow'd  kuch  deference  to  what  fenaales  say. 

As  if  each  charming  word  were  a  decree. 
His  Uct  loo  lemper'd  him  from  grave  to  gay, 

And  taught  him  when  to  be  reserved  or  free; 
He  had  the  art  of  drawing  people  out. 
Without  their  seeing  what  he  was  about. 
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Lxxxm. 

Auroiv,  who  in  her  iodifference 

Confounded  him  in  common  with  the  crowd 
Of  flutterers,  though  she  deem'd  he  had  more  sense 

Than  whisperioc  foplings,  or  than  tritliogs  loud, — 
Commenced  (from  such  slight  things  will  great  com- 
mence) 

To  feel  that  flattery  which  attracts  the  proud 
Rather  hy  deference  than  compliment. 
And  wins  even  by  a  delicate  dissent. 

LXXXIV. 
And  then  he  had  good  looks ;— thftt  point  wm  oaimd 

•Nem.  coit.  amongst  (he  women,  which  I  griere 
To  say  leads  oft  to  crim.  con.  with  the  manied — 

A  case  which  to  the  juries  we  may  leave, 
Since  with  digressions  we  too  long  have  tarried. 

Now  though  we  know  of  old  that  look|ldec«iTe, 
And  always  have  done,  somehow  these  good  looks 
Make  more  impreuioo  than  the  best  of  bobks. 

LXXXV. 

Aurora,  who  look'd  more  on  books  than  faeet. 
Was  very  young,  although  so  very  sage. 

Admiring  more  Minerva  than  the  Graces, 
Especially  upon  a  printed  page. 

But  virtue's  self,  with  all  her  tightest  lacas, 
lias  not  the  natural  stays  of  strict  old  age ; 

And  .Socrates,  that  model  of  all  duty, 

Own'd  to  a  penchant|  though  discreet,  fbrbeautf. 

LXXXVI. 
And  giris  of  sixteen  are  thus  far  Socratic, 

But  innocently  so,  as  Socrates : 
And  really,  if  the  sage  sublime  and  Attic 

At  seventy  years  had  phantasies  like  these, 
Which  Plato  in  his  dialogues  dramatic 

Has  shown,  I  know  not  why  tliey  should  ditplaate 
In  virgins — always  in  a  modest  way, 
Observe;  fior  that  with  me 's  a  «  sine  qua.** 

LXXXVII. 
Also  observe,  that  like  the  great  Lord  Coke, 

(See  Littleton)  whene'er  1  have  express'd 
Opinions  two,  which  at  first  sight  may  look 

Twin  opposites,  the  second  is  the  best. 
Perhaps  I  liavc  a  third  too  in  a  nook, 

Or  none  at  all — which  seems  a  sorry  jest ; 
But  if  a  writer  should  be  quite  consistent, 
How  could  he  possibly  show  things  existent  T 

LXXXVIII. 
If  people  contradict  themselves,  can  I 

Help  contradicting  them,  and  every  body. 
Even  my  veracious  self  7 — but  that's  a  lie; 

I  never  did  so,  never  will — how  should  I? 
He  who  doubts  all  things,  nothing  can  deny; 
Truth's  fountains  may  bo  clear — her  streanu are  muddy < 
And  cut  through  such  canals  of  contradiction. 
That  she  must  often  narigate  o'er  fiction. 

LXXXIX. 

Apologue,  fdl)lc,  poesy,  and  parable. 
Are  false,  but  may  be  render'd  also  true 

By  those  who  sow  them  in  a  land  that 's  arable. 
T  is  wonderful  what  fabin  will  not  do ! 

T  is  said  it  makes  reality  more  bearable: 
But  what 's  reality?  Who  has  its  clucT 

Philosophy?  No -she  too  much  rrjerts. 

lloligion?  I'cii  but  which  of  all  her  sects? 


Scale  millioiai  mkmu  hm  wraag,  ikat'ifrta^ 
Perliapc  it  may  tarn  oat  that  alwmi^ 

God  help  OS  *   Since  we  've  need  an  ev  oa 
To  keep  our  holy  beacons  always  M^ 

*T  is  tinie  Chnc  some  new  prephst  skariJini  I 
Or  old  indulge  man  with  a  «eraol  a^ 

Opinions  .wear  oat  in  aoaae 

Without  a  snaall 


la. 

Bat  here  a^n,  wky  will  I  tins  rata^it 
Myself  witit  metagjjhyaicft?    Noaccuka 

So  much  as  I  do  any  Und  of  wrangle; 
And  yec  such  is  noy  fally,  or  ay  bte, 

I  always  knock  my  head  against  sanea||i 
About  the  present,  past,  sad  fotsreaai 

Tet  I  wiah  wrell  to  Trojan  and  to  Ijnm, 

For  I  was  brad  a 
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sen. 

But  though  I  au  a  temperate 
And  adso  meek  as  a  metaphtudaa. 

Impartial  hetween  Tyrian  and  Trajaa, 
As  Eldon  on  a  lunatic  coramiMoa,— 

In  politics,  my  duty  is  to  show  Jobs 
Bull  something  of  the  lower  world's  • 

It  makes  my  blood  boil  like  the  spnB|iifk«| 

Ta  see  men  let  these  scoundrel  fo«tici|nl 

XCIIL 
But  politics,  and  policy,  and  piety. 

Are  topics  which  I  sometimes  ioiro^ 
Not  only  for  the  sake  of  their  variety. 

But  as  subaerrieot  to  a  moral  ase ; 
Because  my  business  is  to  <lrrss  sociec;. 

And  stuff  witla  snge  that  very  vrrdtft  ps 
And  now,  that  are  oiay  furnish  wiib 
Tastes,  wa  ara  going  to  try  the  supemaias. 

XCIV. 
And  now  I  will  give  up  all  argumeat : 

And  positively  heucefbrth  no  temptaiiM 
Shall  «  fool  me  to  the  top  up  of  my  brsi  ;> 

Yes,  I  '11  begin  a  thorough  reformaiioa. 
Indeed  I  never  knew  wliat  people  meut 

By  deeming  that  my  Muse's  convcr^aiioB 
Was  dangerous  ; — 1  think  she  is  as  barailfli 
As  some  who  labour  more  aud  yet  may  ckas* 

XCV. 
Grim  reader !   did  you  ever  see  a  ghosi  ? 

No;  but  you  'vc  heard — I  undersund— b<i» 
And  don't  regret  the  time  you  aiay  bave  Ua 

For  you  have  got  that  pleasure  still  loeosf 
And  do  uot  think  I  uieao  to  sneer  at  ttuM 

Of  tliese  tilings,  or  by  ridicul<>  bruumb 
That  source  of  the  sublime  and  the  myuer«a* 
For  certain  reasons  my  belief  is  serious. 

XCVI. 

Serious  T     You  laugh: — you  may:  thai  nil  *- 
BIy  smiles  must  l>e  sincere  or  ootataD 

I  say  I  do  believe  a  haunicd  spot. 

Exists — ^and  where  1     That  stiall  I  not  ttd 

Because  I  'd  rather  it  shtmlil  be  forjr.i. 
«  Shadows  the  soul  of  UiclunU  u.^i  ■»•;-' 

In  short  upon  that  ^uliject  I   re  »ouic  qwj  =••-" 

Like  tliosc  of  the  philo»oplici  of  libJmlliun ' 


DON  JUAN. 


695 


XCVII. 

ag  by  nighi — tomeiMBeg  oa  <ml^ 
id  then  a  pigfatiinf  I«)~m  dim, 
kriek  of  M^  Miaerta't  fowl 
lad  tme  her  diicorduil  byona : 
liroai  old  walls  apoo  nM  tcowd— 
tavan  they  would  not  look  to  fphn ; 
\icn  dwindle  in  the  grale-* 
•I  I  hnve  tale  up  too  lata: 

xcrni. 

,  though  *t  b  by  nnjyra—  my  w«y 
I  noon— when  1  have  other  thiuft 
F 1  ever  think,— I  say 
chilly  midnight  thudderinga, 
f  postpone,  until  niid*day, 
topic  which,  alas!  but  briogi 
it  yon  must  be  in  my  condition 
im  10  eaU  this  taparstidoii. 

XCIX. 
worlds  life  hovers  like  a  star, 
t  and  mom,  upon  the  horiion't  verfe : 
we  know  that  which  we  are ! 
hat  we  may  be  !  The  eternal  snrga 
ide  rolls  on,  and  bears  afar 
!S ;  as  the  old  burst,  new  emerge, 
he  foam  of  ages ;  while  the  gravca 
ava  but  Mka  soma  pmsing 


CANTO  XVI. 


I. 

Persians  taught  three  useful  thinfi,— 
le  bow,  to  ride,  and  speak  the  tmth. 
mode  of  Cyrus — best  of  kings — 
lopted  since  by  mo«lero  youth, 
ry,  generally  with  two  siringa;- 
y  ride  without  remorse  or  futh ; 
irulh  perhaps  they  are  less  clever, 
long  bow  better  now  thaA  ever. 

II. 

this  effect,  or  thlt  defect,— 
effect  defective  comes  by  cauae,»— 
e  not  leisure  to  inspect ; 
must  say  in  my  own  applause, 
iMM  tliat  I  recollect, 
nay  be  her  follies  or  her  flaws 
ys,  mine  's  beyond  all  contradiction 
oare  that  ever  dealt  in  fiction. 

III. 
reats  all  tilings,  and  ne'er  retraata 
thing,  this  Epic  will  contain 
of  the  moHt  rare  conceits, 
it  might  elsewhere  hope  to  find  in  vain. 
rre  be  some  bitters  with  the  sweets, 
so  slightly  that  you  can't  complain, 
they  so  few  are,  since  my  tale  it 
BBCtia  at  quibusdam 


IT. 
But  of  all  truths  whiefa  she  haa  taU,  the  mmi 

True  is  thnt  whfeh  she  is  about  to  idl. 
I  said  it  was  a  story  of  a  ghost— 

WhM  Ifaea  r  I  only  know  it  so  befoL 
Have  you  explored  the  limits  of  the  coast, 

Wbera  aU  the  dwellers  of  the  earth  MMt  dweUt 
T  is  time  to  strike  snch  pnay  doubters  duaab  aa 
The  scepdea  who  wonhl  not  baliew  CnlnmbtM 

V. 
Some  people  would  impoae  now  with  awlharity, 

Turpin's  or  Monmouth  Geoffry's  Chronicle; 
Men  whose  hblorical  superiority 

Is  always  greatest  at  a  miracle. 
But  Saint  Augustine  has  the  great  priority. 

Who  bidA  all  men  believe  the  impossible. 
Because  't  is  so.    Who  nibble,  scribble,  «|aiUile,  he 
\}uMti»  at  once  with  «  fuim  impoaithiU  i» 

YI. 
And  therefore,  mortals,  cavil  not  at  aU  ; 

Believe: — if '1  b  improbable  you  wm^; 
And  if  it  is  impossible,  you  $kaU  :         • 

T  is  always  best  to  take  tilings  upon  trasL 
I  do  not  speak  profimely  to  racal 

Those  holier  mysteries,  which  the  wise  and  juaC 
Beceive  as  gospel,  and  which  grow  more  rooted. 
As  all  truths  mual,  the  more  they  are  diapntod. 

VU. 
I  merely  mean  to  say  what  Johnson  said. 

That  in  tlie  course  of  soma  sis  thousand  years, 
.  All  nations  have  believed  that  from  the  dead 

A  visitant  at  iniervab  appears ; 
And  what  i*  strangest  upon  thb  stmnga  head. 

Is  that  whatever  bar  the  reason  rears 
'Gainst  such  belief  there 's  something  siniagtf  aliJi 
la  iu  behalf,  let  thoae  deny  who  wilt 

Mil. 
The  dinner  and  theaoir^  too  were  dont. 

The  supper  loo  discuss'd,  the  dames  admired, 
Tlie  banqueters  had  dropp'd  off  one  by  one 

The  song  was  silent,  and  the  dance  expired : 
The  last  thin  petticoats  were  vaniah'd,  gone. 

Like  fleecy  clouds  into  the  sky  retired. 
And  nothing  brighter  glram'd  through  the  saloon 
Than  dying  tapeiw    and  the  peeping  moon. 

IX. 

The  evaporation  of  a  joyous  day 

Is  like  the  bst  glass  of  champagne,  without 
Tlie  foam  which  made  its  virgin  bumper  gay; 

Or  like  a  system  coupled  with  a  doubt ; 
Or  like  a  soda-boule  when  its  spray 

lias  ftparkled  and  let  half  its  spirit  out ; 
Or  like  a  billow  left  by  storma  behind. 
Without  the  animation  of  the  win<^; 

X. 

Or  like  an  opiate  which  brings  troubled  rrst. 
Or  none ;  or  like — like  nothing  that  I  know 

Except  itself ;— such  in  the  hun€in  breast; 
A  thing,  of  which  similitudes  can  show 

No  real  likeoe>«, — like  the  okf  Tyrian  vest 
Dyed  purple,  none  at  present  can  tell  how, 

If  from  a  shell-fish  or  from  cochineal.' 

So  perish  every  tyrants  robe  piece- meal! 
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XI. 

But  next  to  dmung  for  »  nmf  or  ball, 
UndmsiDg  is  •  woe ;  our  robe  de  chambre 

May  tit  like  that  of  Nesnit,  aod  recal 
Thought*  quite  aa  yellow,  bat  Icm  dear 

Titos  exclaim'd,  « I  've  lost  a  day !»    Of  all 
The  nighu  and  days  moat  people  can  remembar 

(1  hare  had  of  both,  tDine  not  to  be  diadain'd), 

I  with  they  'd  state  bow  maoy  thry  have  §un*d. 

XII. 
And  Joan,  on  retiring  for  the  night. 

Felt  restless  and  perplexed,  and  eompromised ; 
He  thought  Aurora  Raby  s  eyes  more  bright' 

Than  Adeline  (such  is  advice)  advised; 
If  he  had  known  exactly  his  qwn  plight. 

He  probably  would  have  philosophised ; 
A  great  resource  to  all,  and  ne'er  denied 
Till  wanted ;  therefore  Juan  only  sigh'd. 

xin. 

He  dgh'd;~the  next  resource  b  the  full  moon, 
Where  all  si6h%are  deposited ;  and  now, 

It  happen'd  lucMly,  -the  chaste  orb  shone 
As  clear  as  such  a  climate  wiH  allow ; 

And  Juan  s  mind  was  in  the  proper  tone 
To  hail  her  with  the  apostrophe — ■  Oh,  thoa!» 

Of  amatory  egotism  the  tuism, 

Which  further  to  explain  wonid  be  a  tmism. 

XIV. 
But  lover,  poet,  or  astronomer. 

Shepherd,  or  swain,  whoever  may  behold. 
Feel  some  abstraction  when  they  gate  on  her : 

Great  thoughts  we  catch  from  thence  (besides  a  cold 
Sometimes,  unless  my  feelings  rather  err) ; 

Deep  secrets  to  ber  rolling  light  are  told ; 
The  ocean's  tides  and  mortal's  brains  she  sways. 
And  also  hearts,  if  there  be  truth  in  lays. 

XV. 

Juan  felt  somewhat  pensive,  and  disposed 
For  contemplatioo  rather  than  his  pillow : 

The  Gothic  chamber,  where  he  was  enclosed. 
Let  in  the  rippling  sound  of  the  lake's  billow, 

With  all  the  mystery  by  midnight  caused; 

Bdow  his  window  waved  (of  course)  a  willow; 

And  he  stood  gating  out  on  the  cascade 

That  flash'd  and  after  darken'd  in  the  shade. 

XVI. 
Upon  his  table  or  his  toilet — which 

Of  these  is  not  exactly  ascertained — 
(I  state  this,  for  I  am  cautious  to  a  pitch 

Of  nicety,  where  a  fact  is  to  be  gain'd) 
A  lamp  bum'd  high,  while  he  leant  from  a  niche, 

Where  many  a  Gothic  ornament  remain'd. 
In  chisel'd  stone  and  painted  glass,  and  all 
That  time  has  left  omr  fathers  of  their  hall. 

XVII. 
Then,  as  the  night  was  clear  though  cold,  he  threw 

His  chamber-door  vide  open — and  went  forth 
Into  a  gallery,  of  a  sombfe  hue. 

Long,  fomish'd  with  old  pictures  of  great  worth. 
Of  knights  and  dames  heroic  and  chaste  too. 

As  doubtless  sliould  be  people  of  liigh  birth. 
But  by  dim  lights  the  portraits  of  the  dead 
Have  something  ghastly,  desolate,  and  dread. 


XVIH. 
The  forms  of  ibe  gnna  knighis  and  pictiiilM 

Look  living  in  the  mooa:  and  as  yea  tn 
Backward  and  forwnni  to  the  cchee«  fmm 

Of  your  own  fbocsteps— voices  fron  6t« 
Appear  to  wake,  and  shAlows  wild and^ 

Start  from  the  frames  which  fcnee  ihawm 
As  if  to  aak  ho^r  can  you  dai«  to  keqp 
A  vigil  there,  where  aU  bat  destkshoay^ 


And  the  pale  smile  of  ^eaaties  ia  the  gmt 
The  charms  of  ocbcr  days,  ia  siaihgki  |tai 

Glimmer  on  high  ;  their  baried  lockf  «a  «s» 
Along  the  canvas  ;  their  eyes  ghare  hkc  4a 

On  ours,  or  spars  within  some  dasky  cm. 
But  death  is  imaged  in  their  sbdovykH 

A  picture  u  the  poaCj  even  ere  its  frane 

Be  gilt,  who  ante  hath  rraarri  ta  bcthesoK. 


XX. 

As  Juan  mased  on  mutability. 
Or  on  his  mistress — terms  syuouiiaow 

No  sound  except  the  echo  of  his  sigh 
Or  step  ran  sadly  through  that  aniiqaf  ba 

When  suddenly  he  heard.  Or  thoagbt  so.  ^ 
A  supernatural  agent— km*  a  maaae. 

Whose  little  nibbling  rustle  wUl  emb^ 

Most  people,  as  it  plays  along  the  ams. 

XXL 
It  was  no  mouse,  but  lo!  a  monk,  anayd 

In  cowl  and  beands  and  dusky  garb,  »f^> 
Now  in  the  moonlight,  and  now  hpced  ia  ia 

With  steps  that  trod  as  heavy,  yet  nohnrt 
Hbgarmenu  only  a  slight  mnrmarBude; 

He  moved  as  shadowy  as  the  sasten  w«i 
But  slowly ;  and  as  he  pass'd  iaan  by, 
Glanced,  without  pausing,  on  him  a  br^btm 

XXIL 
Juan  was  petriSed  ;  he  had  lieard  a  hiai 

Of  such  a  spirit  in  these  halh  of  old. 
But  thought,  like  most  men,  thefv  wb«  nod^ 

Beyond  the  rumour  which  such  spots  usM 
Coin'd  from  surviTing  superstition's  mint. 

Which  paases  ghosts  in  currency  Hke  «oU. 
But  rarely  seen,  like  gold  compaied  witk  fwpa 
And  i<td  he  see  this?  or  was  it  a  vapoar? 

XXIIL 

Once,  twice,  thrice  pass'd,  repass'd— the  ihisf « 
Or  earth  beneath,  or  heaven,  or  t'  odier  fL 

And  Juan  gaied  upon  it  with  a  stare. 

Yet  could  not  speak  or  move;  but.  00  it<  ha 

As  stands  a  statoe,  stood :  he  felt  his  hair 
Twine  like  a  knot  of  anakes  aroood  hi<  be: 

He  texd  his  tongue  for  words,  vrhich  werr  set; 

To  ask  the  reverend  person  what  be  vasn^ 

XXIV. 

The  third  time,  after  a  still  longer  paasr,  0 
The  shadow  paas'd  away— but  where  T  the  W 

Was  long,  and  thus  far  there  was  no  grat  am 
To  think  his  Taoiahing  unnatural : 

Doors  there  were  many,  through  which,  hv  iki 
Of  physics,  bodies,  whether  short  or  taii 

Might  come  or  go;  but  Juao  could  not  OiJ* 

Through  which  the  apaclre  seemd  to  enpsna 
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XXV. 

how  long  be  kn«w,not,  but  it  seem'd 

— (*xpertant,  powerless,  with  his  eyec 

III  the  spot  where  first  tlie  figure  gleam'd; 

y  dt'ijrees  recall'il  his  energies, 

id  have  p;«ss'd  ihc  whole  off  us  a  dream, 

lid  not  wake ;  he  was,  he  did  surmise, 

ilready,  and  rcmm'd  at  length 

is  chamber,  shorn  of  half  bis  strength. 

XXVI. 

wa«  a<i  ho  left  it;  still  his  taper 
and  not  blue^  as  modest  laprrs  use, 
sprites  with  synipaihriii'  >apour; 
b'd  his  eyes,  and  lliey  did  not  refuse 
re ;  he  took  up  an  old  newspaper  ; 
per  was  ri^jht  easy  to  peruse ; 
n  article  the  king  attacking, 
ig  eiUogy  of  m  Patent  Blacking. w 

XXVII. 

ur'd  of  diis  world;  but  his  hand  shook— 
t  his  dour,  and  after  having  read 
iph,  I  think  about  llorne  I'ooke, 
s'rf,  and  r.ither  Uowly  went  to  bed. 
ucli'd  all  .snugly  on  his  jiUlow's  nook, 
rhat  ho  d  seen  his  phantasy  he  fie<l, 
I'll  it  wa>  no  opiate,  slumber  crept 
I  by  degrees,  and  so  he  step*. 

xxvni. 

betimes;  and,  as  may  1m*  supposed, 
'd  upon  hi:*  visitant  or  vision, 
her  it  ought  not  to  be  diiiclosed, 

of  being  quiiz'd  for  superstition. 

he  thought,  the  more  his  mind  was  posed  ; 
uean  time  his  valet,  whose  precision 
t,  because  hih  master  brook'd  no  less, 
lo  inform  him  it  was  lime  to  dress. 

XXIX. 

i ;  and,  like  young  people,  he  was  wont 
'  some  trouble  with  his  toilet,  but 
uing  rather  spent  lets  time  upon  'I ; 
lis  very  mirror  soon  was  put : 
fell  negligt* ntly  o'er  his  front, 
:heh  were  not  curb'd  to  their  usual  cut, 
neckcloth's  (iordiau  knot  was  tied 
hair's  breadth  too  much  oa  one  side. 

'  XXX. 

I  he  walk'd  down  into  the  salooo% 
him  pensive  o'er  a  dish  of  tea, 
>  (Nrrhaps  had  not  disrover'd  soon, 
not  luppen'd  scalding  hot  to  be, 
ado  him  have  recourse  unto  his  spoon ; 
h  distrait  he  was,  that  all  could  see 
cthing  wa%  the  matter — Adeline 
-but  what  she  could  not  well  divine. 

XXXI. 

1  and  !«;iw  him  p.il<>,aiid  turn'd  Ai  |).ile 
:  then  hastiK  look'd  down  and  miitter'd 
g,  but  what 's  not  stated  in  my  tale. 
I'ury  viid,  his  niufiin  was  ill  hutter'd  ; 
licvs  of  Kit/-Fulki'  play'd  with  her  veil, 
okd  at  Juan  hard,  but  nothiug  utter'd. 
aby,  with  her  large  dark  eyes, 
liim  writh  a  kind  of  calm  surprise. 


XXXII. 

But  seeing  him  all  cold  and  silent  still, 
And  every  body  wondering  more  or  less. 

Fair  Adeline  inquired  if  he  were  ill  T 

Ue  started,  and  said, ««  Yes — no-  rather — yet.* 

The  family  physician  had  great  skill, 

And,  being  present,  now  began  to  express 

His  readiness  to  feel  his  pulse  and  tell 

The  cause,  huC  Juan  said,  «he  was  quite  weli.» 

XXXIII. 
tfOuite  well ;  yes,  no.  >•  —These  answers  were  mysterious , 

And  yet  his  looks  appear'd  to  sanction  both, 
However  thry  might  savour  of  delirious; 

Something  like  illness  of  a  suddeu  growth 
Wcigh'd  on  his  spirit,  though  by  no  means  serious.     . 

But  for  the  rest,  as  he  himself  seem'd  loth 
To  stale  the  case,  it  might  be  ta'eu  for  granted. 
It  was  not  the  physician  that  he  wanted. 

X.XXIV. 

Lord  Henry,  who  had  now  diseuss'd  his  chocolate, 
Also  the  tniiflin  whereof  he  romplain'd. 

Said,  Jiinii  had  not  got  his  usual  look  elate, 
M  whirh  he  marxell'd,  since  it  had  not  rain'd; 

Then  ask'd  her  grace  what  news  were  of  the  duke  of  late? 
Uvr  grace  replied,  hii  grace  was  rather  pain'd 

>Vith  some  slight,  light,  hereditary  twinges 

Of  gout,  which  nists  aristocratic  hinges. 

XXXV. 

Then  Henry  turn'd  to  Juan,  and  address'd 
A  few  words  <if  cundolcuee  on  his^late: 

M  Yuu  louk,»  quoth  he,  u  as  if  you  d  had  your  rest 
Broke  in  upon  by  the  Black  Friar  of  late.* 

«  What  friar .'»  said  Juan ;  and  he  did  lib  best 
To  put  the  question  with  an  air  sedate. 

Or  careless ;  but  tlie  effort  was  not  Talid 

To  hinder  him  from  growing  still  more  pallid. 

XXXVI. 

u  Oh!  have  ynu  never  heard  of  the  Black  Friar? 

The  spirit  of  these  walls ?» — «  In  truth  not  I.* 
«<  Why  fame — but  fame  you  knows  sometimes  a  liar — 

TelU  an  odd  story,  of  wliich  by  tlie  by : 
Whether  witli  time  the  spectre  has  grown  shyer. 

Or  that  our  sires  had  a  more  gifted  eye. 
For  such  sights,  though  the  tale  is  half  believed. 
The  friar  of  late  has  not  been  oft  perceived. 

XXXVII. 

«The  last  time  was »  m  1  pray,»  said  Adeline — 

(Who  watch'd  the  changes  of  Don  Juan's  brow, 

.\nd  from  its  context  thought  she  could  divine 
Connexions  stronger  than  he  chose  to  avow 

With  this  same  legend),  — Mif  you  but  design 

To  jest,  you  11  ehnse^soiue  other  tlieme  just  now, 

IU>cause  the  present  tale  has  oft  been  told. 

And  is  not  much  improved  by  growing  old.n 

XXXVHI. 

•(.Iest!»  qutiih  Milor,  «  Why,  .Vdeliiie,  you  know 
That  we  our^eUes  -i  w:is  in  the  honev-inoon — 

0 

S;i\v »»  «<  Well,  no  matter,  't  was  so  long  ago  ; 

(iut  come,  I  'II  set  your  story  to  a  tune.» 
(fiai  efiil  as  Diaii  when  she  draws  her  l>ow. 

She  M-ized  her  harp,  whose  strings  were  kindled  soon 
'As  touch'd,  and  plaintively  begun  to  play 
The  air  of  M  T  was  a  Friar  of  Orders  Gray.* 
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XXXIX. 

«  But  add  the  words,**  crird  Henry,  m  which  you  made. 

For  Adeline'is  h;ilf  a  poctc«,>» 
Turning  round  to  the  re<it,  he  smilini;  said. 

Of  coune  the  others  could  not  hut  express 
In  courtesy  their  wish  to  see  di<^play'd 

By  one  three  talents,  for  there  were  no  less — 
The  voice,  the  words,  the  harper's  skill,  at  once 
Could  hardly  be  united  by  a  dunce. 

XL. 
After  some  fascinating  hesitation, — 

The  charmin(j[  of  these  charmers,  who  seem  bound, 
I  can't  tell  why,  to  this  dissimulation — 

Fair  Adeline,  with  eyes  fiz'd  on  the  ground 
At  first,  then  kindling  into  animation, 

Added  her  sweet  voice  to  the  lyric  sound. 
And  sang  with  much  simplicity, — a  merit 
Not  the  less  precious,  that  we  seldom  hear  it. 

I. 
Beware !  beware !  of  the  Black  Friar, 

Who  sitteth  by  Norman  stone. 
For  he  mutters  his  prayer  in  tlie  midnight  air. 

And  his  mass  of  tlie  days  that  are  gone. 
When  the  Lord  of  tlie  Uill,  Amundcville, 

Made  Norman  Church  his  prey. 
And  expell'd  the  friars,  one  friar  still 

Would  not  be  driven  away. 

a. 
Though  he  came  in  his  might,  with  King  Henry's  right, 

To  turn  church  lands  to  lay, 
Witli  sword  in  hand,  and  torch  to  light 

Their  walls,  if  they  said  nay, 
A  monk  remain'd,  unch:ised,  unch.iin'd, 

And  he  did  not  seem  form'd  of  clay. 
For  he  s  seen  in  the  porch,  and  he 's  seen  in  the  church, 

Though  he  is  not  seen  by  day. 

3. 

And  whether  for  good,  or  whether  for  ill. 

It  is  not  mine  to  say; 
But  still  to  the  house  of  Amundcville, 

He  abidcth  uight  and  day. 
By  the  marriage  bed  of  their  lords,  't  is  said, 

lie  ilits  on  the  bridal  eve; 
And  't  is  held  as  faith,  to  their  bed  of  death 

He  comes — but  not  lo  grieve. 

4. 
When  an  heir  is  bom,  he  is  heard  (o  mourn, 

And  when  aught  is  to  bcf.d 
That  ancient  Hue,  in  the  pale  moou-shine 

Ho  walks  from  hull  to  hall. 
His  form  you  may  trace,  but  not  his  face, 

T  is  shadow'd  by  his  cowl ; 
But  his  eyes  may  be  seen  from  the  folds  between, 

And  they  seem  of  a  parted  soul. 

5. 
But  beware!  beware  of  the  Black  Friar, 

He  still  retains  his  sway, 
For  he  is  yet  the  church's  heir. 

Whoever  may  be  the  lay, 
Amundcville  is  lord  by  day. 

But  the  monk  is  lord  by  night. 
Nor  wine  nor  wassail  could  raise  a  vassal 

To  question  that  friar's  right. 


I 


6. 
Say  nought  to  him  as  he  walks  the  bafl. 

And  he  *ll  say  uouglit  to  you  : 
He  sweeps  along  in  hi<  dusky  pall. 

As  o'er  the  grass  the  dew. 
Then  grammerry!   for  the  Black  Friar; 

Heaven  sain  him !   foir  or  foul. 
And  wluitsoe'er  may  be  Itis  prayer, 

Let  oars  be  for  his  soul. 

XLI. 
The  lady's  voice  cca«cd,  and  the  thrilKoj  rvr^ 

Died  from  the  touch  that  kindled  (ttf^c  »« 
And  ihe  pause  foHowM,  uhich,  when  ooo^inn 

Pervades  a  moment  those  who  Ustro  r-iifr:. 
And  then  of  course  the  circle  much  admim, 

Nor  le^  applauds,  as  in  politeness  Itoooil, 
The  tones,  tlie  ferling,  and  the  ezecutioa, 
To  the  performers  diffident  coufusioa. 

XLII. 
Fair  Adeline,  though  in  a  careless  way. 

As  if  she  rated  such  acrompltjJimeDi 
As  the  mere  pastime  of  an  idle  diy. 

Pursued  an  instant  for  her  own  coateoL 
Would  now  and  then  as  'c  were  without  i&piit. 

Yet  witii  display  in  fact,  at  tim«-s  rvleni 
To  such  performances  with  haughty  snlk. 
To  show  she  coulil,  if  it  #ere  worth  ber  vitic 

XLIII. 

Now  this  (but  we  wiU  whisper  it  aside 
Was— 'pardon  the  pedantic  illusiraiioc— 

Trampling  on  Plato's  pride  with  grealrr  poif 
As  did  the  Cynic  on  some  like  ocrasioD; 

Deeming  the  sage  would  be  much  mortinL 
Or  thrown  into  a  pliilo4w>phic  pas4ou. 

For  a  spoiPd  carpet — but  the  «  Attic  Bfe> 

Was  much  consoled  by  his  own  repartee.' 

XLIV. 

Thus  Adeline  would  throw  into  the  sha:l* 
(By  doing  easily  whene'er  <he  cho>e. 

What  dilettanti  do  with  vast  parade. 
Their  sort  of  half  prof ession  :  for  it  groi; 

To  something  like  tliis  when  too  oft  diipLw.'. 
And  that  it  is  so  every  l»ody  know^ 

Who  '\c  heard  Miv^  That  or  This,  or  Lady  T  .fc 

Show  off— to  please  their  company  or  motlw 

XLV.   ' 

Oh !  the  long  evenings  of  duets  .ind  trio.' 
The  admiralionjs  and  the  spei*uljtion«. 

The  tt  Mimma  Mias  »*•  and  the  «  Amor  Micw  r 
The  «  Tanii  Palpitisn  on  such  o^-4*io.'>« 

The  «  Lasclamls,*  and  quavering  •  Ad.lirts- 
Amongst  our  own  most  musical  of  uji:oo>. 

Willi  «  Tu  mi  chaana!(cs»  from  Portingifc-. 

To  soothe  our  cars,  lest  Italy  sliould  faU.^ 

XL  VI 

In  Babylon's  bravums->as  the  home 

Heart-ballads  of  nroen  Erin  or  Crrv  !li.;h:iai 

That  bring  Lochahor  hack  to  eves  thji  rtam 
Ocr  fiir  Atlantic  continents  or  UUmW 

The  calentures  of  music  which  orrcoic- 
All  mountaineers  with  drcims  that  il.*^  rrB.;^ 

No  more  to  be  beheld  bat  in  such  »i>ioa».- 

Was  AdeUne  weU  Tencd  as  compoaiiioDs. 
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XLVII. 

1 .1  Uilit'lic  tiu(;c  of  m  Blue^n 

e  rliymes,.inil  compose  more  than  she  wrote 

nis  orcakioiiully  loo 

fricndx,  as  every  i»o*ly  ou(;hL 

ri  that  subliiner  aiuro  hue, 

ihe  present  <lye,  th«:  was  reoiote; 

iiouuh  10  deem  Pope  a  ijrcat  poet, 

as  worse,  was  not  a&liamed  to  thow  it. 

XLviir. 

"e  we  are  touehing  upon  taste, 
«r-.i-<iays  is  the  tliermometer 
;rees  all  characters  are  clau'd — 
Shakitpeariau,  if  1  do  not  err. 
'eypnd  this  \%orld's  p<Tplexin(;  waste 
of  her  existence,  for  in  her 
iJepth  of  feelinf*  to  embrace 
undless,  deep,  hut  silent  too  as  space. 

XLIX. 

•acious,  graceful,  graceless  grace, 
own  llcl>e  of  t  iti-FuIke,  whose  miod, 
y,  v,ji'%  upon  hrr  face, 
tas  of  a  fuM-inatiug  kind. 
For  miMrhief  you  mii;lit  trace 
)n,— but  that  \  not  nmeh;  we  find 
without  <»omc  such  gentle  leaven, 
ihouid  suppose  us  quite  in  heaven. 

L. 

^^^  Khe  wa<  at  all  poetic, 
ce  she  «a5  «ecn  n>  idiug  the  m  Bath  Gtiide,» 
$  Tnumphs,M  wliich  she  deem'd  pathetic, 
ic  said,  her  temper  had  been  tried 

bard  had  really  been  prophetic 
e  had  gone  through  with.— since  a  bride. 
m;  what  most  iusure<i  her  praise 

to  herself,  or  <*  bouts  rimes.* 

LI. 

dt  to  say  what  was  the  object 

ill  bringing  this  same  lay 
liat  app4>ar'd  to  her  the[subject 
ervous  feelings  on  that  day. 
:ierely  had  the  simple  project 
m  out  of  his  supposed  dismay; 
light  wish  to  coutirin  him  in  it, 

cannot  say — at  least  this  minute. 

Ml. 
immetliate  effect 
on-  him  to  his  self-propriety, 
iieeessary  to  the  elect, 
o  take  the  tone  of  their  society: 
cannot  l»e  too  circumspect, 
e  mode  be  iN'r^itlage  or  piety, 
lewest  nutille  of  hypocrisv, 
ucli  disploasting  the  gynocracy. 

LIfl. 
Juan  now  began  to  rally 
ind.  without  more  explanation, 
ucli  themes  in  many  a  sallv. 
n»  a  I'M)  .s4>i/ed  the  same  oecasion, 
•imilar  remarks  to  tally, 
or  n  Hiill  more  iletail'd  narration 
iiystic  friar's  curious  doings, 
sent  family's  deutlis  and  wooings. 


LIV. 


Of  these  few  could  say  more  than  has  been  said  j 

They  pass'd,  as  such  things  do,  for  superstition 
With  some,  while  others,  who  had  more  in  dread 

The  theme,  lialf  credited  the  strange  tradition; 
And  much  was  talk'd  on  all  sides  on  that  head; 

But  Juan,  when  cross-question'd  on  the  vision. 
Which  some  supposed  (though  he  had  not  avow'd  it) 
Had  stirr'd  him,  auswer'd  in  a  way  to  cloud  ic 

LV. 
And  then,  the  mid- day  having  worn  to  one, 

The  company  prepared  to  separate: 
Some  to  their  several  pastimes,  or  to  none; 

Some  wondering 't  was  so  early,  some  so  late. 
There  was  a  goodly  match,  too,  to  be  run 

Between  some  greyhounds  on  my  lord's  estate. 
And  a  young  race-horse  of  old  pedigree, 
Match'd  for  tlie  spring,  whom  several  went  to  see. 

Lvr. 

There  was  a  picture-dealer  who  ^lad  brought 

A  speeial  Titian,  warranted  original, 
So  precious  that  it  was  not  to  be  bought. 

Though  princes  the  possessor  were  besieging  aU. 
The  king  himself  h:id  cheapen'd  it,  but  thought 

The  civil  list  (he  deigns  to  accept,  obliging  all 
His  subjecu  by  his  gracious  acceptation) 
Too  scanty,  in  these  times  of  low  uxation. 

LVII. 
But  as  Lord  Henry  was  a  connoisseur,— 

The  friend  of  artists,  if  not  arts,— the  owner, 
Willi  motives  the  most  classical  and  pure, 

So  tliat  he  would  have  been  the  very  donor. 
Rather  than  seller,  had  his  vrants  been  fewer, 

So  much  he  deem'd  his  patronage  an  honour. 
Had  brought  the  capo  d'op^ra,  not  for  sale. 
But  for  his  judgment,— never  known  to  fail. 

LVIII. 
There  was  a  modem  Goth,  I  mean  a  Gothic 

Bricklayer  of  Babel,  call'd  an  architect, 
Brought  to  survey  these  gray  wails,  which,  tboo^  to 
thick. 

Might  have  firom  time  acquired  some  slight  delect; 
Who,  after  rummaging  the  abbey  through  thick 

And  thin,  produced  a  plan,  whereby  to  erect 
New  buildings  of  correciest  C9nformation, 
And  throw  down  old  which  he  call'd  restorwCipii. 

LIX. 
The  cost  would  be  a  trifle — an  «  old  song,* 

Set  to  some  tliousands  ('t  is  the  usual  burthen 
Of  that  same  tune,  when  people  hum  it  long) — 

The  price  would  speedily  repay  its  worth  in 
An  edihi  e  no  le^  sublime  than  strong. 

By  which  LonI  Henry's  good  taste  would  go  forth  in 
Its  glory,  through  all  ages  shining  sunny, 
For  Gotliic  daring  shovtn  in  luiglish  money.4 

LX. 

There  were  two  lawyers  busy  on  a  mortgage 
Lord  Henry  wish'd  to  raise  for  a  new  purchase; 

Also  a  lawsuit  upon  tenures  burgage, 

And  one  on  tithes  which  sure  are  Discord's  torches, 

kindling  Religion  till  she  throws  dovku  her  gage, 

M  rmyingrt  squires  Mto  tight  against  the  churches;* ' 

Then*  was  a  priic  ox,  a  prize  jiig,  and  ploughmao, 

For  Henry  was  a  sort  of  Sabine  showman. 
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LXI. 
There  were  two  poachers  cau^^it  in  a  steel  trap. 

Ready  for  jail,  their  place  of  convalescence ; 
There  was  a  country  girl  in  a  dose  cap 

And  scarlet  cloak  (I  hate  the  sight  to  see,  since — : 
Since — since — in  youth  I  had  the  s.td  mislinp — 

But  luckily  1  've  p.iid  few  parish  fees  since) 
That  scarlet  cloak,  alas!  unclosed  m-ilh  rigour. 
Presents  tlie  problem  of  a  double  figure. 

LXH. 
A  reel  within  a  bottle  is  a  mystery, 

One  can't  tell  how  it  cVr  got  in  or  out. 
Therefore  the  present  pie<'e  of  natural  history 

I  l«>ave  to  those  who  are  fond  of  solving  doubt, 
And  merely  htate,  though  not  for  the  con5i.stor%', 

Lord  Henry  was  a  justice,  and  th:it  Scout 
The  constable,  beneath  a  warrant's  banner. 
Had  bagg'd  this  poacher  upon  Nature's  manor. 

LXIII. 
Now  justices  of  peace  must  judge  all  pieces 

Of  mischief  of  all  kinds,  aud  keep  the  game 
And  morals  of  tlie  country  from  caprices 

Of  those  who  'vc  not  a  licence  for  the  same  ; 
And  of  all  things,  excepting  tithes  and  leases, 

Perhaps  these  are  most  difiicult  to  tame: 
Prcserving  partridges  and  pretty  wenches 
Arc  puulcs  to  the  rao<it  precautious  benches; 

LXIV. 

Tlie  present  culprit  was  extremely  pale. 
Pale  as  if  painted  so;  her  cheek  being  red 

By  nature,  as  in  higher  dames  less  hale, 

T  is  while,  at  least  when  they  just  rise  from  bed. 

Perhaps  she  was  ashamed  of  seeming  frail. 

Poor  soul!  for, she  was  country  born  and  bred, 

And  knew  no  better  in  her  immorality 

Than  to  wax  white — for  bluslies  are  for  quality. 

LXV. 
Ilcr  black,  bright,  downcast,  yet  espiegle  eye 

Had  gatlier'd  a  large  tear  iuto  its  corner, 
Which  the  poor  thiug  at  times  essay'd  lo  dry, 

For  she  was  not  u  sentimental  mourner. 
Parading  all  her  sensibility, 

.Nor  insolent  enough  to  scorn  the  scomer, 
r>ul  stood  iu  trembling,  patient  tribulation, 
To  be  call'd  up  fur  her  cxauiinaliun. 

LXM. 

Of  course  these  groups  were  scatterd  here  and  there, 
Not  nigh  the  g.iy  saloou  of  ladies  gent. 

The  lawyers  in  the  study ;  and  iu  air 

The  prize  pig,  ploughtnati,  poachers;  tlic  men  sent 

From  towu,  \'u.  arcliiteet  and  dealer,  were 
Both  busy  (as  a  general  in  his  tent 

Writing  dispatches)  in  their  several  stations. 

Exulting  iu  their  brilliant  lucubrations. 

LXVII. 
But  this  poor  girl  was  left  in  the  great  hall. 

While  Scout,  the  parish  ^;uardiao  of  the  frail, 
Discuss'd  (he  hated  beer  yrlept  the  «  small») 

A  mighty  mug  of  moral  double  ale: 
She  wait(r<l  uuiil  Justice  oould  recal 

Its  kind  attentions  to  llieir  proper  pale, 
To  name  a  thiug  in  nomcndnturc  rather 
Perplexing  for  most  virgins — a  child's  father. 


Lxvin. 

Ton  see  here  vra%  enoa|^  of  ocmpatioo 
For  the  Lord  Henry,  link'd  with  d©;j*  »rl  xa, 

There  was  mucb  biu^tle  too  aiKi  pre?d<^ii/« 
Below  stairs  on  f  lie  *corr  of  se^ooil  cnxu^. 

Because,  as  suits  their  ntok  and  ctuiiir^ 
Tliose  who  in  counties  have  great  '.is--!  rrvsr-.- 

Have  «■  public  clays, ■•  when  all  men  miy  nrv. 

Though  not  exnctly  what '%  r.illed  «  oprs  b:M> 

LXTX. 
But  once  a  wreek  or  fortnight,  vn invited 

(Thus  we  trandate  a  general  I'ni  t(4t  >■ 
All  country  gentlemen,  esquired  or  kni,:bit-: 

M.iy  drop  in  without  CAnls.  aoJ  t»k<  ii«i«i^ 
At  the  full  I>oarc1,  and  sit  alike  delif.hfed 

Witli  fashionable  wines  and  cooserutioa. 
And,  as  the  istlimus  of  the  ^rand  coaviioc 
Talk  o'er  themselves,  the  past  and  oextekcita 

LXX. 

Lord  Henry  wms  u  (pneat  electioneerrr. 

Borrowing  for  borou(;Ii«  like  a  rat  or  r\\^ 
But  county  contests  cost  him  rather  Ann*, 

Because  the  nei^hbourini^  Scotch  Ejri  af  uif;;z-| 
Had  English  influence  in  the  ^elf-om^  «pyn ir 

His  son,  the  Honourable  Dick  Dice-dnlibd. 
Was  member  for  «  the  other  itiirrrst^  'ai>ic^ 
The  self-same  interest,  with  a  different  \nmai. 

LXXI. 

Courteous  and  cautious  therefore  in  bis«tMiT 
He  was  all  things  to  all  men,  and  di^pcMi^ 

To  some  civility,  to  others  bounty. 

And  promises  to  all — which  last  comnnicrt 

To  gather  to  a  somewhat  large  amnaoL  ke 
Not  calculating  how  much  tlieycoodrawJ. 

But,  what  with  keeping  some  au«l  breaking  flV* 

His  word  had  tite  same  value  as  another'*. 

LXXII. 

A  friend  to  freedom  and  freeholders — y-^ 
No  less  a  friend  to  government — he  lM-»i 

That  he  exactly  the  just  medium  hit 

'Twixt  place  and  patriotism — albeit  ronpcff^ 

Such  was  his  sovereign's  plcnMire    ihouf.liasSw 
He  added  modestly,  when  rebels  nild  . 

To  hold  some  sinecures  he  wish  d  aL>oltNti  d. 

But  that  with  them  all  law  would  be  dirDio.i>bi 

LXXIIf. 

He  was  «  free  lo  confcssi* — ; whence  comes  !ki*ft"»  I 
Is  't  English  ?  No — "l  is  only  pirliamcuiary 

That  innovation's  spirit  iiow-a-<lavs 

Had  made  more  progress  than  for  the  hAteX 

He  would  not  tread  a  factious  p.iih  to  praS*. 
Though  for  the  public  weal  di$|>o>edf<'  Mtoor-r^ 

As  for  bis  place,  he  could  but  say  this  of  it. 

That  the  fatigue  was  greater  thau  the  prv^t. 

Lxxrv'. 

Heaven  and  his  friends  know  that  a  pri\a&'bfr 
Had  ever  been  his  sole  aud  whole  ambitMO. 

But  could  he  quit  his  king  in  times  of  <uif« 
Which  threaten'd  the  whole  countn-  i^iiLp^..  "^ 

When  demagogues  would  with  a  butcher  »  koi:- 
Cut  through  and  through  .oh!  damoabli-uii--''': 

The  Gordiao  or  the  Geordian  knot,  whorf  ana,- 
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1  (wang*.  and  souglil  In  ihmk 
LXAXIII. 


lb  onr  ibniwii  athy  asDapi  llw  (taa; 


■MMr  a  hoin*  laugh  from  ihr  iblck  ihrsD 
I.XXXIV. 
Thnv  11  a  difbrsK*,  layt  Iba  aong.  •  bHwHii 

cliFfrrcDce  « 'tvriic  a  bitbdp  and  a  d^an.* 
A  difTtrence  b«iwHn  croebrry-warr  and  plati 
■  bclwcia  EasVah  bnf  and  SparUD  broil.— 

LXXXV. 


lijioD  ihr  whok  i>  gmirr  iban  ibf  difFtnoM 
Hehrbi  bclweni  Ilia  coaalry  and  Ihr  lowii. 
Of  Bhich  Ihc  laiicr  mmli  tttrf  pnfcmra 

Aud  ouly  ihink.  or  acl,  or  IkI  wilb  rafrrrnic 

Both  vbicb  in  liniiml  lo  no  (oaditiaa. 

LXXXVl. 
Bal  •»  aniil%  Tbtligbi  lom  Uogukh  nrr 

l^ag  banqiuu  awl  loo  many  guan.  aliliniicb 
A  iligbl  rriHtil  mikn  pco^r  bit*  mucb  morr. 

lUcrbua  and  Cana  baiag,  aa  tt  knuw. 
Etan  freiB  our  grammar  upwinla.  frieudi  of  yorr 

To  IbcM  tb(  iirrnlinn  of  ebaBipacnc  aod  truflla: 
TempenDcadxlighialiar.  but  hng  fiidBg  mfHH. 

LXXXVII, 
Dully  pau'd  o'lr  iba  dloDN  of  ibc  day  | 

lod  Juan  look  hit  pta«  ht  kuFfnol  wborr. 
tionFiiKiL  in  Ibc  eoofution,  and  diiiraii, 


^ 


Tbouglik 


loil  forka  clapg'd  roaud  aa  id 

Til!  tomi  one,  «iib  a  grou.  ciprMa'd  ■  niili 
(ITohndrd  «ci«]  ID  lun  a  Go  of  Hah. 


InlliciKt  aa  iba  diab  a  dwdly  vuand. 
Kmi  wiib  HKk  bsrry  thai,  im  ba  coild  enrb  i 
Uc  d  paid  ki>  arif;lib«ir't  pnyn  *ilb  lull  I 
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LXXXIX. 

This  wa«  uo  bad  mituke,  as  it  occun'd. 

The  supplicator  being  an  amateur ; 
But  otherft,  who  were  left  with  scarce  a  third. 

Were  angry — as  they  well  might,  to  be  sure. 
They  wonder'd  how  a  young  man  so  absurd 

Lord  Henry  at  his  table  should  endure ; 
And  this,  and  his  not  knowing  how  much  oats 
Had  fallen  last  market,  cost  his  host  three  votes. 

XC. 
They  little  knew,  or  might  have  sympathized. 

That  he  the  night  befbrtfnad  seen  a  ghost; 
A  prologue  whirh  but  filightly  harmonised 

With  the  substantial  company  engross'd 
By  matter,  and  so  much  materialised. 

That  one  scarce  knew  at  what  to  marvel  motc 
Of  two  things — how  (the  question  rather  odd  is) 
Such  bodies  could  have  souls,  or  souls  such  bodies. 

XCI. 
But  what  confused  him  more  than  smile  or  stare 

From  all  tl»e  'squires  aud  'squiresscs  around, 
Who  wonder'd  at  the  abstraction  of  his  air, 

Especially  as  he  had  been  reoowu'd 
For  some  vivacity  amoug  the  fair, 

Even  in  the  country  circle';)  narrow  bound-.- 
(For  little  tilings  upon  my  lord's  estate 
Were  good  small-talk  for  others  still  lest  great) — 

XCII. 

Was,  that  he  caught  Aurora's  eye  on  his, 
And  sometliing  like  a  smile  upon  her  cheek. 

Now  this  he  really  rather  took  amiss: 

In  those  who  rarely  smile,  their  smile  bespeaks 

A  strong  external  motive;  and  in  this 

Smile  of  Aurora's  there  was  nought  to  pique 

Or  hope,  or  love,  with  any  of  the  wiles 

Which  some  pretend  to  trace  in  ladies'  smiles. 

XCIII. 
T  was  a  mere  quiet  smile  of  contemplation, 

Indicative  of  some  surprise  and  pity ; 
And  Juan  grew  carnaliou  with  vexation, 

Which  was  not  very  wise  and  still  less  witty. 
Since  he  had  gain'd  nt  lea<tt  her  observation, 

A  most  important  outwork  of  the  city — 
As  Juan  should  have  known,  had  not  his  senses 
Ky  lust  night's  ghost  been  driven  from  their  defences. 

XCIV. 
But,  what  was  bad,  she  did  not  blush  in  turn, 

Nor  seem  embarrass'd — quite  the  contrary; 
Her  aspect  was,  as  usual,  still — not  stem — 

And  she  withdrew,  but  cast  not  down,  her  eye, 
Yet  grow  a  little  pale — with  what  ?  concern  ? 

I  know  not ;  hut  her  colour  ne'er  was  high — 
Though  sometimes  faintly  tlush'd — and  always  clear 
As  deep  seas  in  a  sunny  atmosphere. 

XCV. 
But  Adeline  was  occupird  by  fame 

This  day;  and  watcliiug,  witching,  condescending 
To  tlir  cocisumrrs  of  fisli,  fovkl,  and  game, 

And  di^ruity  with  courtc<.y  so  blending, 
As  nil  must  blend  whose  part  it  is  to  aim 

(Ksporially  a>  the  sixth  year  is  ending)' 
At  their  lord's,  son's,  and  similar  connexion's 
Safe  conduct  through  the  rocks  of  re-eiectioQS. 


XCVL 
Though  this  wra^  most  czpedieol  oa  tbr  «hs» 

And  usual — Juao,  when  he  cast  a  ^Lnre 
On  Adeline  while  playing  her  grand  nif 

Which  she  went  through  as  thoi^b  itwotii 
(Betraying  only  now  and  tlien  her  cool 

By  a  look  scarce  perceptibly  askaarr 
Of  weariness  or  scorn),  began  to  feel 
Some  doubt  how  much  of  Adcliae  was  rsh,- 

XC\*II. 
So  well  slie  acted  all  and  every  part 

By  turns — with  tluit  vivacious  versit&ry. 
Which  many  people  lake  for  waat  of  b<a.t 

They  err — *t  is  merely  what  i^  ralidmaiiR 
A  thing  of  temperament  and  not  of  ut 

Though  seeming  so,  from  iu  supposrj  bdt 
And  false — though  true;  for  sorely  ittrTica 
Who  're  strongly  acted  on  by  what  is  nans- 

XCVIil. 
This  makes  your  actors,  arlius,  and  nMSWan 

Heroes  sometimes,  though  seldom— oetsv 
But  speakers,  htrtls,  diploniiii<c»^  aii<i(iiKflV 

Little  thut  *s  great,  but  much  of  utatbds 
Most  orators,  but  very  few  financiers. 

Though  all  Exchequer  ClMncellor>  <xtctn» 
Of  late  years,  to  dispense  with  Gxker}  ripai 
And  grow  quite  figurative  willi  their  tigwo- 

xox. 

The  poets  of  arithmetic  are  they 

Who,  though  they  prove  not  two  aodiwi 

Five,  as  they  would  do  in  a  modest  w^t. 
Have  plainly  made  it  out  thai  fouranrtkn 

Judging  by  what  they  take  and  wh4i  iiu^  pn 
The  Sinking  Fund's  unfatlionui>lc  <>a, 

That  most  unliquidnting  liquid,  Icjtc* 

The  debt  unsunk,  yet  sinks  all  it  receives. 

C. 

While  Adeline  di'sponsed  her  «ir*  ami  fT^»f^. 

The  fair  Fitz-Fulkc  scemd  very  rnmb  Mr 
Though  too  well-bred  to  quii  nitm  to  tlirirfi 

Her  laughing  blue  eyes  with  a  glarire  ctstii 
The  ridicules  of  people  in  all  places — 

That  honey  of  your  fashionable  l>tes— 
And  store  it  up  for  mi>cliie\oos  enjoxmfni: 

And  this  at  present  was  her  kiud  (^ropioti 

CI. 
However,  the  day  closed,  as  days  ron«c  «iW: 

The  evening  also  waoc'^i — and  eoffrrramr 
Each  carriage  was  Announced,  and  ijtli<*' r» 

And  curUeving  off.  as  curl>de«  countnr-Ja 
Retired:  with  most  unf.ishion.tblr  bov^ 

Their  docile  enquires  also  did  the  saniP, 
I>cli(;hied  with  tlie  dinner  and  their  hrt>L 
Itut  with  the  lady  Adeline  the  most. 

CII. 

•Some  praiscil  her  b(>auty  ;  others  h*r  f^mi  i 
The  warm  til  of  her  politeness,  wbo^  W». 
Wa>  obvious  iu  each  featurf*  of  her  fc«o. 

Whose  trait*  were  r.idiant  with  th^  rJiV^« 
Yes  :  */te  was  truly  worthy  her  hiph  f.^f 

>o  one  cuuld  envy  Iu.t  de^r\*sl  |.ro>^Kni 
And  then  her  <lresN— what  beautiful  siinpJki 
I  Drapcried  her  form  w  kh  curious  feUc ity '' 
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cm. 

eet  Adeline  do&crved  their  praises, 
rtial  indemnification 
St  exertion  and  »oft  pbrases, 
(iifyii)(;  converHation, 

upon  their  late  ^'uestv'  miens  and  facet, 
.'S,  even  to  the  la«i  relation ; 

vive&,  their  horrid  selves  and  dresses, 
t  distortion  of  their  tresses. 

CIV. 
I  little — 't  was  the  rest  that  hroke 
universal  epigram : 
IS  to  the  purpose  what  she  cpoke: 
>n's  ^  faint  praisen  so  itront  to  damn, 
wrved  to  set  off  every  joke, 
time^  in  with  a  melo-drame. 
e  task  to  shield  an  absent  friend ! 
of  mine,  to not  defend. 

CV. 

It  two  eiceptions  to  this  keen 
f  wits  o'er  the  departed ;  one, 
ler  pure  and  platid  mien  ; 
oo,  in  tjeiieral  behind  none 
i  on  what  he  'd  heard  or  seen, 
low,  his  usual  spirits  gone  : 
iird  the  others  rail  or  rally, 
join  them  in  a  single  sally. 

CVI. 
iw  Aurora  look  as  though 
ed  Ills  silence  ;  she  perhaps  mistook 
that  charity  we  owe 
pay  the  abseut,  nor  would  look 
light. or  it  might  not  he  so, 
lt\ng  silent  in  his  nook, 
e  in  his  reverie, 
iuch,  which  he  was  gUd  to  see. 

evil. 

iM«>t  hati  done  him  this  much  good, 

lim  as  silmt  as  a  ghost, 

instances  which  eusued 

iteem  wliere  it  was  worth  the  most. 

Aurora  h  id  renew'd 

e  fn-lings  he  had  lately  lust 

feelings  which,  perhaps  ideal, 

tliat  I  must  deem  them  real : — 

CVIII. 

glier  tilings  aud  better  days; 
ulcd  hope,  and  heavenly  ignorance 
I'd  the  world,  and  the  world's  ways; 
Its  when  we  gather  from  a  glance 
from  all  future  pride  or  praise, 
lie  nianhuiid,  hut  can  neer  entrance 
n  existence  of  its  own, 
ther'&  boiom  is  the  zone. 

CIX. 

:>t  sigh  Ai  At  1AV  KuOnp%iAv\ 
memory,  or  that  had  a  heart? 
must  wane  like  that  of  Dian, 
n  ray,  as'vears  <m  years  depart. 
;  h.id  the  soul  to  tic  on 
\<;  myrtle  round  the  unbluuted  dart 
,  though  thou  hast  play'd  us  many  trickt, 
*t  thee,  M  Alma  Venus  Genilrix!  » 


ex. 

And  full  of  sentiments,  sublime  as  billows 

Heaving  between  this  world  and  worlds  beyond, 

Don  Juan,  when  the  midnight  hour  of  pillows 
Arrive<l,  retired  to  his ;  but  to  despond 

Rather  than  rest.     Instead  of  poppies,  willows 
Waved  o'er  his  couch;  he  meditated,  fond 

Of  those  sweet  bitter  thoughts  which  banish  sleep. 

And  make  the  worldling  sneer,  the  youngling  weep. 

CXI. 
The  night  was  as  before :  hAjpras  nndrest. 

Saving  his  night-gown,  which  is  an  undretar 
Completely  usans  eulotte,»  and  without  vest; 

In  short,  be  hardly  could  be  clothed  with  less ; 
But,  apprehensive  of  his  spectral  guest, 

lie  sate,  with  feelings  awkward  to  express 
(By  those  who  have  not  had  such  Tisitations), 
Expectant  of  the  ghost's  fresh  operations. 

CXII. 
And  not  in  vain  he  listen'd— Hush  !  what  *s  thatT 

i  see — I  see — Ah,  no!  't  is  not — yet 't  Is — 
Ye  power*  I  it  is  the — the— the— Pooh  I  thecal! 

The  devil  may  take  that  stealthy  pace  of  his! 
So  like  a  spiritual  pit-a-pat. 

Or  tiptoe  of  an  amatory  Miss, 
Gliding  the  fintC  time  to  a  rendezvous. 
And  dreading  die  chaste  echoes  of  her  shoe. 

CXIH. 
Again  what  is  't  ?    The  wiml  T    No,  no, — this  time 

It  is  the  sable  friar  as  before, 
With  awful  footsteps,  regular  as  rhyme. 

Or  (as  rhymes  may  be  in  these  days)  much  more. 
Again,  through  shadovrs  of  the  night  sublime. 

When  deep  sleep  fell  on  men,  aud  the  world  wore 
The  starry  darkness  round  her  like  a  girdle 
Spangled  with  gems— the  monk  made  hit  blood  cArdle. 

CXIV. 
A  noise  like  to  wet  fingers  drawm  on  glass,* 

Which  sets  the  teeth  on  edge;  and  a  slight  clatter, 
Like  showers  which  qu  the  midnight  gusts  will  past. 

Sounding  like  very  supem.ilural  water, — 
Came  over  Juan's  ear,  which  throhb'd,  alas ! 

For  immaterialism  's  a  serious  matter: 
So  that  even  those  whose  finith  is  the  most  great 
In  soub  immortal,  than  them  tcte-a-t^te. 

CXV. 

Were  his  eyes  open? — Yes!  .ind  his  month  too. 

Surprise  has  this  effect— to  make  one  dumb, 
Yet  leave  the  gate  which  eloquence  slips  through 

As  wide  as  if  a  long  speech  were  to  come. 
Nigh  aud  more  nigh  the  awful  echoes  drew. 

Tremendous  to  a  mortal  tympanum: 
His  eyes  were  open,  and  (as  was  before  * 

Stated)  his  mouth.     What  open'd  next? — the  door. 

CXVI. 
It  open'd  with  a  most  infernal  creak. 

Like  th.it  of  hell.     «  LiM'iatc  ogni  speranza, 
Voi  che  entrate!)*     The  hinge  seein'd  to  s|>eak, 

Dreadful  as  Dante's  rima.  or  this  stania ; 
Or — but  all  words  upon  such  ihemen  are  weak: 

A  single  shade 's  suflicient  to  entntnee  a 
Hero — for  what  is  suhstance  to  a  spirit  ? 
Or  how  it  'l  matter  tremblet  to  come  near  it  7 
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CXVII. 
The  door  flew  wide,  not  swiftly — hot,  u  fly 

The  sea-guUs,  with  a  steady,  soher  flight — 
And  tlien  swuug  back ;  nor  close — but  stood  awry, . 

Half  Icttiog  iu  loug  shadows  oo  the  light, 
Which  still  iu  Juan's  candlesticks  bum'd  high. 

For  he  had  two,  both  tolerably  bright, — 
And  in  the  door-way,  darkening  darkness,  stood 
The  sable  friar  in  his  solemn  hood. 

CXVIII. 
Don  Juan  shook,  as  erst  Mhad  been  shaken 

The  ni^htiwfore ;  but,^^ing  sick  of  shaking. 
He  first  inclined  to  think  he  had  been  mistaken, 

And  then  to  be  osliamed  of  such  mistaking; 
His  own  internal  ghost  began  to  awaken 

Within  him,  aud  to  quell  his  corporal  quaking— 
Hinting,  that  soul  and  body  on  the  whole 
Were  odds  against  a  disembodied  soid. 

CXIX. 

Aud  then  his  dread  grew  wratli,  and  his  wrath  fierce; 

And  he  arose,  advanced — the  shade  retreated; 
But  Juan,  eager  uow  the  truth  to  pierce, 

Follow'd;  his  veins  no  longer  cold,  butheatad. 
Resolved  to  thrust  the  mystery  carte  and  tierce, 

At  whatsoever  risk  of  being  defeated: 
The  ghost  stopp  d,  menaced,  then  retired,  antii 
Ue  reach'd  the  ancient  wall,  then  stood  stone  still. 

cxx. 

Juan  put  forth  one  arm — Eternal  Powers ! 

It  touch'dno  soul,  nor  body,  but  the  wall, 
On  which  the  moonbeams' fell  in  silvery  showers 

Chequer'^  with  all  the  tracery  of  the  hall : 
Ue  shudder'd,  as  no  doubt  the  bravest  cbwers 

When  he  can't  tell  what 't  is  that  doth  appal. 
How  odd,  a  single  hobgoblin's  non-entity 
Should  cause  more  fear  than  a  whole  host's  identity .9 

CXXI. 

but  still  the  shade  rcmain'd  ;  the  blue  eyes  glared, 

And  rather  variably  for  stony  death; 
Yet  one  thing  rather  good  the  grave  had  spared — 

The  ghost  had  a  remarkably  sweet  breath. 
A  slraggling  curl  show'd  he  had  been  fair-hair'd ; 

A  red  lip,  with  two  rows  of  pearl  beneath, 
Gleam'd  forth,  as  through  the  casement's  ivy  shroud 
The  moon  peep'd,  just  escaped  from  a  gray  cloud. 

CXXH. 

And  Juan,  puzzled,  but  still  curious,  thrust 
His  other  arm  forth — Wonder  upon  wonder ! 

It  pross'd  upon  a  hard  but  glowing  bust, 

Which  beat  as  if  there  was  a  warm  heart  under. 

He  found,  as  people  on  most  trials  must. 
That  he  had  made  at  first  a  silly  blunder, 

Aud  tliat  in  his  confusion  he  had  caught 

Only  the  wall  instead  of  what  he  sought. 

CXXIII. 

The  ghost,  if  ghost  it  were,  seem'd  a  sweet  soul, 

As  ever  lurk'd  beneath  a  holy  hood: 
A  dimpled  chin,  a  uock  of  ivory,  stole 

Forth  into  something  much  like  flesh  and  blood  ; 
Back  fell  the  sable  frock  and  dreary  cowl. 

And  they  reveal'd  (alas!  that  e'er  they  should!) 
In  full,  voluptuous,  but  not  o'ei  grown  bulk. 
The  phantom  of  her  frolic  grace— Fitz-Fulkc  I 


NOTES. 


CA2ST0  I. 
Note  I.    Scama «. 

■ea  wrre  Unmf  Wfiva  k^mm 
m  Vizcr*  fertr*  sate  a§BaMa»«ea.«  nt.- 

Note  2.  Stanza  itiL 

S«Te  thine  •  iaco^panUc  »J 

«  Description  des  vertms  incompartiki  k 
Macassar,  a* — See  the  advertikeiacat. 

Note  3.  Staoza  zli. 

Ahboapb  L«npiaa«  tells  ■•  iWr*  :•  •»  hnH 

See  Longinus,  Section  lo,  rvAfatvti: 
Note  4 •  Stanza  xiii. 

They  only  mM  tlwm  all  i*  «■  *^}nij^ 

Fact.  There  as,  or  was,  «ach  an  ed^UM. 
obnoxious  epi(*rams  of  Martial  pUceti  by  c 
the  end. 

Note  5.  Stanza  Ixxxviu. 

The  hmrd  I  qaotc  trmam  4o«s  km  «■;«« 

Campbell's  Gertrude  of  Wyoming.  I 
opening  of  Cazito  II.,  but  quote  from  coi 

Note  6,  Stanza  cxlviu. 

!•  it  for  thin  tbat  Ceaeral  Coeat  O'tiui, 
Wbo  took  Algier*.  dccUm  I  9*^  k  ■  «-«■ 

Donna  Julia  here  made  a  nu>takr.  Cs 
did  not  take  Algiers — but  Algien  vrry  oeiri 
he  and  his  army  and  fleet  retrwaced  viih  fi 
not  much  credit,  from  before  that  city.iaii 

Note  7.  Stanza  cox^i. 

My  dxT*  of  lore  mr*  OTer.  a«  fcc  m.Tv 


•  Me  n«^  firaiiBa,  nee  paer 
Jam,   nee  spe*  sBiiBi  crriala  »r;ai 

Nee  rertarejur^t  tm*t«, 
N«c  Ttacire  noris  icakpon  £orj.-» 


CANTO  III. 


Note  I .  Stanza  xlv. 

For  nnne  likes  more  to  br^r  kiiB«»J\%-st''n' 

RUposa  ttllor  M«i^atf  :  a  d\nt\  tm  p, 
Iu  aoa  cre<io  pin  al  nrro,  cb'  t  f-a-rff-'. 
Ma   oel  cappoqe,  w  le«««.  o  T*oj'.i  art-H^ 
E  credo  alraua  eolta  a»ce  b«1  l-an». 
Na  U  cervogia.  e  qujiAda*  la.  a"  L«  ee.»i 
*  •■■  «ao*»o  piu  a«  I'akpro  cb*-  il  ■••^it: 

Ma  aopra  mtto  bcI  baoa  *ia«  be  f-i*; 
E  credo  che  ata  aalro  »-bi  gli  erri*. 

P01.C1,  Mory^mte  Xtt^giore,  Caatr  i*.  **wm 

Note  2.  StauM  Uxi- 

•b»l  e'er  by  preiiou*  m<ut  v*»  b«-U  it 

This  dress  is  Moorish,  and  the  Inctki^ 
worn  in  the  mauncr  described.     Thr  nyA 
ceivc  hereafter,  that,  as   the  mother  ..f  IU 
Fez,  her  daughter  wore  the  garb  of  tiKCoa 
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Note  3.  StAnza  Ixxii. 

A  lil«  HoM  ht,  akov*  ktr  iavlvp  nXFA. 

>f  gold  above  ihi*  inmcp  \%  a  mark  of  •©▼©- 
in  the  woinrn  of  the  familief  of  the  Deyft, 
as  tuch  by  thrir  fi>inale  relatives. 

Note  4-  Stanza  Iraii. 

Rrr  f»n»n  if  •■Uov'il  at  Urg*  i«  ma. 

o  evaggeration ;  there  verc  four  womeo 
member  to  h.ive  aeea,  who  povsened  their 
profusion ;  of  these,  three  were  English,  the 

LrvanCinc.  Their  hair  was  of  that  leagth 
:y  tliat,  wlien  let  <k>wii,  it  almost  entirely 

piTsnii,  M>  a*  ne.irly  to  reuder  dresw*  a  mi- 
Jf  iliese,  only  one  liad  dark  hair;  the  Ori- 
perliapA,  ilie  li|;hcst  <^l<»ur  of  tlic  four. 

Note  ft.  Stan/a  evii. 

^p€it  ccvov,  ^cpcif  ociysi, 

4tp£i$  fxaxtfA  TToctoa. 

Fmyment  of  Snfpho. 

Note  (>.  Stan/:i  r>iii. 

»«r  '.  vliii'k  wait*  iko  «mIi  aoJ  in«-li«  lli^  brati. 
•  Krj  ria  r  o'j  I  III*  '••'I.,''    I  iIm'o, 

A'  nj«ij;j»li  r  'nicarn**"  il  tnort 
Lo  di  rli'  bjin  Jr(l«i  a'  dotvi  aniii  ailJin, 

K  rh«  Ia  Mnoffo  peri-gria  d'  aaiwrr 
P«B|;«,  •€  adr  S<]uilU  di  Imii«b« 

Che  paj«  *l  piiirno  planter  rl»t  •!  ■»■««».• 

UftNTi'*  ^nf«fi«rr.  Cj«to  %iii. 

line  i«i  the  lirxi  of  T.ray  s  Klei;y,  uken  by  him 
knowlrii(;nienl. 

Note  7.  Stanya  eix. 

r  liand*  aii«r«-H  aticvi'd  li»«rr«  upon  liit  loaili. 

See  Sueionin>  for  ihiN  fact. 


CANTO  IV. 


company  for  some  fbrrign  theatre;  embarked  them  at 
au  Italian  port,  and,  earrying  them  to  Algiers,  sold 
them  all.  One  of  the  urouicu,  returned  from  lier  cap- 
tivity, I  lieard  sio);,  by  a  strange  coincidence,  in  Rossini's 
opera  of  «  L'ltaliaua  in  Algieri,*  at  Venice,  in  the  be- 
giuuing  of  1817. 

Note  4.  Stanm  lizxvi. 

From  all  iba  pope  main  yearly.  *(  voaUi  p^rpln 
To  bad  ihrM  perlact  pipw  of  llw  tkird  mn. 

It  is  sumoge  that  >t  slioukl  be  the  pope  mm!  tlie  sultan 
who  are  the  chief  eacouragers  of  tliiN  branch  of  trade— 
women  being  prohibited  as  singers  at  St  Peter's,  and  not 
direnied  truAl-wortliy  as  guarSiaus  of  the  haram. 

Note  5.  Stanza  ciii. 

WhiU  warda  aad  ordaro  raohU  rwaad  ibo  hear. 

The  pillar  which  records  the  battli*  of  Ravenna  is 
about  two  uiiloi  from  tlie  city,  on  tlic  oppooite  kide  of 
tlic  river  lo  the  road  towards  Forli.  Gaston  de  Voii, 
who  gained  the  battk,  was  killed  in  it ;  tlicre  iell  on 
both  sides  twenty  ihousajid  men.  The  present  stale  of 
the  pilbr  and  its  site  is  deticrilicd  in  llie  text. 


Note  1.  Stanza  xii. 

bom  Utr  |,od*  In**  dir  young,*  »aa  Mid  of  jorv. 
(mIoIun. 

Note  ■\.  Stania  liv. 

A  vrio  bad  bortl. 

no  very  uneouiniou  effect  of  the  violence  of 
;  and  diffi-n-nt  passions.  The  Do^e  Francis 
>n  his  deposition,  in  i-Vtr.  hearing  the  bt-ll 
k  announcr  the  eh'ctioo  of  his  suoce«hor, 
snhitcnient  d'nne  hemorrhagie  caus4'>e  par  uiie 
seiLitn  danx  vi  p<iitrine,w  (set*  Sismondi  and 
0.  i.  and  ii.)  at  the  age  of  eighty  years,  when 
uM  have  tiioH^ht  l/ie  old  tman  Imd  to  much 
kimtn  before  I  was  siiteen  years  of  age,  I 
IS  to  a  melancholy  instance  of  the  same  effect 
|>aftsi«»as  upon  a  young  person ;  who,  however, 
e  in  conse«|uenee,  at  iliat  lime,  but  fell  a  victim 
PH  afterwards  to  a  M'iznre  of  the  same  kiiul, 
tni  tauMHi  intimately  connected  with  agitation 

Note  3.  Stanz;i  Uxx. 
Eui  aold  by  iba  impra«ario  <l  »o  bi^b  rale. 

a  fact.     A  few  year*  ago  a  man  engaged  a 


CANTO  V. 


Note  I.  Stanza  iii. 

Tbe  oc«ja  atroaa. 

Tbi&  expression  of  floiuer  lufc  been  much  criticised. 
It  hardly  answers  to  our  Atlantic  ideas  of  tbe  ocean, 
but  is  sufficiently  applicable  to  the  Hellespont,  and  the 
Itospliorus,  with  the  iCgeau  intersected  with  islands. 

Note  3.  Stanza  ¥. 

•  Tbo  Oiaaf'a  Oraeo.a 

«  The  Giant's  Grave*  is  a  heiglil  on  the  Adriatic  shore 
of  the  Ro«pliorus,  much  frequented  by  holiday  parties ; 
like  Harrow  and  Highgate. 

Note  3.  Siauza  xxxiii. 

Aod  raaaiMS  ool  aa  faal  m  I  «oa  abJe. 

The  assassiuation  alluded  to  took  place  on  the  ei|^th 

of  Uecrmber,   1820,  in    the  streets  of  R ,  not  a 

hundred  |»aces  from  the  residence  of  the  writer.     Tbe 

eircuiiLstanecH  were  as  dcM'nbed. 

Note  4>  Stanza  xiiiv. 

Kill'd  by  8t«  bolleu  fro*  ao  oU  su-barrvl. 
There  was  found  closr  by  him  an  old  gun-barrel,  sawn 
half  off:  it  had  jut>t  been  di^diarged,  aiul  was  still  warm. 

Note  5.  Stanza  liii. 

Prepared  for  (apper  witb  a  glaia  of  r«a. 

In  Turkey  nothing  it  m»«it common  than  for  the 
MusMihnaiih  to  take  ^'veral  gla^ites  of  Mrong  spirits  by 
way  of  appetizer.  1  have  seen  them  take  as  many  a;* 
his  of  raki  before  dinner,  and  swear  that  they  dined  t)ir 
lietter  for  it ;  I  tried  tbe  eiperimeni,  but  wu.t  like  the 
Scotchman,  who  liaviug  hcnrd  tlut  the  binU  called  kit- 
tieviiaks  were  admirable  whets,  ale  »ix  of  them,  and 
complained  tlvit  «  he  was  no  hungrier  than  when  he 
beyan.yt 

Note  ti.  Stanz;!  Iv. 

Spli-odid  bat  wlenl,  aaer  in  ome.  wberr.  dreppiaf , 
A  marble  fonaUia  ecbooa. 

A  common  furniture.^  recollect  being  received  by 
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A  great  poet  quoting  another  should  be  correct;  he 
should  also  be  accurate  ^rhen  he  accuses  a  Parnassian 


All  Pach9«  in  a  room  containing  a  marble  basin  and 
fountain^  etc.,  ete.,  etc. 

Note  7.  Sfania  IxxKrH. 

TIm  9it«  M  •pUadU  «H  ia  «ll  it*  ftmimm. 

Featurt$  of  a  gate — a  minbterial  metaphor;  «the 
feature  upon  which  this  question  hinges.* — Se6  the 
«  Fudge  Family,*  or  hear  Gastlereagh. 

Note  8.  Stanaa  cvi. 

TiMMigh  OB  BOic  Acrvufh-hrtd  or  fairor  fioftit. 

There  is  perhaps  nothing  nu>re  distinctive  of  birth 
than  the  hand :  it  is  almost  the  only  sign  of  blood  which 
aristocracy  can  generate.  ^ 


Note  g.  Stansa  cxItU. 

Save  SolymaD,  tbe  glory  of  tbeir  lio«. 

It  may  not  be  unworthy  of  remark,  that  Bacon,  in 
his  essay  on  «  Empire,»  hints  that  Solyman  was  the  last 
of  his  line;  on  what  authority,  I  know  not.  These  air 
hb  words:  «The  destruction  of  Mustapha  was  so  fatal 
to  Sol3pnan*s  line,  as  the  succession  of  the  Turks  from 
Solyman,  until  this  day,  is  suspected  to  be  imtrue,  and 
of  strange  blood;  for  that  Solymus  the  Second  was 
thought  to  be  supposititious.*  But  Bacon,  in  his  his- 
torical authorities,  is  often  inaccurate.  I  could  give  half 
«  dosen  instances  from  his  apophthegms  only. 

Being  in  the  humour  of  -criticism,  I  shall  proceed, 
after  having  ventured  upon  the  slips  of  Bacon,  to  touch 
on  one  or  two  as  trlQing  in  the  edition  of  the  British 
I'oetSf  by  the  justly-celebrated  Campbell — But  I  do  this 
in  good  will,  and  trust  it  will  be  so  taken. — If  any  thing 
could  add  to  my  opinion  of  the  talents  and  true  feeliag 
of  that  gentleman,  it  would  be  his  classical,  honest,  and 
triumphant  defence  of  Pope,  against  the  vulgar  cant  of 
tlie  day,  and  its  existing  Grub-streec. 

The  inadvertencies  to  t»hich  I  allude  are, — 

Firstly,  in  speaking  of  Anstey^  whom  he  accuses  of 
having  taken  « his  leading  characters  from  SmolUtL* 
Anstey'sBath  Guide  was  published  in  1766.  Smollett's 
Humphry  Clinker  (the  only  work  of  Smollett's  from 
which  Tabitha,  etc.,  etc.  could  have  been  taken)  was 
written  during  Smollett's  last  residence  at  Leghorn,  in 
1770. — wArgaly*  if  tliere  has  been  any  borrowing, 
Anstey  must  be  tlie  creditor,  and  not  tbe  debtor.  1 
refer  Mr  Campbell  to  his  own  data  in  his  lives  of  Stnol- 
/cttand  Anstey. 

Secondly,  Mr  Campbell  says,  in  the  life  of  Cowper 
(note  to  page  358,  vol.  7),  that  a  he  knows  not  to  whom 
Cowper  alludes  in  these  lines  : 

■  Nor  b«  who,  for  iho  bona  of  tbonniult  bors« 

Built  God  •  chmrek,  and  Uagb'd  bit  vord  to  acora.*      ^ 

The  Calvinist  meant  Voltaire,  and  the  church  of  Fer- 
ney,  with  its  ioscriptiqat  «  Deo  erexit  Voltaire.* 

Thirdly,  in  the  life  of  Bums,  Mr  C.  quotes  Sbak- 
speare  thus, — 

•  To  giM  rofiaed  goU,  to  potat  cA# 
Or  mddfntk  perfamo  to  tb«  vioUi.* 

This  version  by  no  means  improves  the  original,  which 
is  as  follows : 

■  To  gild  rcfiDcd  gold,  to  paint  tbe  lUt/, 
To  throw  a  perfmms  om  tbe  riolet,*  etc. 

Kiao  Joaa. 


brother  of  that  daa^erous  charge  «k(Teviii(> 
had  better  borrow  any  thing  ^escrpca(B« 
the  thoughts  of  auother — tbry  amlv4y^«ffi 
claimed;  but  it  is  very  hard,  hating  bees  ika 
be  denouaced  as  the  debtor,  as  li  the  cui 
versus  Soiollett. 

As  tliere  is  «  honour  amongst  thiertL*  k 
some  amount  poets,  and  give»^  bi«Mf.H 
afford  to  give  it  more  than  Mr  CampU^  tan 
with  a  high  reputation  for  originahty.  lodih 
cannot  be  shaken,  is  the  only  poet  of  thr  ut 
Rogers)  w  ho  can  be  reproached  (and  in  taic 
a  reproach)  with  liaving  written  too  U^t. 


CA^'TO  VI. 


Scanxa  Ixxv. 

obanrre,*  lik«  ikai  vbarc  Casa  («1 

■  Nel  mezso  del  caaosia*  di  aoasn  n-4 
lli  ritrovai  p«r  uaa  arlva  «acvt»,»  th   ic. 


CANTO  VII. 


Stanza  li. 

Vaa  Ma«hiitf  hit  rrcnuu  to  eaa  tW  Uit 
Fact :  SouTaroff  did  this  in  prrsoa 


CANTO  VIII. 


Note  1.  Stansa  %itl 

All  aouaila  it  pierceib.  •  AUab*.  AlUk'  Bi!> 

«  Allah!  Hu!»  is  proptTly  the  war-cry  of  tif 
mans,  and  they  dwell  loog  on  the  Ust  i^vi-^' 
gives  it  a  very  wild  and  peculiar  effect 

Note  2.  Stanxa  it. 

•  Carnage   (ao  Wordcvorth  iHU  yo«)  n  Go^t  iatft 

■  Bat  tkjf  inA»t  dre«d«d   iB«trcB>e: 
la  workim^  oat  a  pare  iatcai. 
la  man  array'd  for  aitttaal  ilAKghtfT. 
Yea,  r-«rwiy0  m  tkg  dmmfhier'.* 

Woanwearaa  rtaBJiiiiiai  f^ 


I 


To  wit,  the  deity's.  This  is  periiaps  a<  f-rrn' 
gree  for  murder  as  ever  was  found  out  iTiift 
at-arnis. — VS'hat  would  have  been  saiil  h*i  1 
spoken  people  discovered  such  a  linn|[e' 

Note  3.  Stanza  xriiL 

Waa  priatrd   Gr«vc.  alibeagb  bia  aaair  matOew 

AfaClj^c  the  Waterloo  Gazettes.  I  reoKktt: 
ing  at  the  time  to  a  friend :— «  There  \sfmt'^ 
killed,  his  name  is  Grose,  and  they  print  it  <> 
was  at  college  with  the  deceased,  who  wa^  «"▼? 
and  clever  man,  and  his  society  in  grral  rv^ 
wit,  gaiety,  and  «<  chansons  a  boire.> 

Note  4.  Stansa  xxiii. 

Aa  any  olh^  aolioa.  mnA  not  a.r.a.'. 

See  Major  Vallency  and  Sir  Lawrence  Pa-Taa 
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Note  5.  Stann  xxt. 

pily  •  ibal  mkIi  ■••aiogi  •booM  p«f  t  kcll.* 

£[iiese  proverb  says  that  «  Hell  i*  paved  vritk 
>iit.» 

Note  ti.  Stanza  nxiii. 

By  ihy  haaMsr  ditccfcry.  Friar  Bseoaf 

2r  U  said  to  have  been  discovered  by  this 
Note  7.  Stania  xlvii. 

•rarrely  roM  aiucb  bigker  ikaa  prus  bUi«. 

but  two  feet  lugh  above  the  level. 
Note  8.  Stanza  xcvii. 

I  yea  aod  I  will  win  Saial  Gaorge't  coU«r. 

an  military  order. 

Note  9.  Stanza  cxxziii. 


mil  imrA  mmm  mim^M!)  •  laMil  '•  e«rt!. 
(yin.nl  Rn&«inn — 

•  Mava  b«('u  !  tlava  «am  ! 
Rrrpott  Vt«l«,  y  Ib  Ian.' 

•uplet ;  for  he  was  a  poet. 


CANTO  IX. 


Note  I .  Stanza  i. 

■ofianiiy  woald  ri««,  and  thaodcr  •  Nay  ?• 
'jr  f — PrINTES's  DrVIL. 

Note  s.  Stanza  vi. 

•d  avad  Ik*  •aaUatl  befora  y*ar  ^It 
.  alica  or  two  from  yoar  laxarioaa  SMak. 


time  got  a  post,  being  for  fatigue,  with  four 
;  were  sent  to  break  biscuit,  and  make  a 
tl  Wellington'ft  hounds.  I  was  very  hungry, 
it  a  good  job  at  the  time,  as  we  got  our  own 
(  broke  the  biscuit, — a  thing  I  had  not  got 
1^.  When  thus  engaged,  the  Prodigal  Son 
oce  out  of  my  mind ;  and  I  sighed,  aa  I  fed 
ver  my  humble  situation  and  my  mined 
umal  of  a  Soldier  ofAe  71st  Rep*  dmrin^ 
Spain. 

Note  3.  Stanza  uutii. 

raaaa  h«  coald  •«  aiorc  digcal  bit  diaorr. 

illrd  in  a  conspiracy,  after  his  temper  had 
rated,  by  his  extreme  costivity,  to  a  degree 

Note  4<  Stanza  xlvii. 

id  bad  jaai  bariad  tb«  fair-facad  Laaakai. 

he  «  grande  passion w  of  the  grande  Cathe- 
ter Lives,  under  the  head  of  «  Lanskoi.a 

Note  5.  Stanza  xlix. 

d  Irclaad'a  l.oadoadn-ry'a  Man|acaa  abow 
ta  paria  of  apvccb. 

written  long  before  the  suicide  of  that 


Note  6.  Sunza  hriii. 

Taar  •  fortaa*  •  «aa  ia  a  fair  vay  •  ta  wmM 
A  aua,*  aaCil««aa)a. 

a  His  fortune  swells  him,  it  is  rank,  he's  married.* — 
Sir  Giles  Overreach;  MASSiNcat. — See  mj  New  Way  to 
Pay  Old  Debts.m 


CANTO  X. 


Note  1.  Stania  xilL 

Woald  a«arr«ly  Joia  agaia  lb*  ■  r«fonMdaaa.« 

«Reformers,»  or  rather  « Reformed.*  The  Baron 
Bradwardine,  in  Waverley,  is  authority  for  the  word. 

Note  1.  Stanza  xv. 

Tb«  aadlcM  aoai  bcMowa  «  liai  far  daafcr 
Tbaa  caa  b«  bid  by  aluriaf  Wa  abtrt. 

Query,  mit.'  PtisiTit's  Divil. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xviii. 

Balfoaaia'a  Brig'a  Uaci  mitt. 

The  brig  of  Don,  near  the  «  auld  u>un»  of  Aberdeen, 
with  its  one  arch  and  its  black  deep  salmon  stream  below, 
is  in  my  memory  as  yesterday.  I  still  remember,  though 
perhaps  I  may  misquote,  the  awful  proverb  which  mode 
me  pause  to  crosa  it,  and  yet  lean  over  it  with  a  childish 
delight,  being  an  only  son,  at  least  by  tlie  mother's  side. 
The  saying,  as  recollected  by  me,  was  this — but  f  have 
never  beard  or  seen  ft  since  I  was  nine  years  of  age; — 

•  Brig  of  Balgeaaie,  Umek  't  ybar  mm'  ; 
Wi*  a  aifa'a  a«  M*  aad  a  aitar'a  o^/iMi. 
l)o«B  ya  aball  fa'  !• 

Note  4-  Stanza  xxxiv. 

Ob.  far  a/arfy-^arara  pmnr  ta  cbaaat 
Tby  praiaa,  bypocriay  ■ 

A  metaphor  taken  from  the  «  forty-hone  power*  of 
a  steam-engine.  That  mad  wag,  the  Reverend  S.  S.,  sit- 
ting by  a  brother-clergyman  at  dinner,  observed  after- 
wards that  his  dull  neighbour  had  a  « ri*tf<vtf-|Mrson 
power*  of  conversation. 

Note  t.  Stanza  xxzvi. 

T»  atrip  tba  Saiaaa  of  tbair  kfin,  t>bo  taaaan. 

« Ilyde.a — I  believe  a  hyde  of  land  to  be  a  legitimate 
word,  and  as  such  subject  to  the  tajt  of  a  quibble. 

Note  ti«  Stanza  xliz. 

Waa  gifca  to  ber  favoarita,  aad  ao«  Aarw  kis. 

The  Empress  went  to  the  Crimea,  accompanied  by 
the  Emperor  Joseph,  in  the  year — I  forget  which. 

Note  7.  Stania  Iviii. 

Wbicb  fava  bariabaa  tb«  gracalaaa  aaaM  af  a  Biraa.* 

In  the  Empress  Anne's  time,  Biren  her  fovoorite  as- 
sumed the  name  and  arms  of  the  «  Bironsw  of  France, 
which  families  are  yet  eiUnt  with  tliat  of  England. 
There  arc  still  the  da  ugh  lent  of  Courland  of  that  name ; 
one  of  tliem  I  remember  seeing  in  England  in  tlie  blessed 
year  of  the  Allies—  the  IHicliess  of  S.— to  whom  the 
English  Duchcfts  of  S— 1  preseiitetl  me  as  a  name- 
sake. 
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Mote  8.  Stana  liiL 

EUv«a  Aot>«4  SMideBlMa^  of 
na  grMlwt  aitaber  dcah  lutk  crar 

Sc  Unub  and  her  eleren  thousand  viiigiw  ^tfen  still 
extant  in  1816,  and  may  be  so  yet  at  much  as  aver. 

Note  9.  Stania  facxxi. 

Who  baicbarV  k«l/  ik*  earth,  mmd  bvlliad  ('  •Umt. 

India.    America. 


CANTO  XI. 


NMe  1 .  Stansa  xix. 

Wto  OB  a  Uf%.  vMi  Ua«%^aJ  Sal  (hh  Uaviof). 
80  priaac,  m  awall.  ao  oatty.  aa4  •«  kBOviiif  I 

The  admnce  of  science  and  of  langnage  has  rendered 
it  "unnecessary  to  translate  the  above  good  and  tma 
EngKsfa,  spoken  in  its  original  purity  by  the  select 
mobility  and  their  patrons.  The  following  is  a  stansa 
of  a  song  which  was  very  popular,  at  least  in  my  early 
days  I—- 

•  Oa  ibc  hick  loby-«|>ica  Sack  ikr  ■a»xU, 

la  atritc  of  rath  gailavi  aU  aroat ; 
If  jam  at  iha  af  alkao  caa't  kMtla. 

Tea  'U  ko  k^tkblad  ia  aukiaf  a  < 


praiaixig  the  «<lrapflry»  of  an  ■wiliciiiiA  tai 
virginitiesii  (like  Mrs  Anne  Pafe)  of  tbe Anh 
has  now  been  some  years  yetterdar:— ikai 
that  the  thin^  was  conuncm  in  liOodr>B;aii 
thousands,  and  blooming  looks  u>d  rrrk  ma 
array,  put  any  sospicion  in  h«r  ovd  ay  1 
question,  I  cnnfess  I  gave  tome  credit  tuiki 
If  necessary,  authorities  might  be  aiedLisva 
could  quote  both  aidrapery*  and  inc  ve»n 
hope,  howerer,  that  it  is  now  oUoWte. 

Note  S.  Scania  li. 

*T  ia  a<r«agr  tbc  aiiaJ,  ikat  vrri  itn  paain. 
SbouM  Ice  ua«lf  I>«  aaalT  J  oai  by  u 

a  Dinnae  particulam  aune.a 


CANTO  Xll. 


Tkaa  yoar  Uoviag  will  waa  |aBoa«  baagkly, 
Whaa  aha  kaata  of  yoar  •oly  BMMka, 

Ska  *ll  lanly  lara  aaihk  for  ik«  fanj. 
TkaC  kar  iatk  aiaj  ka  rffalar  waigkt.* 

If  there  be  any  gem'man  so  ignorant  at  to  require  a 
traduction,  1  refier  him  to  my  old  friend  and  corporeal 
pa»tor  and  master,  John  Jackson,  Esq.,  Professor  of 
pugilism;  who  I  trust  still  retains  the  strength  and 
symmetry  of  his  model  of  a  form,  togetlier  with  his 
good  humour,  and  athletic  as  wdl  as  mental  accom- 
plishments. 

Note  a.  Stanaa  axix. 

8t  Jaaiaa'*  Palaca  and  St  Jaiaaa'a  >  He  k.« 

«lleUs,»  gaming-liouses.  What  their  number  may 
now  be  in  this  life,  I  know  not.  Before  I  was  of  age 
1  knew  them  pretty  accurately,  both  agolda  and 
«  silver.*  I  was  once  nearly  called  out  by  an  acquaint- 
ance, because  when  he  asked  me  where  I  thought  that 
his  soul  would  be  found  hereafter,  I  answered,  «la 
SUver  HeU.» 

Note  3.  Stanza  xliti. 

— ——and  iharrforc  evea  I  won't  aaaat 
Thit  •nb}«cl  qaoco. 

aAnenii*  was  a  Scotch  phrase,  meaning  «  concerning,!* 
— tfwiih  regard  to.»  It  has  been  made  English  by  the 
Scotch  Novels;  and,  as  the  Frenchman  said^«lf  it  be 
noty  ought  to  be  English,  w  f^ 

Note  4«  Stansa  xhx. 

I^a  lilliBati  «ke  laraiak  mitufuj  aaiaaaai^ 

«  Drapery  misseso— This  tern  is  probably  any  thing 
now  but  a  mystery.  It  vras  however  alm<»t  so  to  me 
when  I  first  returned  from  the  East  in  1811— 18 is.  It 
roeaiu  a  pretty,  a  higlibom,  a  fashionable  young  fe- 
male, well  instructed  by  her  friends,  and  furnished  by 
her  milliner  with  a  wardrobe*  upon  credit,  to  be  repaid, 
when  married,  by  the  husband.  The  riddle  was  first 
read  to  mc  by  a  young  and  pretty  heiress,  on  my 


Note  I.  Stansa  lii. 

Giroa.  vilb  Greek  cralk.  ika  foai  eU  Gmtfc 

See  BfiTFoau's  Greece.  mGneax  fem^ 
pleasure  consists  in  praising  tyrants  iii*a 
spdltng  oddly,  and  writing  quaintly;  and,  vh 
after  all, /ii's  is  the  best  modem  hiaoryofGr 
language,  and  he  is  perhaps  the  best  of  afi  1 
torians  whatsoever.  UaTing  named  bk  as 
^ir  to  state  his  virtues — learning.  Ubar 
wratli,  and  partiality.  I  call  th(>  Utftr  < 
writer,  because  they  make  him  vrrite  ia  «n 

Note  a.  Stansa  xxxiii. 

A  haay  widowar  tmrm4  of  fertT  't  mr. 

This  line  may  puxzle  the  commentators  ai 
present  generation. 


Note  S.  Stana  Ixxm. 

Lika  KaMaiaM  rwabiag  froa  kot  kM^aw 

The  Russians,  as  is  well  known,  run  oA 
hot  baths  to  plunge  into  the  Neva:  a  plesa 
antithesis,  which  it  seems  does  them  no  \m 

Note  4-  Stania  Ixxxii. 

Tkc  vorM  «o  gaar  apoa  tkaac  oankera  ^k 

For  a  description  and  print  of  the  inbii 
polar  region  and  native  country  of  the  avi 
see  Psaar's  f^aym^  us  »earck  of  a  5«r* 
sage. 

Note  5.  Stanza  Ixixri. 

At  Philip**  *oa  propwaed  to  4«  «tik  AcW 

A  sculptor  projected  to  hew  Mount  Ailw» 
of  Alexander,  with  a  city  in  one  hand,  and 
river  ill  his  pocket,  with  various  othrr  ^a 
But  Aiex.-indrr  \  gone,  and  Athon  rrmaiK 
long,  to  look  over  a  nation  of  freemen. 


CANTO  XIII. 


Note  I.  Stanza  %ii. 

ni);h(  hooeady.   .  ha  Iil>e4  •■  kwr**  kv 

«Sir,  I  hkc  a  good  hater. »~Sec  the  li/ 

50R,  etc. 
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Note  s.  Suua  sm. 


■  Wiib  rT«ry  (hinf;  ibai  pretty  Ma, 
My  Udy  t««ct  ariar.*— 5R«B«ri«ti. 

Note  3.  Stanza  xU. 

iMf  aaJ  their  LiUa.  •  AroduM  ItMk.*  art  1«A. 

let  ftmbo.i* 

Note  4-  SiiDxa  Izxi. 

Or  vilivr  froap  of  Mfac*  Salvuart't. 

ir  Rota. 

Note  5.  Stanza  Ixxii. 

ktlUMoiiih'4  goblet  n^hn  mc  feci  qwte  Osaith. 

'  not,  «  Your  I)am>i*  is  itne  of  lago't  r^tiUfur 
M  «exqui«ite  in  their  drinking. » 

Note  6.  Stania  Ixxviii. 
'•■  Niarod'a  aelf  aiisbt  Im*«  the  pUla*  •(  Dan. 

fria. 

Note  7.  Stania  xcvi. 

Hmc  Scfipturta  oat  of  cfaurcU  aro  klMpWaias.* 

kdamt  answered  Mr  Adamt,  that  it  vat  bUt- 

to  talk  of  Scripture  out  of  church.*    Thit 

at  broached  to  her  husband— tlie  bett  Chris- 

ny  book.    See  Joseph  Andrtws,  in  the  Utter 

Note  8.  Stanza  cH. 

The  qaaiai.  aU.  cr««i  coaraaitt.  {■  hia  fallal. 
8hoal4  bar*  a  hooh,  aad  a  aaull  iroat  lo  puU  it. 

Id  have  taught  him  humanity  at  least.  This 
tal  tavage,  whom  it  is  a  mode  to  quote  (amongst 
ists)  tothow  their  sympathy  ^>rinnocenttports 
ong%,  teaches  how  to  sew  up  firogs,  and  break 
by  way  of  experiment,  in  addition  to  tlie  art 
%^  the  cruellest,  the  coklett,  and  the  ttaptdest 
ted  sports.  They  may  talk  about  the  beauties 
,  but  the  angler  merdy  thinks  of  hit  dish  of 
has  no  leisure  to  take  his  ryet  from  off  llie 
ind  a  single  bite  is  worth  to  him  more  tluin  all 
ry  around.  Ht^ides,  some  fisli  bite  bett  on  a 
The  whale,  the  shark,  and  tlie  tunny  fi&liery 
ewhat  of  noble  and  perilous  in  them;  even  net- 
"awling,  etc.,  are  more  humane  and  useful — but 
—No  angler  can  be  a  good  man. 
>f  the  best  men  I  ever  knew — as  humane,  de- 
ided,  generous,  and  excellent  a  creature  as  any 
orld — was  an  angler:  true,  he  angled  with 
lies,  and  woukl  have  been  iucapabie  of  the 
nces  of  I.  Walton.M 

ove  addition  w^is  m:ide  by  a  friend  in  reading 
.MS. — «  Audi  alteram  p.irtem» — I  leave  it  to 
ilunce  my  own  obiiervation. 


CANTO  XIV. 


Note  1.  Stanxa  xxxiii. 

mA  ■ever  eramtd,  and  m«d«  \t%»%Jtw  •fam*  ptu.' 

\g. — aTo  cranen  is,  or  was,  an  expression  used 
r  a  gentleman's  ^tn'tchiug  out  his  neck  over  a 


hedge,  uto  look  before  be  leaped:*— a  pause  in  hit 
«  vaulting  ambitioa,»  which  in  the  field  doth  occasion 
tome  delay  and  execration  in  tliote  who  may  be  imme- 
diately behind  the  t-questrian  sceptic.  «(Sir,  if  you  don't 
chuse  to  take  tlie  leap,  let  me»— was  a  phrate  which 
generally  tent  the  :upirant  on  again ;  and  to  good  pur- 
pose: for  though  «<the  horse  and  rideri*  might  fall,  they 
made  a  gap,  througli  which,  and  over  him  and  bit  tieed, 
the  field  might  follow. 

Note  a.  Stanxa  zWiiL 

Gm  <a  the  calT«««hna««.  aad  take  aaather. 

In  Swirr's  or  HoaAct  Walpolk's  Lettert  I  think  it  it 
mentioned  tliat  tomebody  regretting  the  lott  of  a  friend, 
wat  answered  by  a  universal  Pyladet :  «  When  I  kMe 
one,  I  go  to  the  Saint  Jamet's  Coffee-boote,  and  lake 
another.* 

I  recollect  having  lieard  an  anecdote  of  tbe  tame  kind. 
Sir  W.  D.  was  a  great  gamester.  Coming  in  one  day  to 
the  club  of  which  he  was  a  member,  he  was  i>bserved  to 
look  melancholy.  aWhat  is  the  matter,  Sir  William?* 
cried  Hare,  of  facetious  memory.  « Ah !»  replied  Sir  W. 
«l  have  just  lott  ]>oor  Lady  D.*  *Lost!  What  at — 
^tnse  or  Hazardft^  was  the  consolatory  rejoinder  of 
the  querist. 

Note  3.  Stanza  lix. 

Aad  I  refer  yoa  l«  wiae  Oiaaatief. 

The  fomous  Chancellor  Oxenttiem  taid  to  bit  son,  on 
the  latter  expretting  his  surprise  upon  tbe  great  effects 
arising  from  petty  causes  in  the  presumed  mystery  of 
politics:  a  You  see  by  this,  my  son,  with  how  little  wis- 
dom the  kingdoms  of  the  worid  arc  governed.* 


CANTO  XV. 


Note  1 .  Stanza  xviii. 

Anil  (buq.  Difiner  tiill, 
Wbnae  lot  11  i«  hj  mae  lu  be  aiiMakra. 

As  it  is  necessiiry  in  tlu-so  times  to  avoid  ambiguity, 
I  My,  that  I  mean,  by  «  Diviuer  still,*  Cvtisr.  If  ever 
(lod  was  Man— or  Jlan  God — he  was  both,  I  never  ar- 
raigned his  (yeetl,  but  the  u<(e— or  abuse  made  of  it. 
Mr  Canning  one  tiay  quoted  (^rixtianily  to  sanction 
Negro  Slavery,  and  Mr  Wilberfbrce  bad  Ullle  to  tay  in 
reply.  And  wat  Christ  crucified,  that  black  men  might 
Ix-  scourged?  If  so,  he  had  iM'tter  lieen  born  a  Mulatto, 
to  (;i\c  both  colours  an  equal  chance  of  freedom,  or  at 
least  salvation. 


Note  3.  Stanza  xxxv. 

When  Rapp  llie  flarmi>ni«t  eaibargoed 
la  hit  b«naoni<>M«  •riileaieai. 


■niaf* 


Tliit  extraordinary  and  llourihhing  German  colony  in 
America  dues  not  entirely  exclude  matrimooy,  at  the 
■Shakert*  do;  but  bys  ^uch  restrictioot  upon  it  as  pre* 
vent  more  than  a  ccrt.iin  quantum  of  births  within  a 
certaiu  uumltcr  of  years ;  wliiih  births  (as  Mr  ilulme 
oliscrve.%)  generally  .trri%e  « in  a  little  tlo«*k  like  those  of 
a  f:iruter's  lambs,  all  within  the  same  month  perliaps.* 
Tlicsc  llarmouisis  (so  called  from  the  name  i>f  their  tet- 
tleinent)  are  n-pn-M-nteil  as  a  rfin.irk.ilily  Mourishing, 
|liou^,  and  quiet  people.  See  llie  \.irious  recent  writers 
on  America. 
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tlole  S.  Staon  mriii. 

Jacob  ToHoo.  according  u  Mr  Pope,  wu  acdmamsl 
call  Ilia  TTircn  >«ble  pcui* — tcpcrian* of  banour,a 
ul  CApcdallj  ■emioeal   bandi,*     Vide  GormpoDd- 

Haie4.  Suiui  liri. 

A  dikli  ■  i  la  Limllui,!!  Tltu  1»ro^  vbo  coDqnercil 
It  Ga9[,  has  \th  hit  more  eilended  celebrilj  id  llie 
anipliaulion  of  cberriei  (wbicb  be  Gnl  btoufhl  iaco 
Eunpe)aDd  Ihe  DomeDcLalure  of  tome  very  ifood  diabq ; 
J  I  a«  nol  uire  >b>l  (barriue  indigHuoa)  he  ha. 
lone  more  tcrvice  Lo  maakiad  by  bit  cookery  Uian 
ie  coDqnetu  A  cberry-trcc  roAy  weigh  apioir  a 
iy  hurclf  bcaidea,  lie  haa  coalriTed  to  earn  cele- 
brity from  boU). 


NoleS.  Suonlm.!. 
Veit,*  omiited  Ear  Ihe  take  of  eqibony. 


CANTO  XVI. 


The  composllan  of  llie  old  Tynan  porplc,  *1 
From  a  ibell-ttab,  or  From  coctaiocal,  or  from  kermei. 
■I  ttiU  an  anicle  oF  ditpule ;  and  oen  iu 
•ay  purple,  otben  icarlel :  I  ay  noltaing. 

.    Hole  1.  SUnu  iliii. 


I  lliink  ibal  il  ■••ii  a  ear/iel  un  vbirli  Diogeuei 
vilb—  Tliut  I  Inmple  oil  Ibc  pride  of  Plalo  !»—• < 
tTcater  pridc,>  ai  tlie  olber  replied.  But  ai  ci 
are  mtant  to  Ih-  iroddra  upon,  my  memDry  prbbahl<| 
mlagiie)  me,  and  il  might  be  a  robe,  or  lapcilry.  or  I 
loble-cloih,  or  aone  olber  eipcoaiie  and  uncynical  pieci 


MBiawhal  anrfdlsd  wlih  ■  amilv  fafbi  ta) 

porta,  did  nthor  iiidemvoutly  hrtak  ikm^k 

lea  of  an  ioteiiigeDl  aDdtrnce — tat  " 

muaic, — for  the  vorda,  buidn  b 

(it  i>u  »aie  ynn  befoR  i 

arid  but  travelled,  and  vbilr  [  a 

laorely  diaguiaedby  tbeperfgnagt.— fcjg 

J.  broke  out  with,   •Hoi  year  [ 

part,  I  loTcc  ■  aimple  baliai^-    KnUiii  li;!. 

way  to  bring  moat  people  id  Ihe  itai  ifsc 

Wbo  would  imagiDe  ibalben<Bi  = 

<roFUourlt    Howeier.  I  lUU  d^ 


DOiaaeor  did  of  paioting,  io  iherirrp^'.v 
•  that  Ihe  pacnire  voiald  be  belter  paiakJ  if ka 
had  laken  more  paina.* 


Mote  4-  S«ina  lit 


veil  inaeri  bad  in  thiainMaoce)  aa  tbrtanJ 
Ihe  Adriatic  aad  Venice.  TbevalbwRi^ 
work  of  the  Venetian* ;  Ibe  intcnpna,  1  b 
pnial,  and  inacribed  by  Etapoleoa. 


beloogt  Id 
ID  a  great 


other  dia 


cipretaiTC 


'plibiLiiy  of  immediaiF  iap 

(ometimes  apparently  uwFuI  Iu  the  paa 
pajofuiaad  unhappy  attributc- 

■  Catioaa  fdicitaa-a — Piraonici  laiitn 
Mote  8.  SUDU  oil. 


See  Ihe  .ccoun 

Utarle*  of  Salony 


of  the  gboil  o1 
raited  Ly  Scbroepfcr— 'li- 


^ 
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mttibttUtf  ^0tm», 


:r  publicly  acknowMged  by  Lard  Byron,  the  following  have  bwn  yenemliy  attributed  to 
tnd,  aware  of  the  interest  attached  to  his  most  trifling  efforts,  the  Publishers,  witkotit 
r  ilieir  authenticity,  have  not  hesitated  to  add  them  CO  this  edition.] 


.DISH  RECOLLECTIONS. 


It  bot  rvmcakcr  ■ach  tbia{«  9»rt, 

MACBRV. 

ilm  ■•»«••  rvaBiaiMilar  ArgM. 

VIIGIL. 


>ase  with  all  her  host  of  pains, 
tide  which  flows  along  tlie  veins; 
ff righted,  spreads  her  rosy  wing, 
very  cluiDging  gnle  oF  sprhig ; 
g  frame  alone  confined, 
^  as«ail  the  drooping  mind, 
ns,  the  spectre  train  of  woe. 
Nature  dirink  beneath  the  blow, 
n  wage  relentless  strife, 
res  appaird,  and  clings  to  life, 
g,  wlicn,  through  the  tedious  hour, 
heds  around  her  genuil  power, 
aoi«h'd  duys  to  rapture  given, 
bliss,  and  beuuty  fbrmVl  our  heaven : 
h,  portrays  cnrh  rhildish  M*ene, 
'ers  where  all  in  turn  have  been. 
;h  clouds  tliat  pour  the  summer  storm, 
unveils  his  distant  form, 
beams  the  rrystal  dews  of  rain, 
IlIcn  o'er  the  watery  pl.iin ; 
future  dark  and  chccrletis  gleams, 
lory,  gloviug  through  my  dreams, 
c  r.idi.ince  of  his  former  bUue, 
itjint  points  his  paler  rays, 
uses  with  uubouoded  sway, 
nding  witli  the  present  day. 

leart  indulge  the  rising  thought, 
ir»,  unlook'd  for  and  unsought; 
y's  fond  suggestion  yields, 
untie  o'er  her  airy  fields; 
•uth  devtflo|>ed  crowd  to  view, 
ha^e  paid  a  last  adieu! 


:)  BYRON  TO  HIS  LADY, 

I   ANMVERSARY    OF  THEIA  MABBtACE. 

;('ly  time  his  course  lias  run, 
St  I  pair'd  with  you; 
go  wc  made  but  ome, 
!  have  made  us  two. 


ODE 

TO 

THE  ISLAND  OF  ST  HELENA. 

Pbaci  to  thee,  isle  of  the  ocean ! 

Hail  to  thy  breeies  and  billows ! 
Where,  rolling  its  tides  in  perpetual  devotion, 
Tlic  ^hite  wave  its  plumy  surf  pillows! 
Rich  shall  the  chaplet  be  history  sliall  weave  thee ! 

WImmc  undying  verdure  sluiU  bloom  on  thy  brow. 
When  nations,  that  now  in  obscurity  leave  thee. 

To  the  wand  of  obUvion  alternately  bow ! 
ITochanged  in  tliy  glory — unstain'd  in  thy  feme— 
The  bomase  of  ages  shall  hallow  tby  name ! 

Hail  to  the  chief  who  reposes 

On  thee  the  rich  weight  of  his  glory! 
When,  fill'd  to  its  limit,  Ufir's  chronicle  closet, 
llis  deeds  <ball  be  sacred  in  story! 
His  prowess  sliall  rank  with  llie  first  of  all  ages, 

And  mouarchs  hereafter  sliall  bow  to  his  worth — 
The  songs  of  the  poets — the  lessoiu  of  sages — 

Sliall  hold  him  the  wonder  and  grace  of  the  earth. 
The  meteors  of  history  before  thee  shall  fall — 
Eclipsed  by  thy  splendour — thou  meteor  of  Gaul ! 

Hygeian  breezes  shall  fan  thee — 
Island  of  glory  resplendent ! 
Pilgrims  from  nations  far  distant  shall  man  tli« 
Tribes,  as  thy  wra^es  indepen<lent ! 
On  thy  far  gleaming  strand  the  wanderer  shall  stay  him 

To  snatch  a  brief  glance  at  a  spot  so  renown'd— 
Each  turf,  and  each  stone,  and  each  cliff,  shall  delay  him 
Where  the  step  of  thy  exile  hath  hallow'd  thy  ground. 
From  him  shalt  thou  borrow  a  lustre  divine ; 
The  wane  of  his  sun  was  the  rising  of  thine ! 

Whose  were  the  hands  that  enslaved  him  T 

Hands  which  had  weakly  withstood  him — 
Nations  which,  while  they  had  oftentimes  braved 
him,    ' 
Never  till  now  had  subdued  him ! 
Honarcha— -who  oft  to  his  clemency  stooping. 

Received  back  their  crowns  from  the  plunder  of  war— 
The  vanquLdier  vanquisli'd — the  eagle  now  drooping — 
Would  quench  with  their  sternness  the  ray  of  his  star! 
Hut  cloth'd  in  new  splendour  thy  glory  appears — 
And  rule.«  the  ascendant — the  planet  of  years ! 

Purr  be  the  heath  of  thy  mountains ! 
Rich  be  tlie  green  of  thy  pastures! 
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Limpid  and  lastini;  the  strrums  of  thy  fountains! 
Tliioc  annals  unstain'd  by  disasters ! 
Supreme  in  the  orean  a  rich  altar  swelling 
Whose  shrine  shall  be  liail'd  by  the  prayers  of  man- 
kind— 
Thy  rock-beach  the  rage  of  tlie  tempest  repelling — 
The  itide-wnslinQ  contest  of  ware  and  of  wind- 
Aloft  on  tliy  battlements  long  be  unfurl'd 
The  eagle  that  decks  chee — the  pride  of  tlie  worid! 

Fade  shall  the  lily,  now  blooming — 

Where  i<  the  hand  which  can  nurse  it? 
Nations  who  rear'd  it  shall  watch  its  consuming •^ 
Untimely  mildews  shall  curse  it. 
Then  shall  the  violfl  tliat  bloomx  in  the  Tallies 

Impart  to  the  gale  its  reviving  perfume — 
Tlien,  when  tlie  spirit  of  liberty  rallies. 

To  cliaimt  forth  its  anthems  on  tyranny's  tomb. 
Wide  Europe  shall  fear  lest  thy  star  should  break  forth, 
Eclipsing  the  pestHait  orbs  of  ilie  north  I 


TO   TBI 

IJLY  OF  FRANCE. 

Ere  thou  sratterest  thy  leaf  to  the  wind, 

False  emblem  of  innocence,  stay — 
And  yield  as  tlioa  fMlesi,  for  the  use  of  mankinfl, 

The  lesson  that  marks  tliy  decay. 

Thou  wert  fair  as  the  beam  of  the  mom. 

And  rich  as  the  pride  of  the  mine: 
Thy  charms  are  all  faded,  and  hatred  and  scorn, 

The  curses  of  freedom,  are  thine. 

Thou  wert  gay  in  the  smiles  of  the  worlfl, 

Thy  shadow  protection  and  power; 
But  now  thy  bright  blossom  is  shrivelfd  and  currd— • 

The  grace  of  thy  country  no  more. 

For  corruption  liatli  fed  on  thy  leaf, 

And  bigotry  weakeu'd  ihy  stem ; 
Now  thos(>  who  have  firar'd  thee  sliall  smile  at  thy  grief. 

And  tliosc  who  adored  thee  condemn. 

The  valley  that  gave  thee  thy  birth 

Shall  weep  for  the  hope  of  its  soil ; 
The  legions,  that  fought  for  thy  lK>auty  and  worth| 

Sliall  lia>>ten  to  share  in  thy  spoil. 

As  a  by-wonl,  thy  blof^som  shall  be 

A  mock  and  a  jest  among  men; 
The  proverb  of  slaves,  and  the  sneer  of  the  free, 

In  city,  and  mountain,  and  glen. 

Oh !  't  was  Tyranny's  pei^tilent  gale 

That  scalter'd  thy  buds  on  the  ground; 
That  threw  the  blood-stain  on  llie  virgin*whitc  veil, 

And  pinrce<l  thee  with  many  a  wound  ! 

Then  the  puny  leaf  shook  to  the  wind. 

Thy  fitrni  gave  its  sirfugili  to  the  blast; 
Thy  full-bursting  blossom  its  promi<«c  resign'd. 

And  fell  to  the  storm  as  it  pass'd. 


Foyo  patriot  vigoar  was  there, 
1^  ann  to  support  tkie  weak  dower; 

DMtructioD  puKOcd  its  ilark  kereU-Oe<)c 
And  writber'd  its  grace  in  an  hour. 

Yet  there  were  who  pretended  to  gnrff. 
There  were  who  preicnded  to  lan; 

Mere  shallow  empyrics  w  ho  came  i« 
To  revel  and  sport  on  its  grave. 

Oh!  thou  land  of  the  IiIt!  In  vaia 
Thou  strugi^lcst  to  raise  its  pale  bead 

The  faded  bud  Ofrvrr  sitall  bl«i«wini  \ 
The  violet  will  bloom  in  its  sfeid! 

As  ihou  scattcrest  thy  leaf  to  the  vioi- 
False  emblem  of  innocence,  >t*y— 

And  yi«*ld  as  thou  f.i(lr<t,  for  the  Hicsfi 
This  lesson  to  mark  thy  decay! 


MADAME  LAVALETTL 

Lit  Edinburgh  critics  o'erwhelm  siibtki:; 

Tlwir  Bladanic  de  Stael.  and  itKvbanti 
Like  a  m<*tc*nr  at  l»o*t  proud  phiIo«iipfaTbiB-. 

And  the  fame  of  a  wit  is  as  britilr  >^  {tar 
But  cheering 's  the  b(*am,  and  uufv&BStti 

Of  thy  torch,  wedded  lo^e!  and  it  wr  fell 
Slinnewith  lustre  more  holy,  morepaR.«i 

Tlian  it  sheds  on  the  name  of  the  fiirL.f 

Then  fill  high  the  winc-^-up.  r«-o  virisf  AiT: 

And  hallow  the  goblt*!  which  foawi>lv:< 
The  warm  lip  of  beauty  sliall  pii>a<JTprs> 

And  Hymen  shall  honour  the  plrdgf^r" 
To  the  health  of  the  woman,  who  fnt^ka^j 

Has  risk'd  for  her  husband,  we  U  |uy  w« 
And  hail  wiili  applause^  the  liemiin*  aoJ  «i^ 

Tlie  constant,  tho  noble,  the  fair  U^sir- 

Her  foes  have  awarded,  in  imp>itrnt  iihict. 

To  their  captive  a  doom  mhi<-h  Jl  En.-* 
.\nd  turns  from  the  sLiirs  of  ihe  pri<-toJ» 

While  those  who  replaced  them  tbert  bt 
cause. 
But  in  ages  to  come,  when  tlir  bloodmrai^- 

Of  dukes,  and  of  marshals,  in  dirknesiW? 
Hcaru  shall   throb,  eyes  sliall  ghsteo.  i: 
story 

Of  the  fond  self>devotion  of  fair  Linijn 


ADIEU  TO  MALTA. 

Adieu  the  joys  of  La  Valctte: 
Adieu,  sirocco,  sun,  and  swi-ai; 
Adieu,  thou  palace,  rarely  cuter  J; 
Adieu,  ye  mansioux,  where  1  "^r  \(tajri 
Adieu,  ye  curse«l  stnH>ts  of  Stairs- 
How  sunly  he  who  mount^  ihnn  i*^^- 
Adieu,  ye  merchants,  often  filling; 
Adieu,  thou  mob,  for  e\er  railiDj. 
Adieu,  ye  packeu  without  l.-wer<; 
Adieu,  ye  fboU,  who  ape  yoar  heiur^ 
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loa  damn'dett  quanuitine, 

e  me  fever  and  tlie  spleen ; 

at  Ktagc  which  make*  lu  yawn,  tirs ; 

•  excel k'Qcy.'s  dancers; 

Peicr,  whom  no  fjult  9  in, 

I  not  teach  a  colonel  waltiin(; ; 

n  females,  frau(;ht  with  (jraceii; 

nl  coutft,  and  nilder  facet; 

ti  suporcilioiix  air 

at  strut  en  milittiire; 

It  God  knows  where  or  why-~ 

y  towns  and  cloudy  sky ; 

«,  the  honest  tnith  to  say, 

but  in  a  different  way: — 

I  to  these,  hut  not  adieu, 

lant  son^  of  truest  hlue, 

ther  Adriatic  shore, 

fn  chiefs,  and  fleets  no  more, 

btjy  smiles,  and  daily  dinners, 

I  yoa  war  and  women's  winnert. 

n  my  muse,  who  apt  to  pmte  is, 
c  my  rhyme  because  't  is  gratis  : 
¥  I  \e  pot  to  Mrs  Fraser, 
you  think  I  mean  to  pmiM  her ; 
*e  I  ^ain  cuouph  to  think 
M*  was  worth  thl«  drop  of  ink. 
r  two  wen'  no  hard  matter, 
,  indeed,  I  neeil  not  flatter : 
nust  b«  content  to  shine 
r  praises  than  in  mine: 
ely  air  and  open  heart, 
liion's  ease  without  its  art, 
irs  can  paily  (•tide  alonj;, 
the  aid  of  idle  song. 

low,  oh,  M.dta!  Kince  thou'st  ^t  U4, 
ttle  military  hot-house! 
offend  with  wonls  unciTil, 
ih  thee  rudely  at  the  devil— 
f  stare  from  out  my  casement, 
I — for  what  i^  such  a  pbee  meant? 
1  my  !>ioIitary  nook, 
to  scribbling,  or  a  l)Ook ; 
my  physic,  while  I  'm  able, 
toufuU,  hourly,  bv  this  label ; 
ny  nightcap  to  my  beaver, 
is  my  stars  I  've  got  a  fever 

ENIGMA. 
>er'd  in  heaven,  't  was  mutler'<l  in  hell, 
ught  f.iintly  the  sound  as  it  fell : 
ines  of  earth  't  was  permitted  to  rest, 
ths  of  the  ocean  its  pn-sence  confesl. 
iind  in  the  sphere  when  't  is  riven  asunder, 
le  lightning,  and  heanl  in  the  thunder, 
ed  to  man  with  his  earliest  breath, 
is  birth,  and  awaits  him  in  dcatli ; 
er  his  happiness,  honour,  and  health, 
>f  his  house,  and  the  end  of  his  wealth  : 
lie  soldier,  the  seaman,  may  roam, 
ihe  wreti'll  who  expi.'U  it  from  home. 
)erN  of  conscience  ils  \oice  will  be  found, 
the  whirlwind  of  passion  be  drown'd  : 
>fleu  the  heart,  and,  though  deaf  to  the  car, 
r  it  acutely  and  iiistauily  hear. 


Rut  in  slinde  let  it  rest,  like  a  delicate  flower— 
<  )h  !  breathe  on  it  softly — it  dies  in  an  hour. 

THE  TRimiPII  OF  THE  WHALE, 
lo  P.ean !  lo !  sing 
To  the  finny  people's  king — 
Not  a  mightier  whale  than  tlus 
In  the  vast  Atlantic  is; 
Not  a  fatter  fi<li  than  he 
Floun<lers  round  the  Polar  sea ; 
S<*e  his  blubber — at  his  gilU 
What  a  world  of  drink  he  swills  ! 
From  his  trunk  as  from  a  spout 
Which  next  moment  he  pours  out. 
Such  his  person  :  next  declare, 
Bluse  !  who  his  companions  are: 
Kvrry  li«h  of  generous  kind  ' 

Scuds  aside  or  slinks  behind, 
Dut  al>oul  his  person  keep 
All  Ihe  monsters  of  the  deep; 
Blermaids,  with  their  tales  and  singing, 
His  clHighted  fancy  stinging;-— 
Oooked  dolphins,  they  surround  him ; 
Dog-like  seals,  they  fawn  around  hini ; 
Following  hard,  the  progress  mark 
Of  the  intolerant  Kilt  sea  Uiark — 
For  his  solace  and  relief 
Flat  fiali  are  his  courtiers  chief;-' 
liast  and  lowest  of  his  train, 
Ink-lish,  libellers  of  the  main, 
Their  black  liquor  shnl  in  spite — 
(Such  on  earth  the  things  that  write.) 
In  his  stomach,  some  do  say. 
No  good  thing  can  ever  stay  ; 
Had  it  Iwen  the  fortune  of  it 
To  have  swallow'd  the  old  prophet, 
Tlin>e  days  tliere  he  *d  not  have  dwcU'd, 
Dut  in  one  have  lieen  expeird. 
Hapless  mariners  are  they 
Who,  beguiled,  as  seamen  say, 
Deeming  it  some  ro«'k  or  island. 
Footing  sure,  safe  spot  and  dry  land. 
Anchor  in  his  scaly  rind; 
Soon  the  difference  they  lind. 
Sudden,  plump,  he  sinks  beneath  them — 
Does  to  ruthless  waves  bequeath  them : 
Name  or  title,  what  has  he  ? 
Is  he  regent  of  the  sea  7 
From  the  difiicultv  free  us, 
Ituffon,  Banks,  or  sage  IJnnanis! 
With  his  wondrous  attributes 
Say— « hat  appellation  suiu? 
Ily  his  bulk  and  by  his  sixe. 
By  his  oily  qualities. 
Tills,  or  else  my  eye-sight  fails. 
This  should  be  tlie— Prince  of  fKluUet! 

TO  JESSY. 
The  following  St'inza^  were  ndilressrd  hy  f^trJ  Byron 
to  hit  JMtly  .  a  few  tnonths  before  their  ^cjui ration . 
TiiFRE  is  a  mv>tit'  thread  of  life 

0 

So  dearly  wuMlhed  \%ilh  iniiic  aloise, 
Thai  destiny's  ri^lciiiless  knife 
At  once  must  M-'^cr  both  or  none. 

()0 
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Tlicrr  i>  a  fomi.  nu  vliicli  IliH*  fy« 

Italic  oRrn  B»'«l  ""h  '""J  ddluhl— 
by  .1=1  ll.Jl  form  ilii-ic  joy  luiiplin. 


Surh  ihrilU  of  rapiurr  ilimuijli  mj  bnui— 
L'ulcu  llul  voice  cDuld  join  Ibe  ml. 


Adrrlinil'i  ulr  upon  Ilie  clirck— 
Bbi  p-iirUI  «l  ODF  fanii  hirwrll, 
pRielaiDit  mareJixc  lliin  words  aa  ipeuk. 

Tlirrr  it  a  lip.  whirli  mine  Jiilli  pr»I. 

And  none  Juil  rvrr  prcM  IcfnrL, 
II  iDw'J  ID  DiBk.^  me  HTTIIy  blr.1, 


Thm  Ti  a  hswai-iU  mf  swn- 
ll.iih  pillow'd  ofi  ihii  ocbioi;  ]•. 

A  MsiilA  wliirh  uniln  an  mr  aloi 
Au  rj>r,  irEuiu  Icar-  wilJl  mine 


TO  MY  KALCHTEII, 


lUii.— Ill  1I.U  trrmiiii;  <U\v  of  slrib! ! 
Hnll.  ImAj  niinulure  nF  life! 
PiltiriaiafnuuTruHuiitoMI 
Lamb  «f  ibr  world'!  rilrndnl  FdIJ  ! 

Sw«i  pniniiH  of  muiic  ynin! 
lta%  CDotd  1  blsly  bead  tlH  kn«. 
Aud  luru  idoliler  to  llm! 


IIWD<  ihr  iiill  ibmli— iliF  Htn-t  au 
The  biJdca  impnJie  dF  the  bnrL 

Tlie  -ml  ..I  \mmta  tin  ipjHiin— 

And  prompicd  whii  ilicn  dur>(Dat 
tn'  iliui  piltTlipi'tthneli'ilirilbfii 


Tbe 


Rul  lilller^dl'«tniaB,«fc  nyiU 
Of  iravelAkllb'aAdnTwU; 
OfaU  <liPflai««n— iH  th<  iw 
Eii«li  louerioe  fwuirp  wUdi  n 
All.  lllilc  r«k*«  dKH  i>f  ibcsv 

nrkly  i>Riael>tllul!<pm4tr:v_    I 
lilllF  all  w»  hrn  on  Gbl, 
And  llie  ddrk  tnyuir  ^boc  h^ 

Of  elaudi  «Uek  «HlHr  mmJ  ik. 
Of  an*  loluretkjfHlailnT— ' 
Of  saarH  lliat  ianHCllbrw- 
OF  urcrcl  fon— of  friodi  utw 
OFGpiid>wbo  tub  thehcwuikf 
Lltilc  lliou  rMh'il  af  Ibii  ad  lUn- 
WouM  Iliou  iiiiohi'il  DOIT  ntk  Ifcmv 

Bui  ihau  -wilt  bural  iLu  Inanlik^ 
And  tliou  «iit  *jdlc  n}  tabc.  u  ■*- 
Thr  leuBoi  of  a  fnil  ibodt, 
Tliy  lean  mufl  tin*,  oi  miH  hxc  In. 
IVuuilnl  by  foliin,  neryd», 
Somw  niB**  waih  the  ^iillinii. 
And  llinu  may'Hl  wake,  pcrrtuKt,apf 
Till  )hiae  "f  uiir«iui(«l  ta>c. 

l.'umu-^-ioiu  bnbc.'  ibough  ODIhukn 
Ho  lu)f-fl«]B«>  mU«Tiiraln  an- 
Scarce  roooif  thoH  pbrtd  bra  '  *! 
Jlalennl  fondnpHabaU  brgu\k. 
Ercllir  moitlfooUilrfS  oF  a  [rir 
Sballplaai  ilitfirflf4ry  rrw»t  ibfn- 
And  pn.-m.iiur>lr  pate  llirwii 
Foi  surroir*  of  ■  riper  day. 

(Ill '.  rould  a  faiher't  pnyn-  itpri 
Tlic  eyra  lad  inrt.  ibt  bouBi\»ii 
Or  rould  a  fatbrr  hope  to  txar 
A  darluis  chUa'a  aUiHlHl  iMe, 
T1if9i  tbou.  my  babe.iheaMnilaBln- 


iliy  |<c. 


Too  umn  (be  tlawa  uf  ■«  shiU  Ikci 
Audbiiay  rillajMHleii  Ihaf  rlink 
Too  sOon  shall  i.-idnHH  qaeiHli  ibv^P 
tital  bnsM  WeeoBiznlviibai^v- 
And  augulahsertlielauiDiBf  a^ 
J^oad  clouda  of  t*rc ^!  nuirta  Lsi 

»«>□  will  iliDu  rrcL  of  urtt  uakuMiu 
Of  wanu  and  >DrrD«i  all  ibrii  ..wa- 
l>f  niapy  a  panu.  and  nuoy  i  wiv, 


Thai  viU  not,  may  aoi  Bud  ■  iodjw- 
Bui,  kcpi«cinc«l'(),7iait»uin>suwt. 
Spread  ilie  fall  r;uicm  oF  ibe  uiii: 

\rt  ]«  lliy  lol,  my  babe.  morrHr-l' 
»«-y  joy  Millanknaie  ,|,y  brewr 
Sllir.o.ld.tlhyle„l  pr^plina- JJ.. 
Muddius  it^  >ich  iiupirioG  "?»' 
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bean  tlnll  daily  bear 
upon  ics  iiecret  prayer, 
seeks  hi*  last  repoM?, 
je  ease  lifr's  partinjj  throes. 

ftveet  miai.iture  of  life ! 
I  tct'ining  fttagc  of  strife ! 

many  cares  untold ! 
be  worUrs  extended  fold! 
if  hopes  and  doubu  and  fiean! 
nise  of  ecstatic  years! 

I  fainly  bend  the  knee, 
dolater  to  thee ! 


LADY  CAROUNK  LAMB. 

Uiou  that  1  have  not  fell, 

hou  wrrl  thus  c.stnin({cd  from  me  ? 

si  how  dearly  I  have  dwelt 

unbroken  dream  of  thcet 

ke  ourt  must  never  be, 

ill  h>arn  to  prlie  thee  less ; 

1st  Med,  so  lot  me  llee, 

u|;e  the  heart  thou  mays!  not  bless. 

1  thee,  Clara !  1  have  scem'd, 
another's  charms  to  woo. 
,  nor  frown'd,  as  if  1  deem  d 
>u  wert  banish'd  from  my  view. 
» sinifjifle — to  undo 
ou  liasidone  100  weU,  for  roe» 
before  tlie  babbliu|;  crew — 
ichery — was  truth  to  thee ! 

wept  while  thou  wrrt  (jone. 
m  one  look  of  Kullei#woe; 
t,  in  many,  all  tliiit  one 
i*(l  I  namr  hrr?)  could  bestow. 
f  which  I  owe 

'—to  thee— to  man — to  God, 
to  quench  thi*  guilty  ((low, 
the  path  of  crime  bo  trod. 

my  breast  is  not  m>  pure, 
ill  the  vulture  tear<  my  heart, 
Is  agony  eudurt>, 
> — oil !  dearest  as  thou  art  I 
<llara  !  lei  us  furt, 
ill  heek,  yet  know  uol  how, 
D  time,  the  threatening  dart  j 
ust  not  aim  at  such  as  thou. 

nust  aid  me  in  llic  taNk, 
>ly  thus  exert  thy  power; 
D  mo  hence — "t  is  all  I  iuk — 

>  mature  a  guiltier  hour; 
s  impending  vi.ds  shower 

>  redoubled  on  my  head ; 
nquenchably  devour  r% 

whose  hope  has  long  been  dead.' 

it* 
I  more  thvself  and  me, 

not  better  hearts  tliau  mine; 

dst  thou,  whither  wouldst  thou  flee, 

oe  like  ours— from  shame  like  thine T 

I'te  be  a  wntth  divine, 

beyond  this  fleeting  breath, 

til  future  |io|H-  resign, 

oughib  are  guilt — such  guiil  is  death. 


THE  FARFAVELL. 


TO  A   LADT. 


WaxN  man,  expell'd  from  Eden's  bower, 
A  moment  linger'd  near  tlie  gate. 

Each  scene  recall'd  the  vaniKh'd  hour, 
And  bade  him  curse  his  future  fale. 

But  wandering  on  through  distant  dimes, 

lie  leam'd  to  bear  his  load  of  grief. 
And  gave  a  sigh  to  other  times, 
~  And  found  in  busier  scenes  relief. 

Thus,  la<ly,  will  it  be  with  me. 

And  I  sliali  view  thy  charms  no  more ; 
For  whilst  I  linger  near  to  thee, 

I  sigh  for  all  I  knew  before. 

In  flight  I  shall  be  surely  wise, 
Escaping  from  lempialion's  snare : 

I  cannot  view  my  paradise 
>Viihout  a  wi^h  to  enter  there. 


LINF.S 

Addrtssed  by  Lord  Byron  to  Mr  Bolhouse,  on  hi» 
Bleetion  far  WtstminsUr. 


If«f«  jaaaa  vita. 


WoLLD  you  get  to  the  house  through  th«  trae  gala. 
Much  quicker  than  ever  Whig  Charley  went, 

I.et  l*arliameut  send  you  to  Newgate — 
And  Newgale  will  send  you  to— ParliamenL 

TO  A  LADY. 

And  wilt  thou  weep  when  I  am  low? 

Sweet  lady !  speak  those  words  again  : 
Yet,  if  they  grieve  thee,  say  not  so— 

I  would  not  give  that  bosom  pain. 

My  heart  is  sad,  my  hopes  are  gone. 

My  blood  runs  coldly  through  my  breast. 

And  when  1  perish,  thou  alone 
Wilt  sigh  above  my  place  of  rest. 

And  yet,  methinks,  a  glnm  of  peace 
Doth  through  my  cloud  of  anguish  shine; 

And  for  a  while  my  sorrows  cease. 
To  know  thy  heart  hath  feft  for  mine. 

Oh,  Lady  I  bles«ed  be  that  tear. 
It  falls  for  one  who  cannot  weep ; 

Such  precious  drops  are  doubly  dear 
To  those  whose  eye  no  tear  may  sleep. 

Sweet  Lady !  once  my  heart  was  warm 
With  every  fi-cling  »oft  as  thine, 

But  beauty's  self  hath  ceased  to  charm 
A  wretch  created  to  repine. 

Yet  wilt  thou  weep  when  1  am  low? 

Sweet  lady !  speak  those  words  again ; 
Yet  if  they  grieve  thee,  say  not  so — 

I  would  ifoi  give  that  botoia  pain. 
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I  BiAiD  thy  hte  without  a  tear, 

Thy  loM  with  scarce  a  sigli ; 
And  yet  thou  wert  surpasuog  dear^ — 

Too  loved  of  all  to  die. 
I  know  not  what  bath  sear  d  mine  eye ; 

The  tears  refune  to  start ; 
But  every  drop  its  lids  deny 

Falls  dreary  on  my  heart. 

Yes— deep  and  heary,  one  by  one, 

They  sink,  and  turn  to  care ; 
As  caTem'd  waters  wear  the  stone. 

Yet,  dropping,  harden  there. — 
They  cannot  petrify  more  fast 

Than  feelings  sunk  remain. 
Which,  coldly  fix'd,  regard  the  past. 

Bat  never  melt  again. 
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rOUND  IN  TBI  TEAVELUia's  BOOK  AT  CBiMODHI. 

How  many  number'd  are,  how  few  agreed. 
In  age,  or  clime,  or  character,  or  creed ! 
Here  wandering  genius  leaves  a  deathless  name. 
And  Folly  writes — for  others  do  the  same. 
Italian  treachery,  and  English  pride, 
Dutch  craft,  and  German  dulness,  side  by  ude! 
The  hardy  Ruf»ian  hails  congenial  snow; 
The  Spaniard  shivers  as  these  breezes  blow. 
Knew  men  the  objects  of  this  varied  crew. 
To  stare  how  many,  and  to  fsel  how  few! 


Here  Nature's  child,  ecttaAe  from  her  adiMl; 
And  traTeUing  problems,  that  admire  by  nk. 
The  timorous  poet  woos  his  modest  bok. 
And  thanks  his  stars  he  's  safe  from  all  rrrigm 
The  pedant  drags  from  oat  his  raod<7  start 
A  line  some  hundred  hilU  have  hari  be&rr. 
Here  critics  too  (for  where 's  ihehappT<po( 
So  blest  by  nature  as  to  have  tfacm  sol  ■ ; 
Spit  their  vile  slander  o'er  some  timpit  fbnst 
Of  foolish  wonder  or  of  honest  pruse; 
Some  pompous  hint,  some  comant  oa  mot 
Some  direful  failure,  or  some  eoipty  l-otsL 
Not  blacker  spleen  could  fill  these  funca^  lae 
If  Jeffrey's  soul  had  perch'd  oo  Giffonfs  pes. 
Here  envy,  hatred,  and  tlie  fool  of  Um^, 
Join'd  in  one  act  of  wonder  when  tley  amt: 
Here  beauty's  worshipper  in  flesh  or  rock. 
The  incarnate  fancy,  or  the  breatbiog  hi«k. 
Sees  tlte  white  giant  in  his  robe  of  li^t. 
Stretch  his  huge  form  to  look  o'er  Jors'>  hog! 
And  stops,  iwhile  hastening  to  the  bU?i  ran 
And  calmer  beauties  of  the  classic  pluBi 
And  here,  whom  hope  beguiling  hvk  to  vd 
Ease  for  liis  breast,  and  colour  for  liis  ckeek, 
Still  steals  a  nnoment  from  AusonLi^sky, 
And  views  and  wonders  on  his  war  lo  die. 

But  he,  the  author  of  these  idle  Ubm. 
What  passion  leads  him,  and  what  bemiu^. 
For  him  what  ft-iend  is  true,  what  mi«tre«MH 
What  joy  elates  him,  and  wliat  grief  (««bb' 
Impasftion'd,  seniteless,  vigorous,  or  oli, 
What  matters? — bootless  were  his  uory  lik 
Some  praise  at  lea^  one  act  of  sense  mnda 
He  wrote  these  verses,  but  he  hid  hi»  naat 


THE  END. 
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